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PREFACE. 


The  favourable  maimer  in  which  the  early  impres- 
sions of  the  PoBTicAL  Rhapsody  were  received^  to- 
gether with  the  intrinsic  merit  of  its  contents^  perhaps 
justifies  the  expectation  that  the  present  edition  will 
meet  with  a  reception  no  less  gratifying. 

In  the  lapse  of  two  centuries^  the  public  taste  with 
respect  to  literature  has  naturally  varied ;  and  works 
which^  at  their  first  appearance^  were  hailed  with  rap- 
turous applause^  have  sometimes  been  consigned  to 
total  oblivion,  or  exist  only  in  the  collections  of 
Antiquaries  or  Bibliographers;  whilst,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  same  period  gave  birth  to  writers,  whose 
productions  will  be  co-existent  with  our  language. 
Thus,  though,  of  the  many  stars  which  formed  the 
Poetic  constellation  that  irradiated  the  reign  of  Eliza- 
beth^ some  have  become  totally  extinct,  or  shine 
with  diminished  brightness ;  there  are,  nevertheless,  a 
few  which  will  ever  retain  their  pristine  lustre;  and 


like  the  planets  which  gorem  the  reToladons  of  the 
natiml,  exercise  a  most  powerful  cuntrol  over  the 
literary  world. 

A  Miscellany,  formed  of  a  few  articles  from  the  pens 
of  mauf  of  the  eminent  individuals  alluded  to,  aa  well 
as  of  tliose  whoae  claims  upon  our  admiration,  though 
less  strong,  are  not  whoUy  without  foundation,  cannot, 
it  is  presumed,  foil  of  becoming  to  some  extent  popu- 
lar; for  at  the  same  time  that  it  preserves  many  pieces 
of  well-known  poets,  which  are  not  inserted  in  the 
usual  editions  of  their  works,  the  effuKions  of  several 
will  he  found,  whose  productions  do  not  elsewhere 
exist. 

The  Poetical  Rhapsody  first  appeared  in  1602 ; 
it  was  much  enlarged  and  reprinted  in  1606;  again, 
with  many  additions,  in  161 1  ;  and,  after  under- 
going  a  new  arrangement,  a  fourth  edition  was  pub- 
lished in  1621.  It  consisted  of  Sonnets,  Odes,  Elegies, 
Madrigids,  and  other  Poems,  by  some  of  the  most 
distinguisbed  writers  of  the  reigns  of  Elizabeth  and 
Jauiea  the  First;  and  was  edited  by  Francis  Dart- 
mn,  the  eldest  son  of  that  victim  of  Queen  Eli- 
sabeth's cowardice  and  treachery,  William  Davison, 
one  of  her  secretaries  of  atate. 

In  1814,  this  Collection  was  reprinted  at  the  Lee 
Priory  press  by  Sir  Samuel  Egerton  Brydges ;  but  the 
impression,  like  that  of  the  other  reprints  of  the  Eli- 
wihethaii    poetry    by    that    accomplished     antiquary. 


PEXFACE. 

was  limited  to  one  hundred  copies:  an  arrangement 
whicli  tended  in  a  irery  alight  degree  to  make  the 
paUic  acquainted  with  our  early  poets;  for  the  price 
and  rarity  of  a  copy  of  the  new,  was  very  little  less 
than  that  of  one  of  the  original  editions. 

The  contrihutors  to  the  Rhajpsody^  which  has  been 

4 

pronounced  by  a  highly  competent  judge,  to  be  the 
nuMt  valuable  miscellany  of  the  day,  were  Sir  Philip 
Sydney,  £dmund  Spenser^  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  Sir 
John  Davies,  Mary,  Countess  of  Pembroite,  Sir  Henry 
Wotton,  Henry  Constable,  John  Donne,  Robert  Ghreene, 
Thomas  Campion,  Thomas  Watson,  Joshua  Sylvester, 
Charles  Best,  Thomas  Spelman,  Francis  Davison,  and 
his  brother  Walter ;  and  a  very  extensive  proportion, 
extending  to  nearly  one  hundred  pages,  was  by  a  poet 
whoae  initials  are  said  to  have  been  A.  W  ,  but  whose 
name  has  never  transpired — a  circumstance  which  his 
merit  renders  equally  an  object  of  surprise  and  regret. 
Of  the  value  of  the  pieces  contained  in  the  collec- 
tion, it  seems  almost  superfluous  to  say  any  thing.  If 
the  illustrious  names  of  Spenser,  Raleigh,  and  Sydney, 
do  not  attract  attention,  the  editor  cannot  flatter  him- 
self that  any  recommendation  of  his,  will  produce  it ; 
and  those  who  peruse  the  poems  will  of  course  be  alone 
influenced  by  their  own  judgment.  It  has  also  been 
osnal  to  prefix  to  a  new  edition  of  works  of  this  nature, 
aome  observations  on  the  Poetry  of  the  time ;  but  in 
the  present  instance  they  appear  to  be  uncalled  for. 
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FRANCIS  UAVISON. 


Barbbn  and  imperfect  as  the  accounts  which  are 
preserved  of  many  of  the  Poets  of  the  sixteenth  and 
seventeenth  centuries  are^  there  is  scarcely  one  who 
has  experienced  the  neglect  which  has  attended  Fran- 
cis Davison,  the  original  editor  and  principal  contri- 
butor to  the  Poetical  Rhapsody.  The  obscurity  in 
which  Genius  too  frequently  leaves  her  favourite  sons> 
has  in  his  case  been  impenetrable ;  and  notwithstand- 
ing that  strenuous  exertions  have  now  been  made  to 
trace  his  career,  they  luive  been  attended  with  only 
partial  success.  Still,  much  of  considerable  interest 
has  been  recovered ;  and  whilst  the  follo\ving  particu- 
lars of  him  afford  some  curious  information  on  the  pe- 
riod in  which  he  lived,  they  w\\l,  it  is  hoped,  be  consi- 
dered an  acceptable  addition  to  our  poetical  biography. 
Nor  can  they  fail  to  increase  our  regret  that  more  is 
not  known  of  one  who  evinced  in  the  da\vn  of  life  the 
possession  of  talents  and  acquirements,  which,  under  a 
more  propitious  fortune,  would  in  all  probability,  at  its 
meridian,  have  been  productive  of  important  results  to 
himself  and  to  others. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL    Kl 


I  Francis  was  tlie  eldest  son  of  the  unfortunate  Wil- 
liam Davison,  prit7  councillor  and  secretary  of  state 
to  Queen  Elixabetli,  and  is  supposed  to  have  been  born 
about  the  year  Ij?^'  His  mother  was  Kalherine,  only 
daughter  of  Francis  Spelman,  younger  son  of  William 
Spelman,  of  Norfolk,  Esq.  the  desct^ndant  of  un  an- 
cient fiunily  in  thut  county,  and  to  which  the  cele- 
brated antiquary,  Sir  Henry  Spelman,  was  nearly  re- 
luted.  Through  tin's  alliance  it  will  be  seen  by  the 
accompanying  genealogical  table,  that  Francis  Davison 
was  connected  with  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  and  many  of 

!the  other  contributors  to  the  Rhapsody,  and  with  most 
of  the  persons  noticed  in  hia  letters  and  mcmoraudB. 
In  1593  he  was  admitted  a  member  of  Gray's  Inn  ;* 
and  in  the  following  year,  when  be  cnuld  not  have 
been  above  nineteen  years  of  age,  he  composed,  what 
may  be  considered  the  earliest  of  his  literary  efforts.t 
the  "  Speech  of  Gray's  Inn  Masque,  consisting  of 
tfaaw  porta,  the  story  of  Proteus'  Transformations, 
the  Wonders  of  Liie  Adamantine  Rock,  and  a  Speech 
to  her  Majesty,"  The  Masque  was  performed  in 
December  1594,  and  Davison  appears  to  have  taken 
an  active  part  in  it,  for,  in  the  "  Order  of  the  Prince 
of  Pnrpoole's  proceedings  with  bis  officers  and  atten- 
dants at  his  honorable  inthronization,"  lie  was  one  of 
the  "  Gentlemen  Pensioners;"  and  was  also  a  Knight 
of  the  prince's  Order  of  the  Helmet.  In  another  part 
of  the  Masque  his  name  again  occurs. 


•  Ru\.  SISS.  1912 

-f  6ee  a  copv  of  the  Mnujue  prialed  in  NirMt'f  Fregretsti 
I    Hattn  Elitabith,  pp.  366  and  301. 
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Sir  Edward  Guildford. 


J 


Jane  Ouildford,==JoIin  Dudley,  Duke 


dau.  and  heir. 


of  Northumberland, 
K.O.     Ob.  1553. 


Dudley,  =^ 


Mary 
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eventualJv  sole 

heir,  died 
August,  1586. 


Sir  Henry 
Sydney, 

k.o. 

Ob.  May, 
1586. 


Robert  Dudley,  the 
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Leicester,  K.O. 
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1.  Thomas 
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Ob.  1601. 
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WiUiam  Herbert,  3rd  Earl  oi 
Pembroke,  to  whom  the  Poe- 
tical Rhapsody  was  dedi. 
cated.    See  also  p.  zdL 
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FRANCIS    DAVISON.  V 

^^  There  do  reign  likewise  thereabouts  another  sort  of  dan- 
gerous people,  under  the  name  of  poor  soldiers,  that  say  they 
were  itaimed,  and  lost  their  limbs  in  his  honor*s  service  and 
wars  against  the  Amaxons ;  and  they  pretend  to  have  passports 
firom  their  captains.  Some  of  them  say,  they  have  served  under 
Sir  Robert  Kemp  and  Sir  Robert  Cooke ;  others  under  William 
Knaplocks,  Lord  Marshal,  Sir  Francis  Marham,  Captain  Crymes, 
Captain  Conny,  Yelverton,  Hugan,  Sir  Fratwit  DavUony  and 
some  other  of  good  place.**  * 

To  what  extent  he  prosecuted  his  legal  studies  is 
uncertain ;  but  as  we  are  without  any  evidence  of  his 
professional  acquirements^  it  may  be  inferred  that  the 
smiles  of  Poetry  entirely  seduced  him  from  severer  but 
more  useful  pursuits.  In  May  1595^  Davison  was 
sent  by  his  father^  agreeably  to  the  custom  among  the 
higher  classes  of  society  at  the  period^  to  travel  in 
different  parts  of  Europe.  Of  this  part  of  his  life  we 
have  very  minute  and  curious  information;  and  the 
foUowing  letters  from  his  tutor  and  himself  to  his 
father  must  be  read  with  considerable  interest^  from 
the  picture  they  present  of  the  times^  as  well  as  the 
traits  they  exhibit  of  the  young  poet's  character  and 
attainments.  The  usual  licence  from  the  Queen  allow- 
ing them  to  go  abroad,  has  been  preserved;  and  the 
subjoined  literal  copy  was  taken  from  the  original. 

ELIZABETH   R. 

Elizabeth,  by  the  grace  of  God  Queene  of  England,  France, 
and  Irlande,  Defender  of  the  Faith,  &c.     To  all  and  singular 


*  Printed  in  this  work.    The  Sonnet  which  aooompanied  a 
copy  of  this  Speech  to  his  Firtt  Love.,  will  be  found  in  p.  110. 


BlOCBArHlCAL    XOTICES. 
■  rf  FcMc  UMjnn.  SiiaitBL.  BuBKb^  CuaMllii. 


Whmm  at  wr  u>«o»l  gnv  wa  )um 

McMMd,  aad  Ifj  iliu   preMat*  do  lioeue  our  uiudc  and  wd- 

tn  III!  Ill  •oliime  FnuuHu  DBiuiia  id  Gnuiaa,  in  ihe  Couitic 

«(  Mitf'.  gClulaniBi,  jBid  Udirin]  ^toftlie,  31'  uf  Aiu,  wpa«B 

OM  td  Uiit  cciJuu.      ^\'l.rM>n  wb  iriU  and  conunde  yOD  urf 

trarie  of  yuu  t<>  (iiirt:!  tlunu  iiuieUi*  lo  paiM^iy  jou  «ut  of  tlni 

our  BbcIru!,  wilii  ime  Krruit.  Iwn  hums.  Bad  fifir  ponndtB  in 

MUmrjp  er  utular,  wilh  their  ba^g*.  laggiiago,  and  other  neccaA- 

riM,  witbcuc  U]r  jroiu  leti,  troUc.  or  cuntndirtiDn,  w  yc  lendx 

oor  plMOore.     Aiul  tliit  nur  Lel'm,  nr  the  duplicaU)  ol  tlmn, 

ibilbv  tm  rdl  uniii  yoa  a*  luiin  the  taid  Frsonda  Daviion  and 

Edward  SiiiTllur,  nifictmie  a-amuit  and  ditchargr  in  tbii  bdaUa^ 

Pmridol  allwiia.  that  the  uid  Fraiioai  Daviaon  and  Edward 

HmfUx  do  ant  hauuw  or  teturte  unio  the  terHioriei  or  dooiU 

tieat  of  tny  finviiie  prinv  or  pmmtMe  not  being  with  tu  in 

tn(pie  ar  umltie,   mir  yet  wiltiii^te  kepe  coinpuue  with  ut}- 

INtrmD  or  panum  «-cll  afected  t(i  </  :<uu,  or  with  any  othur 

thai  hi  drjianed  imt  iiS  thii  our  lUslme  witLoui  our  licouei,  or 

lliat  contrarHr  l»  <■'  lireoM  doth  yn  remayue  on  the  odier  dde 

ihe  Seaa.     Providnl  aba,  that  HDtwitluumding  any  thing  in  thi* 

bur  Ucenw  oonteyned,  wbenncrer  it  ihall  •eme  Kood  unto  lu 

ill  the  Mud  Fraiind*  Dariaon  and  Edwanle  Sniythe  bune 

la  hefiire  llie  «nid  of  the  leanne  hetore  exjireued,  and  ihaU 

I  llgnUB  the  ume  luita  them  either  by  our  owne  I'rM  or  by  the 

L  rni4  nl  any  Cower  of  imr  pHvie  Coumell,  or  by  nipaiiea  of  any 

iliin,  that  tlicn  it  iiball  not  he  lawfiiU  for  tbero 

I  til  atnde  on  the  otliifr  aide  ihn  hu  any  lunger  tiitw   then  the 

f  diitaiKW  of  tlieir  ubnade  abiill  re4iiire,  anit  ii'  huerc  dn  permitt, 

d  (hat  wllbuut  fmuilo  nr  »>viii.    And  if  lli^y  do  not  (trilhoiit 

I   urgent  and  verie  nneBinrie  cauae  to  the  contrarie)  retoume  in 

ir  aboTEiaid,  thtii  wo  will  thia  our  Liwnse  furtbwith  to  lif 

I   lafcen  voM  and  nf  nun  «ffrct  rrom  the  bepnoinge,  and  tii  be 
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enteiinretad  and  judged  to  all  porpoees  and  ententt  as  though  no 
lueh  Hoenae  had  been  geren,  and  they  departed  withont  lioenae. 
Geven  under  our  Signett  at  our  Manor  of  Ghrenwich,  the  zzvii^ 
daie  of  Male,  in  the  zxxvii'^  yeere  of  our  reigne,  1695.* 

The  earliest  of  the  letters  alluded  to  is  from  Mr. 
Smyth^t  Davison's  tutor,  dated  from  Venice,  in  the  Ja- 
nuary after  their  departure.  From  this  communication 
we  learn  the  amount  which  Secretary  Davison  had 
allowed  for  their  expenses ;  its  insufficiency  for  their 
wants;  the  means  which  Smyth  had  employed  to  mak^ 
it  extend  as  far  as  possible;  and,  from  the  postscript, 
proof  of  his  pupil's  high  spirit,  and  his  fear  lest  it 
should  involve  him  in  a  quarrel. 

To  the  Right  Honorable  Mr.  Secretary  Davison,  at  his  House 

at  Stepney,  give  these. 

"  I  HAVE  so  often  and  so  directly  written  unto  your  honor 
heretofore,  concerning  pur  necessary  expences  in  our  travelling 
through  Germany,  and  the  excessive  rate  that  we  are  enforced 
to  endure  since  our  coming  into  Italy,  by  reason  of  our  conti- 
nual residing  in  Venice,  that  I  might  very  well  have  spared  to 
have  been  troublesome  in  these,  had  I  not  perceived  that  your 
proportion  of  £  100  yearly  for  our  expences  is  so  absolutely  re- 
solved upon  (hs  I  gather  both  by  your  letters  to  Mr.  Francis  and 
to  myself),  that  howsoever  our  excess  has  been  bom  withal 
heretofore,  yet  hereafter  we  may  not  look  for  a  larger  allowance, 

•  HarL  MSS.  38;  f.  188. 

•f  Query  if  it  was  not  this  individual  who  was  of  Brasen  Nose 
College,  Oxford,  and  took  the  degree  of  B.D.  5th  July,  1566: 
An  ^ward  Smith,  and  most  likely  the  same  person,  translated  A 
DUeourae  touching  the  TranqwUity  and  Contentation  of  the  Mind, 
London,  1592. 


jaui  honor  doe)  H  tuf  time  to  txprailj  ■ffirm,  «M  both  be> 
f  louiw  thai  in  lliit  pirint  xm  gnniid  Dpoo 
■port,  and  for  that  it  hath  pleased  yoDi-  honor  to 
o  adreciiw  you  hithfiilly  how  ihii  praportioD  wiD 
■graa  villi  the  lime  and  plan  vbar^n  wv  hre,  I  tnut  il  atij 
■Eand  with  your  aocuiiomed  Earour  ta  puiloo  me,  though  I  be 
baU  to  be  of  ■  hr  different  opiaioo.  and,  Tur  Mme  pmid!,  allep 
mj  on  experience.  I  have  hitherto  gone  to  the  market,  uid, 
ai  frufilly  a*  I  could,  made  oar  proviuon  of  all  our  iic4e»- 
nriMi  and  albeit  we  have  not  at  any  lime  more  [ban  one  dlah, 
■ad  (hat  not  •ritrj  conly  neither,  yet,  with  the  rent  lor  our 
duanbtr,  oar  weekly  eKpenoes  amount  very  near  to  4<b.  bolde 
apparel,  booki,  and  many  other  trifling  char^is  which  I  lee 
OUUial  be  aroided,  etperiallr  ao  long  at  we  are  iu  tbne  part*, 
where,  in  inith,  nich  are  not  fit  !«  remain  as  cannot  cat  (nl. 
roota,  aaladi,  cheese,  and  luck  like  cheap  dithet,  whii^,  forjootlL, 
Sfr.  Frandi  can  in  no  n-ise  dignl,  and  any  ^id  thing  else  what- 
•oenr  U  at  a  rery  gnat  rale,-  wo  are  newwarily  rompelled  M> 
■pand  tiie  more,  and  yet  not  ao  much  ai  other  gentlemen  of  ntr 
nadoi)  in  thia  town  do  make  show  of;  for  tlie  mnil  part  of  than 
hare  told  me  of  a  greater  eipence  hy  nuuiy  det^reea.  But  I 
allege  onl  other  men'a  eiamplei  for  argument  to  pertuade  yoor 
boaiir  to  allow  ui  any  fanliin^  Tor  the  noiirtihing  of  any  prodigal 
hnmouni  neitber  would  !  with  that  you  nhonU  be  decdred  any 
loltfer  in  Mr.  Wo;  "  and  tome  other»,  who  report  they  havH  lired 
in  llien  part*  for  a  hundred  marks  by  the  year;  fnr  Mr.  Otanger 
and  loam  other  toerchanu  can  prore  the  contrary  by  their  wofuU 
experience,  to  whom  «o  many  hundred  cronus  are  due  by  thete 
and  iiudi  like  fmgal  travellers.  But  weing  we  cannot  hope  for 
any  >uch  favour  whilst  »e  are  abroad,  I  beaeecb  yon.  Sir,  either 
til  make  aooounl  of  spending  £  200  yearly,  or  very  near,  or  elw 

■  Query— Mr.  Woiion. 
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to  cill  me  homey  who  have  endured  that  to  deserve  well  of  yoor 
honor,  to  ^eamre  Mr.  Francii,  and  to  spare  your  puree,  that 
I  would  not  be  hired  unto  for  any  money.    And  yet,  to  my 
giiel^  I  fear  a  hard  censure,  oonsidering  you  shall  find  yourself 
dbarged  so  far  beyond  your  expectation.     But  I  desire  you.  Sir, 
to  spaze  to  think  otherwise  than  well  of  me  until  I  return,  and 
then,  if  I  be  not  able  to  justify  myself,  let  ma  be  blamed.    I 
would  have  removed  to  Padua  long  since,  if  the  expectation  of 
moaej  firam  Stead,  which  we  as  yet  hear  not  of,  and  the 
scattering   receiving  of  Mr.  Hickmans  ducats,  which  we  took 
iq>  by  twenty  and  by  forty  at  a  time,  had  not  necessarily  tied  us 
to  remain  in  this  place,  where,  in  truth,  we  have  already  spent 
mndi  to  small  purpose,  and  so  long  as  we  stay  here,  we  may  ac- 
ooont  our  time  in  a  manner  lost.     And  I  fear,  that  wheresoever 
we  live  in  Italy,  neither  your  nor  our  own  expectation  will  be 
satisfied ;   but  as  touching  this   point,   if  it  may  please  your 
honor  to  confer  with  my  honorable  Lord  WiUoughby  *  at  his 
coming  home,  to  whom  Mr.  Francis  is  much  bound  for  his  many 
kindnesses,  though  Doctor  Hawkins,*!*  who  liveth  here  almost  in 
contempt  of  all  gentlemen  by  reason  of  his  pride  and  other  folh'es, 
hath  played  him  an  unkind  part,  by  seeking  his  discredit  by 
impertinent  speeches,  and  far  unbeseeming  an  Ambassador,  as, 
God  knoweth,  he  would  fain  be  accounted.     I  doubt  not  but 
your  honor  will  judge  otherwise  of  this  country  than  peradven- 
ture  you  have  done  heretofore,  and  cause  us  to  retire  where  we 
have  better  means  to  serve  God,  to  gain  knowledge,  and  to  spare 
your  purse.    Howsoever,  I  beseech  your  honor  to  let  me  under, 
stand  in  your  next  what  your  resolution  is  touching  these  ex* 
that  I  may,  by  your  direction,  accordingly  dispose  of 


*  Peregrine  Bertie,  Lord  Willoughby  of  Eresby. 

•f  Dr.  Henry  Hawkins.  He  was  a  civilian,  and  the  nephew 
of  Christopher  Yelverton,  the  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons 
in  1507,  end  was  then  employed  by  the  Earl  of  Essex  to  collect 
and  transmit  intelligence  from  Italy.  Numerous  letters  from 
Hawkins  are  referred  to  in  Bircfa*s  Memoin  qf  Queen  EiiMobeth, 
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• 
myself.    For  the  rest  of  those  points  which  are  most  material, 

and  contained  in  these  your  honoris  letters  of  the  5th  of  De- 
cember, I  have  answered  in  my  former,  which  I  am  sure  are 
oome  to  your  hands  long  since,  and  therefore  pass  them  over  at 
this  present :  and,  with  my  humblest  duty,  cease,  this  22nd  of 
January,  sHlo  novo,  1595. 

'^  Your  honoris  to  command, 

'^  Ed.  Smtth. 

'^  It  may  please  your  honor  to  command  what  we  shall  do  as 
touching  our  journey  into  Tuscany.  1  coni'ess  I  cannot  meet 
with  any  friend  that  doth  counsel  Mr,  Francis  to  eiqKMe 
himself  to  that  peril ;  and  the  bearer  hereof  doth  eam^tly  dis- 
suade; but  yet  I  see  Mr.  Francis  not  much  discouraged,  to  whom 
I  dare  not  say  any  thing  as  touching  Dr.  Hawkins,  fearing  it 
would  grow  to  a  quarrel ;  neither  may  your  honor  take  any 
knowledge  thereof  to  my  Lord  Willougliby,  lest  peradventure  he 
suspect  more  than  there  is  cause,  and  withal  breed  in  him  a 
jealousy  of  my  secrecy,  to  whom  I  must  acknowledge  myself  so 
exceedingly  beholding.* 

A  supply  not  having  arrived,  Mr.  Smyth  again  wrote 
on  the  subject  about  three  weeks  aftenvards.  The 
notice  he  tiikes  of  Francis  Davison's  extravagance^  and 
of  the  little  attention  he  paid  to  his  remonstrances, 
are  very  characteristic. 

To  the  Right  Honorable  Mr.  Secretary  Davison,  at  his  House 

at  Stepney,  give  these. 

Post  6d. 

"  I  HAVE  written  divers  letters  to  your  honor  heretofore, 
and  all  of  them  almost  to  this  effect :  that  we  lost  much  time  in 

*  Harl.  MSS.  296,  f.  114,  Original,  ait  through,  and  stained 
as  if  from  fumigation. 
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lying  at  Venice,  considering  it  is  a  place  of  very  great  expenoe, 
to  no  purpose ;  that  we  have  been  enforced  to  take  up  much 
money  at  a  hard  reckoning  to  supply  our  wants,  with  more 
shame  to  ourselves  and  dishonor  to  you  than  peradventure  is 
imagined,  by  reason  we  have  not  received  those  100  crowns  made 
over  to  Stoad ;  that  Mr.  Hickman  doth  marvel  that  he  heareth 
not  from  his  brother,  by  whom  we  have  so  often  assured  him 
that  your  honor  would  take  order  for  our  bills  of  exchange ;  and 
that  he  doubteth  of  our  honesty  and  your  letters,  which,  he 
saith,  he  knoweth  not,  and  though  he  did,  yet  he  would  gladly 
hear  from  his  brother  Walter  for  his  better  assurance :  that  I 
hope  your  honor  will  not  look  for  any  account  of  your  money  at 
my  hands,  seeing  I  neither  receive  it,  nor  can  dispose  of  it  as  I 
see  good.  Mr.  Francis  is  now  a  man,  and  your  son,  and  not  so 
easily  ruled  touching  expences,  about  which  we  have  had  more 
brabblements  than  I  will  now  speak  of;  and  for  these,  and  other 
matters,  such  words  as  in  truth  I  could  not  well  di^gest,  were  it 
not  in  r^ard  of  my  duty  to  your  honor,  and  my  care  of  him, 
who  I  see  is  not  so  careful  of  his  friends ;  and  if  somewhat  be 
not  amended,  I  hope  I  shall  have  leave  to  return.  Two  hundred 
pounds  will  hardly  maintain  us  this  year,  we  having  spent 
already  160/.  and  yet  I  protest  I  never  endured  so  much  slavery 
in  my  life  to  save  money ;  but  I  am  now  infinitely  weary  there- 
of, and  therefore  Mr.  Francis  must  needs  take  a  man,  seeing  he 
will  take  no  pains  for  himself,  and  then  whether  200/.  yearly 
will  suffice  or  not,  I  cannot  tell ;  I  am  sure  so  much  will  be 
spent,  or  else  we  may  not  remain  in  these  parts.  Now  I  beseech 
jooT  honor  to  consider,  that  besides  the  expence  of  so  much 
money,  the  dangers  that  we  incur  both  of  body  and  soul  so  long 
as  we  live  in  Italy,  where  God  is  so  dishonoured,  true  religion 
abolished,  piety  contemned,  and  all  horrible  and  monstrous  sins 
publidy  maintained,  I  fear  that  if  the  g^ins  be  compared  with 
the  loss,  that  in  the  end  it  will  prove  but  a  hard  reckoning  if 
your  honor  do  expect  that  we  should  attain  unto  any  thing 
more  than  the  language;  and  whatsoever  may  fallout  within  the 


«iHiynM  «f  iteli  ccminly  yim  trill  be  deceired,  for  tjie  t«st  and 
■tan  *f  MTMtlaB,  uba  have  liKil  better  meaai  ihao  »e  liBve, 
)^  I  B«k*  BA  qunlluii  but  m  atmett  desire  to  profit  them. 
hK<«,  W*  tt  <U9  ot""'""!  "'^  freely  coofeas  that  tbey  bsve 
k«Mi  imiwtli^h  Mtoniihed.  l(  yoiir  honor  tulk  iriib  my  Lord 
tiny,*  mr  liori  M'Utoughby,  and  others,  1  think  they  will  not 
nftn  tuhtrwiw.  Ai  ve  are  now  iJunii  without  iDoney,  and  if 
ill.  UidiiUAn  does  not  help  us.  as  he  hath  ilone  hitherto,  wn 
haov  Mil  vhat  tii  do;  and  fur  my  purl,  if  these  wantd  he  no 
hKtar  lupflied.  and  thai  speedily,  I  think  we  mum  lauke  K 
t^guiy  Mh  to  come  home,  for  ve  cumot  uinl 
Mrw>>  Thua,  bclnR  «orry  that  I  hare  no  mare  p 
M  WtiW  of  ot  till*  pretent,  and  lieaeeehing  you  to  [pare  tu  a 
'  ■fur  any  thing  that  ii  amiM  until  my  return,  with  ^ 
H  duty,  I  OMM  this  IGth  of  February,  from  Venice. 
"  Your  honof'i  ever  (o 

>'  Ed.  SMTTll.-d 


Whilst  m  Florence,  in  the  autumn  of  1506,  DBTiBon 
receivt^  th(>  fuUowing  letter  from  his  kinsman,  Ai]th»- 
iiy  BaW,  liruther  of  FraDcis,  afterward  the  r 
JjorA  Veruluin,  who  was  then  secretary  to  the  Earl  n 
EtKX,  the  steady  and  aealous  patron  of  the 
f^ilr.    The  "  Relation  of  Smtony  ,'■  nientioned  by  I 
eon,  wiiiit  ha'f  I***"  written  tow-.irda  the  end  of  the 
V«ar  1M>5,  and  would  have  been  a  valuable  addition  to 
'  *i  collecliiin  of  his  works :   it  was  stolen  from  the 
I  huURi!  sumclime  in  1596,  J  and  does  not  appevj 
»  extiint. 

™  Aouarently  Thoina..  I-in"  Orey  of  Wilton. 

thn"Mth  In  ixany  part.,  and  •<»"««1.  probably  from  hav,t,g  hoe„ 
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To  my  very  aasured  good  friend,  Mr.  Francii  Daviion,  at 

Florence. 
«*8im, 

**  Havikg  received  the  special  favour  and  contentment  of 
my  very  honorable  good  friend  your  father,  as  to  have  tasted 
the  sweetness  of  the  first  fruits  of  your  travel,  I  mean  your  re- 
lation of  Saxony,  wherein  you  show  no  less  diligence  in  observing 
and  ocdlecting,  than  judgment  in  orderly  disposing  the  same,  I 
would  not  fail  by  these  few  lines  to  greet  your  so  happy  a  begin- 
ning, and  in  special  good  will  to  advise  you  to  proceed  and  con- 
tinue,  assuring  you  that  as  you  know  such  a  course  of  study 
requireth  an  earnest  intention  of  the  mind  and  a  retentive 
memory,  and  oonsecpiently  will  cost  you  no  small  pain ;  so  after 
the  same  little  practise  having  brought  your  mind  as  it  were 
to  a  habit  of  judgment,  you  shall  reap  exceeding  pleasure  and 
profit  answerable  unto  yonr  painful  endeavours. 

^  As  for  occurrences  here,  namely,  the  last  happy  success  of 
oar  most  honorable  and  peerless  Earl  my  Lord  of  Essex,  be- 
cause I  know  you  shall  receive  them  otherwise,  I  will  not  trouble 
yoQ  with  any  reiteration ;  neither  will  I  make  any  unseemly 
mixture  in  joining  any  other  news  with  so  noble  and  happy  an 
■oodent. 

And  therefore  requesting  you  most  heartily  to  make  account 
and  dispose  of  my  sincere  good  will  and  affections,  and  of  any 
friendly  endeavours  that  time  and  occasions  may  enable  me  to 
perform,  I  commit  you  to  God's  best  protection. 

•'  Your  very  intire  loving  friend  to  use." 


Indorsed — ^«  A  Mons>^  Fra.  Davison, 
le  7"*  d'Aoust,  1696.' 


*»< 


Addit.  MSS.  4120. 


BiOUKAPHICAL    NOTICE: 


The  preceding  letter  feached  Davison  early  in  S 
tember;  and  on  the  '21rt  of  that  month  hi 


ratlin  goad  Friond  Mr.  AntbDiiy  Bninii,  E*-  | 
([uiru,  ut  Eiwei  House. 


■■  1  have  alviiyt  bulil  it  for  a  true  principle,  that  the  effect  fol- 
loircth  the  nulure  of  the  cause  :  ood  your  moat  honorably  Cour. 
teraH  letter  bath  undoubtedly  uoiiBimed  me  in  the  truth  therenT, 
whidi,  i.imiiii4(  from  sn  virtuinin  and  uolile  a  penon,  u  I  may 
withuul  ttsttpry  affirm  yotir  suit'  to  be,  it  bath  wrought  in  me 
tnore  tbau  ordinary  virtuoun  effeua.  In  your  eicveding  Idnd- 
neu  towanla  me  I  read  uiine  iiwii  forge trutiiess  of  my  duty  to- 
wwrdi  yoa;  and  your  »ouchnifiiig  to  write  tint  to  my  poor  celf, 
who  ahould  hy  all  reannn  often  ere  thia  time  hare  podonned 
that  duly,  makea  me  confess  yimr  BXtnwrdionjy  hiimanity,  and 
anknowledfit  mine  own  uupardaniible  error;  in  oxruiie  wiiereof  I 
will  bring  uutliing,  but  only  this,  that  it  hath  not  lieen  proper  10 
you  alone,  but  hath  extended  itiwlf  to  all  my  moat  honorable  and 
bett  deserving  friendi:  among  whom,  if  any  had  been  remem- 
bered, you  might  jii»tly  have  token  it  more  unkindly  to  have 
been  forgotten.  But  having  erred  alike  towarda  all,  I  hope  to 
find  the  more  favorable  excuse  with  yourself,  tiecause  of  jron 
fint  I  crave  pardon,  and  to  you  fini  I  begin  some  course  of 
■mendmenl. 

"  Touching  your  letter  itself,  I  must  needs  eonfeas,  that  if  llie 
^very  kindneve  of  writing  hath  Hriniglil  so  good  elTects  in  me,  the 
matters  written  have  wrought  much  innra.  And  surely  if  landari 
i  tttudale  eiro  he  ■  great  happiness,  I  know  no  man  of  so  mean 
daurti  mure  happy  than  myself;  and  ahould  acrount  myself 
much  morn  if  1  were  not  in  mine  own  heart  aj>iired  that  ihey 
■!«  Utterly  undeserved.  And  though  1  muy  perhaps  with  njore 
judgment,  iraafpne  that  you  deal  with  mc  as  men  commonly  do 
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with  great  ladiei,  to  extol  their  beauty  whether  they  be  fair  or 
no;  yet  in  the  aisurance  of  your  love  towards  me^  I  will  rather 
oonoeiTe  that  your  praises  proceed  either  from  over-favorable 
affection,  oke  apesto  oechio  ben  san/a  veder  torto^  or  else  from  an 
hoDOrable  kind  of  dissimulation,  hoping  by  conunending  things 
not  greatly  praiseworthy,  to  stir  up  a  mind,  not  altogether  resty 
to  virtue,  to  more  commendable  actions.  Howsoever,  I  will 
think  that  my  passed  labours  have  performed  very  much,  if  they 
may  cancell  my  long  silence  and  forgetful  negligence,  and  retain 
me  in  your  indifferent  good  opinion  till  I  may  by  some  better 
fruits  deserve  some  part  of  those  praises  which  now  undeserved 
it  pleaseth  you  to  bestow  upon  me;  which  if  shall  be  able  to  ob- 
tain, I  will  account  my  time  and  pains,  though  much  greater 
than  the  former,  very  profitably  bestowed,  and  largely  reoom- 


**  As  for  your  honorable  and  friendly  counsel,  of  continuing 
that  kind  of  observation,  and  making  use  of  my  travel,  you  have 
not  only  stirred  me  up,  who  was  perhaps  soon  distumed  from 
good  courses,  or  spurred  me  on,  if  of  myself  I  were  not  altoge- 
ther backward,  but  both  in  thin  inmHlihly  incited  me  to  labour 
by  all  means  to  yield  yourself  and  the  rest  of  my  honorable 
friends  some  satisfaction  answerable  to  the  expectation  which 
you  have  unworthily  conceived  of  me,  and  made  me  most  ready 
always  to  give  your  counsel  in  any  other  course  whereto  you 
shall  advise  me,  that  place  both  in  approving  and  following, 
which  the  excellency  of  your  judgment,  and  the  extraordinary 
kindness  of  your  affection,  may  justly  challenge. 

**  With  what  joy  I  received  the  news  of  my  noble  Lord's  victo- 
riefus  success,*  and  with  what  fervency  I  have  wished  the  conti- 
muwiiy  thereof,  you  may  easily  guess  in  me,  who  am,  and  that 
with  lo  good  cause,  wholly  devoted  to  his  Lordship;  when  as 
hit  greatest  enemies  cannot  chose  but  commend  and  admire  his 
virtoet,  lo  far  as  they  cannot  wish  him  sinister  fortune.    And 

*  The  Earl  of  £esex*s  expedition  against  Cadiz. 


amoDg  ttui  reit  1  may  not  for^l  bow  exceeding  honorabls 
iqwinrhfn  <ren  reported  to  me  of  hia  nobis  Lord^p  by  tome, 
from  ihe  Emperor's  uwu  mnuih,  at  my  being  the  tut  year  it 
fiBgae.  If  my  fortune  hod  »ervpd,  I  would  have  been  iidiiulely 
gUd  to  bare  lieen  >n  eye-nicneu  uf  bi>  Lurdship'a  gioiiuui  for- 
tune in  ^in  voyHf^ ;  liut  since  I  waa  not  »o  bappy  ss  to  hsTO 
opportunitv  m  us«  my  unpnctised  iword  in  hia  service,  1  have 
■mployed  those  weapons  wbicb  were  in  my  power  tu  use,  ai  my 
prayer*  and  good  wishes,  m  the  best  uid  most  fervent  mumer  I 
oDuU ;  which  I  do  infinitely  hope  iihall  have  the  doircd  issue, 
hinh  iu  continuants  of  his  happy  victories  and  safe  and  bonora- 


"  I  beseecb  you  both  lo  excune  me  and  humbly  n 
to  your  honorable  brother.  Air.  Francis  Bbcoh,  who  if  he  have 
received  pan  of  those  adTanccmenls  which  hii  excellent  virtuca 
merit,  ynu  shall  do  me  a  special  favour  if  it  please  you  lo  let 
me  undentand  it.  I  would  desire  you  alto,  if  he  be  yet  in  Eng- 
land, to  recommend  my  most  humble  service  to  Don  Antonio 
Fero.*     In  recompense  of  your  most  kind  and  honurable  oStr  of 

*  This  individual  was  the  son  of  Gonialo  P<?re«,  who  for  forty 
yean  was  Secretary  of  State  to  the  Emperor  Charles,  and  la  his 
■on  Philip  II.  and  succeeded  hii  father  in  lliat  liluntion.  H« 
however,  furfeiled  the  confidence  and  favour  of  bis  sovereign  by 
his  intimacy  with  the  Prioceas  of  Eboti,  the  king't  mistreu, 
and  on  the  preience  of  revealing  the  secrets  of  bis  olfii#,  be  was 
thrown  into  prison;  from  which  he  escaped  into  France,  and 
about  August  1S93,  cune  to  Englnnd.  with  the  nvowed  inten- 
tion of  giving  Queen  Elizabeth  tome  important  information  pre- 
judicial to  his  late  master.  To  her  Majenty's  honor  she  magna- 
nimously refiiseil  lo  encourage  so  riespicalile  a  tiailor;  but  b«ing 
muntenanced  by  the  Earl  at  Essex,  lo  which  circiimtlsnce  may 
ba  aitifbiited  Piands  Davison's  knowledKe  of  him.  be  continued 
IB  this  oauiiirr  for  Kims  yoara,  during  which  time  he  vas  cm- 
•tantly  consulted  by  the  Earl  on  uvrry  point  relating  to  llie 
aflairi  of  Spain.  Suuh,  howettir,  was  tho  hormr  ichiS  fiiiMW 
felt  towards  a  traitor,  ihai  on  1ii«  anMilon  Perei  was  obliged  to 
quit  the  kingdom,  and,  after  various  vlclssitudna,  be  ended  hi* 
day*  at  8^  Paul,  In  Franon,  on  iha  4th  Nov.  ISll.     Di*  treadi* 
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your  anoere  love  and  affection,  I  am  able  to  yield  you  nothing 
bat  the  tribute  of  infinite  thanks,  and  humbly  to  intreat  you, 
with  full  authority,  to  command  and  dispose  of  myself,  and  all 
my  actions,  as  it  please  you,  assuring  you,  that  whatsoever  good 
offices  I  am  able  in  any  kind  to  perform,  are  always  most  readily 
and  deservedly  at  your  service.  And  so  I  humbly  take  my 
leave.— Florence,  the  21st  of  September,  aHlo  novo^  1596. 

((  Vour*s  to  command  and  dispose  of, 

FaA.  Davisok.'* 

*'SiR, — Of  news  there  is  not  any  thing  of  assured  truth,  worth 
the  writing,  but  only  this,  the  King  of  Spain*8  Armada  in  these 
seas  of  80  gallies,  under  Don  Andrea  Doria,  was  to  go  out  of 
Messina,  where  and  about  Capo  d'  Otranto  they  have  long  lain 
hovering,  the  1st  of  this  present,  to  meet  the  Turkish  fleet, 
whom  they  have  long  expected,  of  some  90  gallies  (but  not  over 
well  provided  and  furnished)  who  were  coming  from  about  Na- 
▼arina  and  Modone  in  Negropont,  with  purpose,  as  they  under- 
stood  by  some  prisoners,  to  set  upon  them  :  so  as  some  great 
matters  are  expected  upon  their  meeting.  They  have  before  their 
going  out,  taken  two  English  ships  and  three  others,  Dutch  ,and 
French.  The  fame  of  the  Turkish  huge  preparations  by  land 
doth  every  day  decrease,  by  reason  of  the  great  famine  and 
moitality  in  the  camp ;  and  little  matters  feared  this  year,  ex. 


ery  to  his  country  was  not  the  only  blemish  in  his  character;  and 
the  following  extract  from  Lady  Bacon's  letter  to  her  son  Fran- 
cis Bacon,  clearly  shows  the  opinion  entertained  of  his  principles. 
'*  Though  I  pity  your  brotlier,  yet  so  long  as  he  pities  not 
himself,  but  keepeth  that  bloody  Perez,  yea  as  a  coach  com- 
panion and  bed  companion,  a  proud,  profane,  costly  fellow, 
whose  being  about  him  I  verily  fear  the  Lord  God  doth  mislike, 
and  doth  less  bless  your  brother  in  credit  and  otherwise  in  his 
health,  surely  I  am  utterly  discouraged,  and  make  conscience 
farther  to  undo  myself  to  maintain  such  wretches  as  he  is,  that 
never  loved  your  brother  but  for  his  own  credit,  living  upon 
him.**— Birch*s  EltMobeih,  v.i.  p.  143. 
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cept  he  winter,  as  he  hath  given  out,  in  Hungary.  Vienna 
hath  been  hitely  reviewed,  the  fortifications  repaired,  and  the 
suburbs  made  defensible,  and  a  new  garrison  and  provision  put 
into  it  to  prevent' the  worst.  The  Prince  of  Transylvania  is 
strong  in  the  field.  The  Imperials  are  said  to  have  lately  taken 
Hatnan,*  though  with  some  loss,  whereby  the  passage  is  opened 
into  Transylvania,  to  be  able  to  conjoin  their  forces  upon  any 
occasion.  The  League  between  the  Polacks  and  the  Imperials, 
after  so  long  motioning,  handling,  and  noising  weekly,  standeth 
yet  in  very  doubtful  terms,  the  Polacks  demanding  the  Arch- 
duke Maximilian*s  absolute  renunciation  of  all  pretences  to 
their  crown,  and  divers  other  hard  conditions,  before  they  will 
enter  into  the  treaty  of  the  League ;  and  the  other  loth  to  grant 
them  till  the  conclusion.  Here  are  divers  rumours  of  our  fleet, 
of  which  every  man*s  mouth  is  filled,  but  nothing  of  certainty. 
Of  other  matters  nearer  home,  you  are  there  more  truly  adver- 
tised therein,  and  again  I  humbly  take  my  leava'**!* 

The  next  letter  of  the  series^  in  point  of  time^  was 
likewise  from  Davison  to  Bacon.  Self-interest  may  be 
fairly  considered  as  the  chiefs  if  not  the  sole  motive  of 
this  correspondence^  for  it  was  Francis  Davison's  ma- 
nifest object  to  keep  himself  alive  in  the  Earl's  recol- 
lection, to  whom  he  believed  his  communications 
would  be  shewn.  This  letter,  like  the  former  one,  is 
therefore,  frigid  and  constrained;  and  they  are  re- 
markable only,  for  the  flatteries  with  which  they  are 
filled,  both  to  the  Earl  and  to  his  secretary.  The 
manuscript  of  these  documents  partakes  of  the  charac- 

•  Query — Hatvany. 

t  Addit.  MSS.  4121,  f.  127;  collated,  through  the  kindness  of 
the  Rev.  Dr.  D*Oyley,  with  the  original  in  the  libnry  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
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ter  of  the  contents,  for  thej  are  most  carefully  and 
beautifully  written ;  not  a  blot  nor  an  erasure  exists, 
and  they  present  a  fine  specimen  of  the  chirography 
of  the  time. 

To  my  honorable  good  Friend  Mr.  Anthony  Bacon  Esquire, 

at  Essex  House. 
"  Sib, 

*'*'  Your  great  deserts  towards  me  words  cannot  express,  nor 
thanks  cannot  repay :  and  therefore,  having  so  kind  and  hono- 
rable a  creditor,  I  am  willing,  being  already  indebted  past  like- 
lihood of  answering,  to  engage  myself  far  beyond  all  possibility 
of  restoring. 

*^  I  am  exceedingly  glad  to  understand  by  my  father's  last  let- 
ter, that  you  were  not  contented  to  have  bestowed  the  reading 
upun  my  trifling  relation  of  Saxony,  and  these  undeserving 
commendations  wherewith  your  kind  letter  to  me  overflowed, 
but  that  you  would  needs  of  especial  favour  vouchsafe  to  present 
it  yourself  to  my  noble  Lord.  I  hope,  that  as  many  men  bear 
with  the  imperfections  of  their  servants  for  their  sake  by  whom 
they  were  preferred,  so  his  Lordship  hath  excused  the  faults 
and  defects  thereof,  for  the  great  favour  and  respect  he  bearetb 
to  you,  that  reconunended  it.  I  send  you  here  enclosed,  a  letter 
of  congratulations  to  his  Lordship.  I  beseech  you,  Sir,  that  as 
it  hath  no  less  need  of  your  recommendation  than  the  other,  so 
it  may  find  you  no  less  willing  justly  to  excuse  this,  than  you 
were  ready  undeservedly  to  praise  that.  Yourself  best  knows 
how  unaccustomed  my  pen  is  to  write  to  so  great  persons,  espe- 
cially on  a  subject  where  the  matter  so  far  exceedeth  the  style ; 
and  the  true  greatness  of  my  inward  joy  hindreth  the  effectual 
expressing  of  my  outward  rejoicing. 

'^I  am  ashamed  of  myself  that  I  have  no  new  relation  or  dis- 
coiine  ready,  of  some  of  these  parts  of  Italy,  whereby  I  might 
both  have  testified  my  duty  to  his  Lordship  and  made  some 

c  2 
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nmendA  for  the  errors  and  oversights  o{  the  last.  But  the  un- 
certainty of  his  Lordship's  coming  home,  and  some  Indisposition 
that  I  have  had  of  late,  have  constrained  me  (much  against  my 
desire)  to  take  a  longer  date.  I  trust  my  noble  Lord  will  no  more 
decrease  his  wonted  favour  to  my  unworthy  self  for  neglecting 
or  delaying  some  necessary  offices  and  services,  than  my  devo- 
tion to  his  Lordship,  being  only  founded  upon  his  excellent  vir- 
tue and  worth,  can  receive  increasing  by  the  augmenting  of  his 
honor  or  fortune.  I  am  now  in  a  private  comer  of  Tuscany, 
where  there  is  little  news  stirring,  and  therefore  I  hope  you  wiU 
expect  the  less.  If  any  thing  fall  out  worthy  the  advertisement, 
yoa  shall  from  time  to  time  hear  of  it.  I  humbly  intreat  you 
to  commend  me  in  all  dutiful  and  mindful  sort  to  your  honora- 
ble brother,  Mr.  Francis  Bacon ;  and  so  wishing  both  yourself 
and  him  aU  deserved  good  fortune  and  worthy  advancement,  I 
kiss  your  hands. 

'^  Your*s  most  humbly  to  command  and  dispose  of, 

Fra.  Davisok. 
From  Lucca,  the  16^  of 
October,  1696,  SiUo  Novo.* 

From  such  cold  and  studied  epistles  the  mind  turns 
with  pleasure  to  the  more  natural  and  interesting  let- 
ters from  Davison  to  his  father.  His  reply  to  his 
parent's  repeated  reproofs  of  his  extravagance ;  his 
indignation  at  the  Secretary's  misfortunes,  together 
with  his  satirical  remarks  upon  those  whom  he  consi- 
dered as  the  authors  of  them ;  and  the  intelligence  he 
imparts  about  foreign  courts,  combine  to  render  these 
letters  highly  deserving  of  attention. 


•  Addit.  MSS.  4181,  f.265;  collated  with  the  original  in  the 
library  of  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
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The  "  noble  Lord"  mentioned  in  the  following  let- 
ter^ was  the  Earl  of  Essex,  who  had  then  just  returned 
from  his  successful  expedition  against  Cadiz.  That 
nobleman's  arch-enemy  was  evidently  Sir  Robert  Cecily 
Secretary  of  State^  who  was  deformed  in  his  person ; 
whilst  the  remark  about  "  bumbasted  legs  and  St.  Gk)b- 
bo^"  seem  to  refer  to  Lord  Burleigh,  who,  towards  the 
end  of  his  life,  suffered  severely  from  the  gout.  It 
was  about  this  period  that  the  long  contest  between 
the  Lord  Treasurer  and  the  Earl  of  Essex  for  the  ap- 
pointment of  a  secretary  of  state,  was  terminated  by 
the  nomination  of  Sir  Robert  Cecil  to  that  office,  and 
the  consequent  defeat  of  the  Earl;  to  which  circum- 
stance Francis  Davison  alludes  in  speaking  of  '^  this 
storm  and  accident:"  and  when  it  is  remembered  that 
Essex,  and  other  powerful  friends,  had  used  every 
possible  effort  to  restore  Secretary  Davison  to  that  situ- 
ation, the  bitterness  with  which  Francis  in  this  and  a 
subsequent  communication,  speaks  of  Burleigh,  who  is 
accused  of  having  impeded  the  attempt,  with  the  view 
of  obtaining  it  for  his  son,  cannot  excite  surprise. 
The  same  cause  likewise  explains  his  animosity  against 
Sir  Robert  himself,  whom  he  ridicules  in  the  most 
ludicrous  terms. 

FKAirCIS  DAVISOX   TO   HIS  FATHER. 

*'*'  My  most  humble  duty  premised,  Sir,  your  last  letter 
of  the  11th  of  September,  to  Mr.  Smith,  hath  acquainted 
me  with  news,  and  wrought  effects  so  contrary  to  my  ex- 
pectatioiiy  as  I  almost  know  not  what  to  write:  not  so  much 
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riii  your  diiconlent  lowards  me,  fw  tli*t  I  n-ould  hope  by  g> 
■otioiu  10  rnnore;  nor  for  your  abstiunmg  upon  that  re>|iect 
write  to  me.  Tor  I  suure  myaclf  ynu  irinild  not  long  dnell 
bitter  an  humour;  nor  yet  for  tlie  pretrndbd  cause  to  v 
attribute  it,  nniiielT.  my  inditcre^t  und  iiainodeme 
for  tlul  )  could  eaiilypitber  excuse  or  «mtrud:  but 
other  inatlera  yini  mentiou,  which  may,  mid  that 
give  you  >ach  grant  raune  of  itiword  diMonieiiU 
MtntB  of  timn,  and  mure  miberalde  lulate  of  iiivn 
them,  whore  grpol  virtue  i*  a  man'*  ruin;  either 
ill  meritu,  the  liifjli  way  to  adviuicemeut;  auil  a  nian'i  noldest 
and  moat  (tlorious  wHiana,  uotliing  tnit  weiKliti  ti>  (brunt  down 
himaelf  and  bis  frieiid*,  and  brJnp  up  liii  enemiea  in  the  baluM 
tf  hii  pnuce'a  favour.  But  my  noble  hotd,  I  doubt  not,  bdng 
rooted  in  her  Majeety**  faniur  and  couiilunaiiix,  by  au  gnU . 
encerpriite  a*  ihie  hia  journey  hath  fallen  unt  tii  be,  will  b« 
himielf  to  ride  out  both  lliia  and  any  odier  >torm,  m  well  ai 
hath  done  thote  heretofore.  But  whether  lie  nhaill  he  able  to 
bring  in  any  of  hu  friend*  to  itrendithcn  him,  (uf  ubii-h  all  iJie 
world  tliioki  he  hath  tiecd)  or  keep  out  his  greatest  enemiei, 
who  will  >e«k  by  all  poaiuble  lueani  lo  uvenhron'  him.  I  now 
neither  we  nor  hope  fur.  I  write  perhaps  mora  libeiBlly  than 
the  dongen  letters  are  aubject  tu  would  permit ;  but  where 
good  worda  will  pcerHil  nothing;,  nor  ill  ran  reduce  a  man  into 
worse  eatale  thun  he  la  io,  there  is  both  want  of  judji^ent  and 
liberly  not  to  diaburthen  his  own  paaaiona.  Without  queitll 
my  Lord'l  fortune  is  hard,  and  his  enemies  ei 
nate.  If  my  Ijord  break  llieir  uecks  as  nature  hath  broke 
baidis,  they  may  totufnrt  their  fall  with  the  nnldfnesa  of  the 
Ibor,  and  bis  srcli  (i.e.  Iii»  enemy  made  like  an  arcli)  enemy  may 
glory  in  himself  thni  ^ncis  nagna  deriri  eadii.  But  ivbut  glory 
•hall  it  he  U)  him,  ibai  hath  so  notably  beaten  the  greate*!  mo- 
narch of  tlie  vorhl  at  hia  on-n  door,  to  c>ui  off  nirb  a  riper'*  tail, 
or  bdeg  a  Borciiles,  to  beat  a  Pigmy  ?  But  if  he  Ixr  Tuiiquithed 
fguod  Dtu-  mnm  avtrlat! )  without  question  all  the  worirt   NbiiU 
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never  make  me  eonfess  but  that  bumbasted  legs  are  a  better  for- 
tificttdon  than  bahrsriu ;  and  St.  Oobbo  a  far  greater  and  more 
omnipotent  saint  than  either  St.  Philip  or  St.  Diego. 

^  For  your  self,  I  doubt  not  but  that  you  bear  this  accident 
with  your  wonted  resolute  constancy  and  virtuous  magnanimity, 
as  I  seek,  with  that  poor  revenge  which  words  offered,*  to 
sweeten  the  bitterness  of  my  mind.  I  pity  poor  Cambridge- 
■hire  ;<!*  I  lament  our  court,  and  I  wish  the  amendment  of  your 
fortune;  and  I  only  sustain  my  burthenous  hope  with  this,  that 
tolhmiw^  in  altum^  ut  lapsu  graviore  ruanU 

(^  Touching  our  expence,  I  can  write  no  more  than  I  have  done. 
You  must  needs  consider  we  are  three  fed,  three  lodged,  three 
dothed,  three  taught,  three  that  travel,  three  that  must  have 
somewhat  more  than  meat  in  our  mouths  and  ckythes  on  their 
backs ;  and  in  sum,  I  protest  to  yon,  considering  how  sicknesses, 
inconveniences,  misfortunes,  and  I  know  not  what,  hath  fallen 
out,  I  do  not  see  how  we  can  help  it. 

*•''  My  promised  relation  of  Tuscany  your  last  letter  hath  so 
dashed,  as  I  am  resolved  not  to  ])roceed  withal,  till  I  hear  how 
his  Lordship  accepted  the  last,  and  what  favour  this  is  like  to 
eaqiect.  In  the  mean  time  I  go  on  with  my  studies,  contenting 
myself  with  the  profit  and  use  I  make^  without  displaying  it  to 
others. 

*^  Touching  our  journey,  Mr.  Smith  hath  written  sufficiently, 
eoniidering  what  I  have  written  heretofore ;  only  for  our  seeing 
Vienna  and  that  part  of  Himgary,  and  so  the  Emperor's  court, 
&C.,  I  am  exceeding  not  only  willing,  but  desirous,  if  so  it 
please  you,  to  allow  the  charge,  which  in  truth  will  be  very 
great.  But  I  hope  you  will  rest  satisfied  with  this,  that  whoso- 
ever, being  a  traveller,  will  feed  his  eyes  and  his  mind,  must  starve 

•  iiaerf— afford, 

<!*  This  allusion  it  is  difficult  to  explain  otherwise  than  by 
supposing  that  one  of  the  enemies  of  the  Davison  family  had 
then  been  resumed  as  knight  of  the  shire  for  Cambridgnhire, 
or  was  nominated  lord  lieutenant  of  that  County.  , 
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his  pone.  If  you  resolve  of  that  oourae,  I  desire  yoa  not  only 
to  procure  me  those  letters  of  commendations  whidi  I  mention- 
ed for  France,  but  others  also  for  the  Emperor's  court;  if  it  be 
possible,  to  the  Duke  of  Saxony's,  the  Count  Palatine's,  the 
Duke  of  Wirtemberg,  to  Strasburg,  &c ;  of  which  in  my  next  I 
will  advise  you  more  certainly  and  particularly. 

^  Mr.  Archer*  sent  me  word  from  Nuremberg  long  since,  that 
he  would  be  at  Venice  aly>ut  the  midst  of  the  last  month ;  but  as 
yet  I  hear  nothing  of  him,  though  I  have  sent  two  or  three  let- 
ters  thither  in  my  stead,  to  entertain  him  and  give  him  know- 
ledge where  I  am. 

'^  There  is  one  Mr.  Cranmer^f  some  10  days  since  arrhred  at 
Florence,  but  whether  it  be  Mr.  George  or  another  of  that  name, 
that  was  likewise  expected,  I  yet  know  not. 

^'  News  there  is  this ;  this  day  sennight  the  father  and  the  eldest 
son  of  the  Intermindli,  of  whom  I  sent  you  inkling  before  ray 
coming  from  Florence,  were  pubhcly  beheaded  here  in  the 
Piassa.  They  spake  nothing  in  the  world  to  the  people.  The 
old  father  died  much  more  resolutely  than  the  Doctor  of  Law,  his 
son,  though  he  had  that  miserable  disadvantage  to  behold  his 
son  dead  upon  the  scaffold  when  he  came  to  the  place  of  execu- 
tion. The  gates  of  the  town  all  shut  but  one,  and  that  very 
strongly  guarded  :  500  soldiers  in  the  town,  200  usual,  the  rest 
sent  for  on  purpose.  The  walls,  which  are  very  wdil  fortified, 
well  guarded,  and  all  the  ordnance  bent.  The  cause  objected, 
(for  in  matters  of  state  they  have  a  public  judgment  or  sentence 
read)  for  that  he  would  have  sold  the  right  and  patent  of  divers 


•  Apparently  Henry  Archer,  who  was  his  fellow-student  of 
6ray*s  Inn,  into  which  Society  he  was  admitted  in  1586. 

*f-  In  a  letter  which  is  extant  from  John  Carpenter,  the  hus- 
band of  Secretary  Davison's  sister,  dated  7th  October,  1586,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Secretary,  Carpenter  speaks  of  his  brother  Cran' 
fiMT,  to  whom  he  had  written  touching  his  resolution  for  his  son 
Gwrge.  It  was  probably  this  Oeorge  Cranmer  who  is  men- 
tione^above. 
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OMtlai  BOW  in  the  hands  of  the  Signoria,  which  he  daimeth 
from  his  supposed  ancestor,  Castmchio ;  as  some  say,  to  Capone; 
as  others  affirm,  to  Cavalier  Vinta;  but,  as  all  men  affirm,  to 
the  use  indeed  of  the  Great  Duke,  to  whom  the  Emperor  should 
have  confirmed  the  sale  and  privileges.  The  Pope,  as  is  given 
out,  understanding  of  the  practice,  bewrayed  it,  as  one  between 
whom  and  the  Oreat  Duke  there  is  no  good  intelligence.  The 
Puke  resteth  much  distasted  withal,  as  a  matter  that  toucheth 
him  both  in  honor  and  interest ;  and  which  is  most  strange, 
though  two  thirds,  if  not  three  fourths  of  the  gentlemen  of  this 
town,  who  are  only  capable  of  office,  being  allied  unto  him,  yet 
so  dear  a  thing  is  public  liberty,  so  much  doth  the  bond  of  a 
man*s  country  exceed  all  others,  of  130  voices  he  had  not  above 
12  for  the  saving  of  his  life,  nor  almost  any  friend  that  blames 
the  justice,  or  laments  his  end. 

'^  Since  his  execution  his  other  two  sons  that  were  in  prison, 
the  eldest  being  a  priest,  is  said  to  be  strangled  this  night  pri- 
vately in  prison ;  the  other,  a  fine  young  gentleman  of  seventeen 
years  old,  and  altogether  innocent  of  the  fact  and  consent,  mured 
up  in  prison.  The  other  brother,  who  was  in  Antwerp  at  the  tak- 
ing of  his  father,  and  thought  to  have  been  fled  into  England,  is 
now  taken,  as  I  am  lately  informed,  and  on  the  way  to  be 
brought  hitlier,  to  receive  such  punishment  as  the  rest :  their 
goods  and  houses  confiscated  and  sold  :  the  table  of  their  gene- 
alogy, most  sumptuous,  and  esteemed  at  500  crowns,  burnt ;  and 
so  consequently,  not  only  the  house  utterly  extinct,  of  which 
none  were  left  but  he  and  his  children,  being  the  ancient  and 
noblest  of  all  the  silk  winders  and  sellers  of  thread,  but  even  the 
memory  thereof  dean  defaced. 

^'  This  other  news  is  of  much  greater  importance,  if  I  could  in- 
form it  as  particularly ;  which  is,  that  there  are,  some  ten  days 
since,  six  Englishmen  shipped  at  Leghorn  for  Spain,  lately  come 
from  Rome,  and  all  sworn  to  kill  the  Queen.  The  one  calleth 
himself  Bauchling,  or  Barber,  or  Barker,  a  Lincolnshire  man, 
and  sometime  a   Bachelor  of  Arts   in  Corpus  ChrisU  College 
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in  Oxford ;  one  FerooK,  ton  to  m  menser  in  Cheaptide ;  and  Uie 
other  four  whow  names  I  know  not.  I  doubt  not  but  they  bare 
one  fake  brother  at  least  amongst  them,  who  will  so  bdiave 
himsdf,  as  I  shall  hare  no  need  either  to  Informare  or  Toptifi^ 
More^*  being  an  office  to  which  I  have  no  great  stomach. 

^^  Our  last  advices  mention  the  winning  of  Agria  by  the  Turk, 
but  no  particulars  thereof.  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  scribUing, 
■inoe  the  time  will  p^pnit'  no  copying.  If  you  think  any  of 
these  news  worthy,  I  pray  you  communicate  it  with  Mr.  Anth. 
Bacon,  to  whom  I  account  myself  exceedingly  beholden. 

*'  I  beseech  you,  Sir,  not  to  leave  our  bills  either  unaooepted  or 
unanswered ;  for  if  the  merchants  should  thereupon  refuse  me, 
I  know  not  what  would  become  of  us.  And  I  assure  you,  you 
may  much  easlier  rest  discontented  with  our  expenoes  than  we 
abate  them. 

^^  Besides  my  letter  to  Mr.  Anth.  Bacon,  of  the  21st  of  Septem- 
ber, I  sent  another  the  last  post  but  one,  and  with  it  a  letter  of 
congratulation  to  my  Lord,  to  whom  I  wish,  though  so  honora- 
ble it  cannot  be,  yet  as  full  and  absolute  victory  over  his  private 
enemies  as  against  the  public  foes  of  the  state.  If  the  letter  fall 
not  out  to  your  liking,  excuse  it  by  the  divers  matters  I  have  to 
attend  unto :  writing,  speaking,  and  reading  Italian;  desire  to 
frame  an  indifferent  style  in  English;  especially  having  so  often 
occasion  of  undergoing  so  great  and  curious  eyes  ;  reading  stmy, 
and  policy ;  observing  what  I  hear  and  see ;  and,  which  is  the 
greatest  labour,  to  dispose  all  of  it  so  as  other  men  may  under- 
stand of  my  knowledge,  and  find  that  perhaps  in  half  an  hour 
that  cost  me  half  a  week. 

**  I  beseec^h  you,  Sir,  remember  my  most  humble  duty  to  my 
mother,  and  my  brothers  and  sisters,  and  to  keep  me  in  your  good 
grace  and  favour,  which,  except  it  be  by  my  expences,  which  I 
cannot  remedy,  I  know  not  that  I  have  deserved  to  lose.    And 

*  Alluding  to  a  Mr.  Topcliffe,  who  had  rendered  himself  noto- 
rious by  his  discovery  of  Papists. 
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so  with  my  humble  prayers  to  God  for  your  health  and  content- 
ment, I  end.     Lucca,  the  6th  of  November,  Stilo  NooOy  159(>. 

^^  Your  most  loving  and' obedient  son, 

Fra.  Davisok."* 

A  fortnight  after  the  date  of  the  preceding,  Francis 
Davison  again  wrote  to  his  father.  This  letter  merits 
attention  from  the  political  news  which  it  conveys^  and 
for  the  shrewd  remarks  of  its  writer  respecting  the 
different  reports  which  had  been  circulated.  His  ob- 
servations upon  the  numerous  ft'iars  and  priests  of 
Italy  are  both  amusing  and  just ;  and  the  repetition  of 
Ms  satirical  allusions  to  Sir  Robert  Cecil's  appoint- 
ment^ as  well  as  to  his  personal  infirmities^  clearly 
show  the  rancorous  feelings  which  he  entertained  to- 
wards that  statesman. 

To    the  R*  HonWe  and  my  very  good  Father,   Mr.  Secretary 
Davison,  at  his  House  at  Stepney,  near  London. 

^^  My  most  humble  duty  premised.  Sir,  your  last  letter 
of  the  11th  of  September,  I  answered  by  the  last  post  but 
one,,and  sent  you  such  small  news  as  this  private  Common- 
wealth and  the  retiredness  of  the  place  afforded.  My  other 
discourse,  or  rather  descant  upon  the  ill  news  of  your  letter, 
if  it  seemed  unworthy  your  eyes,  both  for  the  general  reverence 
of  yonr  sometime  respected  and  honored  person,  and  particular 
respect  which  is  to  be  used  to  a  loving  and  grave  father,  and 
indiscreet,  considering  the  peril  that  letters  are  subject  unto,  I 
hope  you  have  rather  laughed  at  my  folly  than  condemned  my 
judgment. 

*  Addit.  MSS.  4122,  f.  35,  et  seq. 
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((  The  last  news  of  the  overthrow  which  the  Imperials  and  the 
Transylranians  hare  received  of  the  Turk,  I  doubt  not  bat  yoa 
shall  hear  of  before  this  letter  come  to  your  hands.  We  hear  in 
this  place  that  they  have  lost  20,000  men.  Maximilian  fled  one 
way  and  the  Prince  another,  and  the  whole  camp  dispersed; 
and  the  Turk  followeth  the  victory,  making  up  to  Vienna; 
which  if  he  go  forward  withal,  and  set  himself  down  with  reso- 
lution to  take  it,  I  protest  to  you  I  repose  so  little  upon  that 
nation,  that  I  assure  myself,  that  if  either  Ood*s  providence  or 
the  unseasonableness  of  the  .year,  divert  him  not,  our  journey  to 

Vienna  and  that  part  of  Hungary,  wiU  be  utterly  laid  §  

Sir,  by  my  poor  observation  since  I  came  into  Italy,  I  have 
always  found  that  the  Turks  die  in  arising,  and  the  Christians 
in  effect.  You  will  not  perhaps  believe  it,  but  by  the  particular 
account  by  the  almanack  I  have  kept,  I  have  found  that  there 
have  perished,  within  these  twelve  months,  at  the  least  350,000 
Turks  by  the  edge  of  the  Christians*  sword  and  some  small  fa- 
mine ;  whereas,  indeed,  I  think  there  have  not  been  lost,  by  all 
means,  40,000,  nor,  to  speak  witli  the  most,  30,000 ;  or,  if  our 
advices  be  true,  I  think  they  are  all  Hydras,  since,  the  more  still 
are  dead,  the  more  they  rise  up  in  number,  and  the  more  terrible 
in  effect.  I  doubt  not  but  you  in  England  do  not  greatly 
either  respect  or  greatly  trouble  yourselves  about  it,  since,  per- 
haps, you  may  imagine,  and  not  without  some  cause,  that  it  will 
force  the  great  king  to  employ  some  forces  and  more  measures 
to  the  defence  of  the  House  of  Austria,  which  should  otherwise 
have  been  destined  to  wreak  his  revengeful  malice  up  with  the 
little  triumphant  island.  But  we  here  in  Italy,  that  know  how 
open  the  passage  lies,  if  Vienna  be  taken,  do  fear  the  damasks, 
satins,  and  cloth  of  gold,  will  find  a  much  worse  vent  than  they 
have.  But  I  would  easily,  out  of  this  country,  pick  out  an 
army  of  fat  idle  priests,  friars,  and  others  of  that  rabblement, 
that,  if  they  could  handle  a  sword  as  well  as  a  cross,  or  marshal 
a  battle  in  as  good  order  as  a  procession,  or  carry  an  hefanet  to 
as  good  purpose  in  an  army,  as  thein  shaven  crowns  support  a 
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mitre  with  proud  lupentition  at  a  mass,  were  able  to  drire  away 
three  armies  of  Turks,  and  conquer  two  kingdoms  of  Hungary. 
I  do  hope  they  will  one  day  be-  put  to  that  profession,  for  I  am 
sore  to  this  they  were  neither  created  by  nature  nor  are  aooom- 
modated  by  art. 

*'  But  to  leave  this  as  a  matter  further  off,  I  have  very  desir- 
coaly  expected  some  other  letters  from  you  these  last  two  weeks, 
to  understand  more  fully  in  what  state  things  stand  at  home. 
I  doubt  not  but  long  since  my  noble  ^rd  hath  waded  through 
all  displeasures,  and  is  arrived  on  the  terra  firtna  of  his  former 
grace  and  favour.  But  yet  would  I  very  gladly  be  resolved  of 
it,  and  have  it  confirmed  by  yourself,  so  much  honoured  by  him 
and  so  exceedingly  reverenced  of  me.  On  the  other  side,  I  am 
afraid  that  the  late  instalment  and  canonization  of  the  venerable 
saint,  so  contrary  to  so  many  promises,  oaths,  and  protestations, 
alter  so  long  expectation  of  the  world,  and  so  many  prayers  and 
wishes  to  the  contrary  of  all  men,  hath  made  many  that  stood 
indifferent  before,  now  to  bend  their  heads  like  bulrushes  with 
the  wind,  aQd,  as  the  proverb  is,  run  with  the  stream.  But  yet 
I  infinitely  long  to  understand  whether  this,  added  to  so  many 
other  former  afflictions,  have  made  you  remit  any  of  that  former 
patience  and  magnanimity  which  have  been  to  you  no  less  honor 
and  reputation  in  your  hardest  fortune,  than  your  moderation 
made  you  reverenced  in  your  greatest  prosperity. 

^^  I  would  also  (and  I  think  not  without  cause,  being  so  much 
interested  in  it)  marvellously  gladly  know,  whether  you  find  as 
much  mutability  in  those  few  friends  which  were  left,  as  you 
have  experienced  variety  in  your  fortune,  and  what  effects  of 
hopn  and  despair  do  offer  themselves  to  be  considered  of.  I 
Mfore  myself  that  you  will  presently  answer  me,  that  I  rather 
dsmand  these  things  for  advice  and  discourse  sake,  than  that  I 
hare  either  heretofore  sought  to  meet  with  such  not  unexpected 
occasions,  or  will  hereafter  conform  my  mind  to  my  fortune,  but 
cat  my  coat  to  the  narrowness  of  my  doth.  First,  for  the  times 
pMt^  I  should  do  both  you  and  myself  wrong,  to  excuse  all  my 
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espenoes  and  diarges  I  have  put  you  to  these  two  or  three  years, 
and  sure  you  should  do  me  some  injustice  (if  I  may  so  say)  to  con- 
demn me  altogether  of  unthriftiuess,  especially  since  my  coming 
abroad.  For  the  time  to  come,  though  I  assure  you  that  no  in- 
cident of  this  nature  in  the  world  can  either  pull  down  my  mind 
or  abate  my  hope,  or  till  my  assurance  that,  so  I  may  say,  infi- 
nite deserts  as  yours  shall  not  one  day,  whensoever  it  shall  laU 
oat,  receive  their  due  recompense,  and  that  this  low  ebb  of  your 
fortune  will,  without  ques^on,  at  one  time  or  other,  so  return 
to,  ff  not  a  high,  yet  indifferent  flow ;  yet,  till  better  effects  or 
greater  hopes  draw  me  on,  I  will  now  be  content  to  dance  a 
low  drowsy  galliard  to  so  sullen  a  piping  as  the  great  minstrd  of 
the  world.  Dame  Fortune,  makes.  And  as  in  this  poor  country 
we  are  content,  by  reason  of  the  dearth,  to  eat  diesnuts  in- 
stead of  marmalade,  so  since  there  is  such  a  dearth  of  friends 
and  favour  in  England,  and  that  Sicilia,  that  was  wont  to  be 
hordeum  populi  Romania  and  the  magazine  of  Italy,  doth  now 
pile  all  up  within  her  own  barns,  and  suffer  no  other  countries 
living  about  her  (perhaps  as  well  deserving)  to  participate  of  her 
fruitful,  fertile,  immeasurable  abundance,  I  will  now  conclude 
that  cedendum  est  tempori,  and  that  rum  si  fa  ben  par  hwfm  quel 
ch''  U  del  nega.  But,  Sir,  I  would  to  Ood  I  could  perform  this 
in  effect,  as  determine  it  in  mind,  or  promise  it  in  words.  I 
have  in  so  many  letters  heretofore  given  you  reason  of  our  ez- 
pences,  as  I  may  well  often  redouble  the  same,  but  more  and 
newer  arguments  I  cannot  bring.  Something  may  be  perhaps 
out,  if  by  exceeding  sparefulness  and  limited  squared  expenoes  on 
all  occasions,  but  both  your  purpose  and  mine  own  desires  being, 
as  I  think,  not  to  save  so  much  a  few  crowns  for  the  present, 
(for  that,  surely  no  place  were  so  fit  as  a  retired  life  at  home)  as 
to  enable  myself  to  be  worthy  to  spend  much  more  in  the  time 
hereafter ;  and  that  which  I  overspend  in  money,  to  overgain  in 
knowledge.  I  cannot  see  how  much  can  be  diminished,  howso- 
ever, except  you  mean  to  ruin  us  altogether,  and  to  bring  us  to 
those  straits  that  we  have  been  once  or  twice  at  already,^  and 
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otlier  men  feel  daily.  We  must  intreat  you  to  justify  our  bills  and 
maintain  our  credits  here  intire  abroad,  howsoever  you  mislike 
the  expenoes;  for  the  least  word  of  yours,  and  the  least  dislike, 
may  perchance  reduce  us  to  those  extremities  that  were  very  un- 
fitting either  for  your  honour  or  our  merits.  And,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  I  wish  with  all  my  heart,  that  your  leaving  our  bills 
unpaid  (as  you  mention)  do  not  give  us  a  very  present  expe- 
rimoe  of  it;  for  we  have  written,  both  of  us,  both  to  Hickman 
and  Higgons,  twice  for  simdry  supplies,  and  the  time  is  past 
that  the  last  letters  might  have  been  answered.  As  yet  we  fltti 
hear  nothing  in  the  world,  one  way  or  other.  I  doubt  not  but 
if  they  rest  never  so  little  distasted,  they  will  soon  discontinue 
to  supply  us;  and  yet  we  shall  never  know  the  cause  of  it:  but 
]»«teiiding  either  ignorance  of  our  desires  or  to  be  unadvertised 
by  our  supposed  miscarried  letters,  we  shall  live  in  want,  a  thing 
hard  to  bear  at  home,  but  insupportable  abroad.  And  I  protest, 
if  we  hear  not  from  one  of  them  within  these  fifteen  days,  I  can- 
not t^  what  shift  we  shall  be  put  to,  or  how  we  shall  wade  out 
of  them,  or  whether  we  shall  find  other  men  as  able  and  willing 
10  pleasure  us  in  our  extremity,  as  perhaps  we  have  been  favor- 
able to  some  in  their  like  wants. 

*^  If  you  please  to  determine  our  journey  to  Vienna,  and  though 
I  imagine  I  shall  be  indifferently  welcome  to  those  Princes* 
eoorts  through  which  I  passed  at  my  coming  into  Germany  into 
Italy,  yet,  if  you  can  conveniently,  I  would  gladly  be  very  favor- 
ably recommended  to  the  Emperor's  court,  and  if  it  be  possible, 
to  the  Duke  of  Wirtemberg,  the  Commonwealth  of  Strasburg, 
and  to  Geneva,  if  I  take  the  way  of  France,  which  I  most  affect; 
if  that  of  the  Low  Countries  (which  I  mislike  very  much),  the 
Landgrave  of  Hesse.  If  I  have  occasion  or  opportunity  to  see 
more,  I  know  that  the  commendations  to  these,  or  the  most  of 
these,  win  be  able  to  procure  me  infinite  reconmiendations  to 
any  other. 

^^  The  other,  no  less  essential  or  material  point,  is,  that  if  you 
would  be  content  to  take  such  order  for  our  provision  of  money, 


:  order  in  Hinkinan  ur  Higjj^ns  at  Vuiiii 
mlierth  (for  llwl  <VHy  wc  niuat  p 
may  {iltwaiiri!  ut)  and  Msne  French  n 


leniw,  ibal  wliBlimever  full  out,  wa  ! 
»  10  tfuf  u  little  ei|ierieucp-  >'ui 
B  iDto  Fmice   I  bare  vrilten 


ind  being  so  ni 
«  hear  ofuner,  sud  proaun 
"  ToueUng  pving  M 


ceeding  largely  h 


hope,  VD  may  tend 
e  more  upon  olber  men'i  kiiiijneu. 
e  proof  to  youraelf  and  other*,  whetber 
I  ha-fe  made  tbe  >Hine  lur  of  our  travel  ill  Italy  that   it  pleased 
you  lo  tliink  I  did  in  OenDBny,  I  have  )[iithered  and  ol 
diven  paniculan,  both  uf  TuKsny  and  Htnie  other  planMi  w 
I  forbear  tu  reduce  into  all  abulute  ditoounw  lieforv 
my  Lonl  acfepted  of  my  other  ;  whensoever  I  hear  of  his  {Itw 
lug  of  that,  I  doubt  not  hut  to  ^ve  you  aud  liia  Lordship  n 
ctonl  lalitfnctiou.     But    you    know    llie   <ild    rule,  i 
etaUTffttnt  quorum   cirlalibBi  nbulal  res  tiiij/vsla  ihm 
only  in  mouey  hut  in  credit,  hope,  reputstiim,  nnd  a 
•oiae  kind  uf  m-ampeiHe  of  all  their  paiiu.    A  letter  froni  UtS 
LordlMp  would  be  exceeding  welcome,  and  might  work  extrMllf4^ 
dinary  effects,  cuming  from  to  extraordinary  a  person,  Ii 
dinary  subJM'l  lu  I  cuufest  myself  to  be. 

"  Mr.  George  Craumer  and  the  gentlcmau  whom  be  at 
nie*,  haro  been  ut  Florence,  and  are  now  gone  to  Vienna,  bnt  f^ 
never  heant  from  him  either  liy  teller  or  word  of  mouth,  whe 
at,  considering  he  could  not  be  ignorant  where  I  wax,  1)e]ng  buf^H 
40  miles  from  Floreute,  I  take  itome  uiikindrins. 

*'0f  my  dear  friend  Marry  Archer,  1  have  understood  nothing 
a  long  time,  [ul  irhich  I  marvel  exceuliiigly)  and  the  day  that 
he  proposed  to  his  coming  into  Italy  ii  long  since  past.  I  fnr 
Uiat  nther  liokneu,  or  some  other  accident  of  importance,  lialh 
kapt  both  me  from  enjoying,  and  him  from  imparting,  that  n>m. 
fort  and  profit  (liat  I  think  we  should  tioth  receive  from  ona 
another'i  company  and  preaence. 

"  Hue  hath  been  of  late  with  the  Oreat  Diike,  Sir  Richard 
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Fiennes*  (for  whose  restoring  to  an  old  undeserved  barony  I  re- 
member you  were  a  suitor  at  your  being  at  court)  with  infinite 
dishonor  to  the  Queen  and  eternal  infamy  to  himself.  He  had 
letters  patents,  secundum  twum  Varum^  to  all  princes,  for  his 
favorable  entertainment,  which  how  he  used  among  the  Dutch 
princes  where  he  was,  I  know  not.  I  think  answerable  to  the 
L.'f  with  whom  he  came  over  to  the  Landgrave's,  of  whom  we 
have  heard  many  dishonorable  particulars,  and  you  will  know 
more.    But  here  it  hath  procured  him  a  few  loaves  of  stale  bread, 

• 

a  pair  of  cold  pigeons,  &c his  charges  for  which,  not- 
withstanding, he  takcth  himself  much  beholding  to  one  of  the 
Duke's  secretaries,  who  promised  him  that  favour ;  and  he  hath 
promised  in  sign  of  gratefulness,  to  send  him  one  of  his  sons  for 
a  page.     Much  like  entertainment  to  this  he  hath  also  of  the 

$  of  Venice,  and  the   D.  of  Ferrara.     You  may  see  by 

these  things  how  little  care  is  taken  of  her  Majesty's  honor  and 
the  glory  of  our  noble  country.  But  these  matters  are  both 
scanned  and  descanted  upon  by  others,  though  they  be  but  pri. 
vate  and  particular;  and  I  assure  you  the  Great  Duke  stuck  not 
to  censure  our  public  actions  \vith  as  much  liberty,  having  pub- 
licly affirmed  that,  if  all  the  rest  had  been  like  the  Earrs§,  nay 
more,  if  the  Empress  of  the  ocean  had  not  been  betrayed,  the 
great  Iberian  king  had  received  no  golden  merchandize  this  year. 
But  of  these  things  sufficient,  and  perhaps  more  than  will  be 
either  pleasing  to  you  or  oversafe  for  myself. 

*  Sir  Richard  Fiennes  was  the  heir  of  James  Fiennes,  who 
was  summoned  to  Parliament  as  Lord  Say  and  Sele,  in  the 
26  Hen.  VI.;  and  the  Barony  so  created  was,  according  to  mo- 
dearn  principles,  then  vested  in  Sir  Richard,  and  which  dignity 
he  claimed.  He  was  not,  however,  allowed  it  until  the  accession 
of  James  the  First,  when  he  obtained  a  confirmation  of  the  title 
to  him  and  the  heirs  of  his  body,  though,  as  he  was  placed  in  the 
House  of  Peers  as  junior  l»aron,  it  would  seem  that  he  was  then 
oonsidered  to  have  been  created  rather  than  restored  to  the 
Peerage.  -f  Query — Lords. 

i  Query— Doge.  §  The  Earl  of  Essex. 

(I 
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*>'  If  there  come  to  you  from  Mr.  Granger,  or  any  of  his  part- 
ners, a  bill  of  exchange  from  me,  of  the  18th  or  26th  of  July,  or 
thereabouts,  for  the  sum  of  about  30/.  sterling,  received  at. Flo- 
rence of  one  Luci  Torsigniani,  and  payable  at  double  nsanoe,  I 
beseech  you  to  see  it  discharged.  The  reason  why  it  cometh 
signed  with  my  hand  alone,  is  because  the  bill  being  given  and 
directed  in  my  name  alone,  I  thought  it  very  unfit,  especially 
receiving  tl  of  a  stranger,  to  join  another's  patent  with  me  for 
it.  I  shall  not  need  to  put  you  in  mind  how  much  it  imports 
your  honor  and  my  credit,  being  recommended  unto  him  by 
my  Lord,  to  see  him  well  satisfied,  itnd  to  except  the  less  of  it 
for  being  signed  only  by  me.  I  have  forborne  to  advertise  you 
of  it  before  this  time,  because  the  day  was  so  far  off.  I  beseech 
you,  Sir,  not  only  to  persuade  but  assure  yourself  ever,  that 
though  I  may  seem  more  unthrifty  in  my  expences  than  you 
expect  or  your  estate  may  well  bear,  and  in  my  letters  perhaps 
more  humourous  than  your  judgment  or  my  duty  will  allow, 
yet  I  rest  as  loving  and  respectful  a  son,  and  as  desirous  to  give 
you  all  possible  content  and  satisfaction,  as  any  other  son  what- 
soever to  80  good  and  kind  a  father.  I  intreat  you  to  remem- 
ber my  himible  duty  to  my  mother,  and  to  continue  me  still  in 
her  good  favour,  which  I  exceedingly  desire  to  retain,  and,  for 
any  thing  I  know,  have  not  any  way  extraordinarily  deserved  to 
lose. 

^^  I  would  desire  you  to  give  your  absolute  resolution,  and  to 
give  such  an  answer  to  this  letter,  and  sudi  order  to  the  matters 
therein  mentioned,  as  soon  after  this  comes  to  your  hands  as 
you  can  conveniently  for  howsoever  you  determine  our  journey, 
but  especially  if  for  Vienna.  I  purpose  to  be  going  out  of  Italy 
as  soon  as  the  sharpness  of  the  winter  will  give  me  leave,  whidi 
perhaps  may  be  about  the  midst  or  end  of  February;  but  I  am 
afraid  that  it  will  be  the  middle  or  end  of  March,  for  as  I  found 
last  year  by  experience,  and  understand  by  common  vmce,  the 
winter  falls  out  much  sharper  after  Christmas  than  before,  espe- 
cially upon  all  those  mountains  either  towards  France  or  Hun- 
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gaiy,  80  at  there  is  no  good  traveUing  till  the  end  of  Alarch  or 
beginning  of  ApriL  But  if  it  please  you  to  resolve  as,  and  to 
give  order  and  perfection  to  matters,  we  shall  be  at  Venice  to 
take  the  first  opportunity,  and  to  work  upon  the  advantage  of 
the  year  as  it  shall  fall  out. 

^^  And  so  desiring  the  continuance  of  your  favour,  the  excuse  of 
my  folUes,  and  to  l>e  recommended  to  Mr.  Anthony  and  Mr. 
Francis  Bacon,  Mr.  Wade,  and  the  rest  of  my  dear  and  honora- 
ble friends,  and  lastly  to  my  beloved  sisters  and  brothers,  I 
bumbly  take  my  leave,  with  my  prayers  for  your  help  and  pre- 
servation. Lucca,  the  20th  of  November,  1596,  atiio  novo. 
*'*'  Your  most  obedient  and  loving  son, 

Fea.  Davison.'* 

'^  The  true  name  of  one  of  these  six  unnatural  Englishmen 
which  I  mentioned  in  my  last,  is  Alexander  Fairdothe,  as  I 
have  since  understood  by  a  letter  intercepted  by  a  friend  of 
mine.* 

About  the  same  time^  Anthony  Bacon  again  wrote  to 
Davison^  chiefly,  it  would  seem,  to  explain  why  their 
patron,  the  Earl  of  Essex,  had  not  fulfilled  his  inten- 
tion of  writing  to  him. 

kk.  axthony  bacon  to  francis  davison,  esq. 

"  Sir, 

**•  AxBEiT  I  know  that  the  care,  allegation,  and  plea  of  my 
vonted  infirmities  at  the  bar  of  your  respective  kindness  and 
judgment,  be  sufficient  to  justify  my  silence  since  the  receipt  of 
yoor  two  most  welcome  letters,  yet  should  I  have  rejected  it  as 
insufficient,  unless  it  had  been  fortified  with  another  impediment 

•  Addit.  MSS.  4122,  f.  103,  ei  seg, 

d  2 
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out  of  my  power  to  redress,  which  was  his  Lordship^s  promise^ 
upon  the  sight  of  your  first  letter  unto  me,  and  of  your  Relation, 
to  signify  his  liking  of  both  by  a  few  lines  unto  yourself,  in 
expectation  whereof  I  have  deferred  till  now,  when  seeing  his 
Lordship,  by  an  extraordinary  unlooked-for  journey  to  the  sea* 
coMts,  not  likely  to  have  a  moment  of  leisure  till  his  return,  I 
thought  it  high  time  to  present  unto  you  this  my  justification, 
namely,  by  so  sure  a  carrier  as  this  bearer  my  servant,  called 
Edward  Yates,*  who,  having  followed  Sir  Charles  Davers  in  the 
late  French  wars,  with  my  leave  and  liking  returneth  now  unto 
him  to  attend  him  into  Italy.  I  have  given  him  charge,  so  soon 
as  he  meeteth  with  you,  to  advertise  you  particularly  how  things 
stood  at  his  departure  from  hence,  and  to  offer  you  his  service 
when  and  wherein  it  may  be  any  way  acceptable  or  available 
unto  you. 

^^  And  so.  Sir,  in  extreme  haste  sending  this  but  as  a  poor 
harbinger  of  so  noble  a  guest  as  I  hope  shall  visit  you  shortly,  I 
mean  the  most  worthy  £arrs  own  letter,  I  must  desire  you  to 
excuse  this  my  abrupt  end,  and  to  dispose  of  my  best  endeavour, 
as  he  whom  you  shall  find  by  proof  at  all  times  and  occasions 
rather  than  by  protestation, 

^*>  Your  most  assured  and  loving  friend  to  use.** 
Indorsed—"  November  24,  1696.**  + 

The  long-promised  letter  from  the  Earl  was  at 
length  written;  and  the  following  copy  of  it  was  taken 
from  the  original. 


*  This  individual  is  also  spoken  of  as  ^'  my  man  Yates,**  in  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Anthony  Bacon  to  Sir  Charles  Davers,  dated 
20th  July,  1596.  Addit.  MSS,  4120,  f.  98.  Some  letters  are 
preserved  in  the  same  collection  from  Yates  to  Mr.  Bacon. 

*f*  Vol.  xiv.  Laml)eth  Library,  m^ked  No.  660,  Anno  1596 ; 
vol.  vii.     Addit.  MSS.  in  British  Museum,  No.  4122. 
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THE   CAUL   OF   ESSEX   TO   MR.  FRANCIS   DAVISON. 

^'  If  this  letter  do  not  deliver  to  you  my  very  affectionate 
\rithes,  and  assure  you  that  I  am  both  careful  to  deserve  well, 
and  covetous  to  hear  well  of  you,  it  doth  not  discharge  the  trust 
I  have  committed  unto  it.  My  love  to  your  worthy  father,  my 
expectations  that  you  will  truly  inherit  his  virtues,  and  the  proof 
I  have  seen  of  your  well  spending  abroad,  are  three  strong  bands 
to  tie  my  affections  unto  you.  To  which,  when  I  see  added 
your  kindness  to  myself,  my  reason  tells  me  it  cannot  value  you 
or  affect  you  too  much.  You  have  laid  so  good  a  foundation  of 
framing  yourself  a  worthy  man,  as  if  you  now  do  not  perfect  the 
work,  the  expectation  you  have  raised  will  be  your  greatest  adver- 
nry.  Slack  not  your  industry  in  thinking  you  have  taken  great 
pcuns  already.  Nunquam  emm  nee  opera  sine  emolumento,  nee 
emolumerUum  sine  impensa  est.  Labor  voluptasque^  dissimiies 
naturd^  societate  quadam  naturali  inter  se  conjuncti  sunt*  Nor 
think  yourself  anything  so  rich  in  knowledge  or  reputation  as 
you  may  spend  on  the  stock ;  for  as  the  way  to  virtue  is  steep 
and  cra^^,  so  the  descent  from  it  is  headlong.  It  is  said  of  our 
bodies  that  they  do  lente  augerere  et  cito  extinguuntur ;  it  may 
be  as  properly  said  of  the  virtues  of  our  minds.  Let  your  vir- 
tuous father,  who  in  the  midst  of  his  troubles  and  discomforts 
hath  brought  you  by  his  care  and  charge  to  that  which  you  are, 
now  in  you  receive  perfect  comfort  and  contentment :  learn  vir- 
hUem  ab  itto^  fortunam  ab  alOs,  I  write  not  this  suspecting 
that  you  need  to  be  admonished,  or  as  finding  myself  able  to 
direct ;  but  as  he,  that,  when  he  was  writing,  took  the  plainest 
and  naturalest  style  of  a  friend,  truly  affecteth  to  you :  receive  it 
therefore,  I  pray  you,  as  a  pledge  of  more  love  than  I  can  now 
■hew  you;  and  so  desiring  nothing  more  than  to  hear  often 
£nom  you,  I  wish  you  all  happiness,  and  rest 

*'  Your  very  affectionate, 

"  R.  Essex." 
"  Whitehall,  8th  Jan.  1596."  • 

•  1506-7.    HarL  MSS.  1323,  f.  248. 
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Nothing  more  is  preserved  relating  to  Davison 
whilst  on  his  travels^  nor  is  it  certain  in  what  year  he 
returned  to  England ;  probably,  however,  towards  the 
end  of  the  year  1597*  The  annexed  memoranda,  rela- 
tive to  the  books  he  took  abroad  with  him,  which  are 
taken  from  the  original  in  his  own  autograph,*  and 
writteiy  with  his  usual  neatness,  in  the  order  in  which 
it  is  here  given,  is  deserving  of  insertion.  The  notes 
relative  to  his  MSS.  are  very  curious ;  and  under  the 
''  Manuscripts  to  get,"  the  productions  of  some  of  the 
most  distinguished  poets  of  the  age  are  noticed. 
Constable,  and  it  is  presumed  Donne,  were  contribu- 
tors to  the  Rhapsody,  and  it  is  likely  that  these 
notes  were  made  with  a  view  to  that  collection.  The 
circumstance  of  many  of  his  manuscripts  being  con- 
nected with  the  Queen  of  Scots  is  explained  by 
the  memorable  part  taken  in  her  execution  by  his 
father,  and  which  produced  the  total  wreck  of  his  and 
his  family *s  fortunes.  His  mentioning  among  them 
his  Jatker's  Apology,  satisfactorily  refutes  the  highly 
absurd  opinion  of  Mr.  Moleville,+  that  that  docu- 
ment was  ''  an  entire  forgery." 

The  memoranda  about  his  "  Manuscripts  to  get^"  it 
it  is  evident,  were  made  after  the  death  of  the  Earl  of 
Essex  in  1600:  and  the  others  were  perhaps  written 
about  the  same  time. 


*  Harl.  MSS.  298,  f.  151,  et  teq. 

f  Chronological  Abridgement  qfihe  History  of  Englaiul^  voL 
u.  p.  343. 
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A   NOTE   OF   ALL   THE   RELATIONS  WHICH   I   CARRIED   INTO 
FRANCE,   BOTH   MINE   OWN  AND    MR.  WROATH*S. 

1       1     F.D.    Conclave  di  Clemente  8o- 

P.W.  Breve  Discorao  sopra  V  Arsenale  dl  Venetia. 

P.W.  Relatione  della  Sig'^**  di  Venetia  quanta  Ar- 

mata  mettono  in  Mare,  quanto  State  &  St. 

P.W.  Relatione   di    Terra  Ferma  d*Alniza  Mo- 

.rengio,  1568. 

F.D.    Relatione  di  Dalmatia  del  Zane,  1588. 
F.D.    Nota  di  tutti  i  Magistrati  di  Venetia,  1580. 

7    P.W.  Relatione  di  Lucca. 

P.W.  -fDiscorso  del  Regno  di  Napoli.     Observa- 
tions out  of  divers. 

P.W.  Relatione  del  gran  Ducatodi  Toscana,  1578. 

P.^^.  Del  modo  d*  impationissi  *  di  Portogallo  ^ 
Re  Catolico. 

P.W.  Instructione  al  Sig^  Lodovico  Orsino  per  la 
Ck)rte  Calolica. 

P.W.  Instructione  al  Cardinal  Gaetano. 

P.W.  Instructione  al  Sig^Annibal  di  Capua,  Nun- 
tio  alia  Signal  H  Venetiana. 

P.W.  Essortatione  &  Escusatione  al   Re  Fran- 
cesco del  tenes  Amicitia  col  Turco. 

P.W.  j*Co8e  di  Constantinopoli,  1584. 

P.W.  Relatione  di  Constantinopoli,  del  Barbaro, 
1673. 
17    P.W.  Relatione  di   Constantinopoli,  del  Soranzo. 

4  18    F.D.    Relatione  del  Regno  di  Sicilia,  di  Ferrante 

Oonzaga.    chang*d. 

5  19    F.D.    Problema  sopra  V  Imperio  Turchesio. 

*  Sic,  in  the  MS. 
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6  20    F.D.    Rdatione  del  Imperio  Turcheso  del  Sell- 

doni.    94. 

7  21     F.D.     Del  Imperator  Carlo  5^  del  Navagero,  1546. 

•(-Lent  to  M^  A.  Bacon. 

8  22    F.D,    Summaria    InstruUioue    del    Imperio    del 

Turco. 

9  23    F.D.     Relatioae  di  Spagna   di    Michel    Suriano) 

1673. 

10  24    F.D.     Relatione  del  Regno  di    Napoli,  di  Gero- 

lamo  Lippomani  Ambf"  a  D°  Gio.  d'Aus- 
tria. 

11  26    ¥.1).    Memorialc   quante   furtano   le  Rolle  della 

Crociata  &  et.  al  Re  di  Spagna. 

12  26    F.D.    Discorso  sopro  le  difference  de*  Genevesi. 

13  27     F.D.    Capitoli  na'l  Re  Philippo  &  il  Duca  Cosimo 

p*  le  cose  di  Siena. 

14  28    F.D.     Instrumentu'  Ligae  &  Foederis  inter  Plum 

5,  Philippu*  Catolicu'  &  Venetos,  contra 
Turcas,  1570. 

15  29    F.D.     Nota    dell*  Entrate   Annue  del  Regno  di 

Napoli. 

16  30    F.D.     Disoorso  sopra  la  pace  fatta  da  Sig>i  Vene- 

tian! col    Turco  di   Mr.  Paolo   Paruta. 
+  To  Mr.  A.  Bacon. 

17  31     F.D.    Cause  per  le  quali  la  Rep:  Venetiana  ha 

fatto  la  pace  col  Turco.     Incerto. 

18  32    F.D.     Risposta  d*  un  Spagnuolo  alia  detU  Giasti- 

ficatione.    *t-  To  Mr.  A.  Bacon. 

19  33    F.D.    Allegation!    intome  le  differentie  sopra  *1 

Mar  Adriatico,  tra  1!  Venetian!  &  la  Casa 
d*  Austria. 

20  34    F.D.     Relatione  delle  Cose  di  Spagna.     Incerto. 

1677. 

21  35    F.D.    Relatione  del  Imperio    Turchesoo   1*  anno 

1594,  &  perche  habbia  messo  Parmi  con- 
tra Hongaria. 
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22  36    F.D.     Relatione    dello    Stato   di    Milano,    1589. 

Changed  for  one  of  Mr.  Wroth's. 

23  37    F.D.     Oratione     del     Vescovo    Caserta     Nuntio 

Apo8t<=<*  nella  dicta  di  Varsovia,  1596. 


15  38    P.W.  Nota  delle  Entrate  della  Sede  Apostolica. 

16  39    P.W.  Delia  Casad' Austria,  1548. 

17  40     P.W.  Discorso  sopra  i  Soggetti  Papapili,  ao*     In- 

certo. 

18  41     P.W.  Relatione  d'  Inghilterra    di    Giovanni  Mi- 

chele,  1557- 

19  42    P.W &  Avertimenti  al  Cardinal  Mon- 

talto. 
•»    43    P.W.  Relatione   della  Fiandra  &  perche    si   no 

1586. 

24  44    F.D.     Entrate  &  Spese  della  Camera  Apostolica. 

25  45    F.D.     Entrate  &  Spese   della  Sig>^>  di  Venetia. 
-fin  hands  of  Mr.  Smyth. 


0^ 


20  46     P.W.  Parlamento  di  Carlo  5  al   Re  FUippo  nella 

Consignatione  delli  suoi  Stati. 

21  47     P.W.  Ricordi  dell*  Imperatore  Carlo  5o,  per  il  Re 

Filippo  suo  figlluolo,  1548. 


26  48    F.D.     Ordini   necessarii  al  Regimento  d*  una  Ar- 

mata. 

27  49    F.D.     Relatione  d'Urhino,  di   Lazaro  Maconigo, 

1570. 


^   f  22    50     P.W.  Relatione  de  Swizzeri,   Grigioni  &  Valle- 
(^  i  sani,  &c.     Incerto. 

28    51     F.D.     Relatione  di  Savoia  del 1576. 

23  52    P.W.  Relatione  di  Savoia  del    SJ^  Sigismondo  di 

Cavalli,  1563. 

24  53    P.W.  Relatione  di  Savoia  del  S"  Girolamo  Lippo- 

mani,  a*' 

P.W.  24. 
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On  the  other  side  of  the  preceding  list^ 

COSE   DI   FBAKCIA. 

1  F.D.     Ritratti  del  Regno  di  Francia. 

2  P.W.  Cose  di  Francia,  1589.     Inoerto. 

3  P.W.  Del  Re  Enrico  .3.  del  Entrate,  &c  &  della  Prindpi 

prupinqui  alia  Corona,  lo*      Inoerto. 

4  P.W.  Relatione  di  Francia  di  Gio.  Correr.  Amba.  Veneto.  l^* 

5  F.D.     Relatione  di  Francia  nel  tempo  di  Carlo  9®  di  GKo- 

vanni  Michele,  1560. 

6  P.W.  Com'entarii  di  Francia.     An  Extract. 

7  P.W.  Lettera  responsiva,  interno  la  Francia.     Inoerto. 

8  P.W.  L'ra  del  Card'  M oresini  legato  al  Duca  d*  Vinena. 

1589. 

9  F.D.     Discorso  interno  al  Assolutione  di  Henrioo  4o  &,  ri- 

ceverlo  nel  Gremio  di  S^**  Cbiesa. 

10  F.D.     Se  *1  Re  di  Navarra  facendosi  Catolico,  debba  esser 

releuedetto  &  avettato  per  Re  di  Francia.*  Inoerto. 

1 1  F.D.     Risposta  d'  iin  Gentilluomo  Italiano  interno  la  rebe- 

ridittione  del  re  Enrico  4. 
Pregadi.  di  Venetia. 

On  the  next  leaf^ 

Books. 

Tragedies  de  IVIont-Cbrestien,  fr.  Les  CEuvres  Poetiquei  du 
Sieur  de  la  Bergerie.  Les  Essais  Poetiques  du  Sieur  de  Penit. 
Les  Travaux  sans  travail  du  Sieur  d'Airiti.  Recueil  des  (Euvres 
du  S*"  Bertault  Les  (Euvres  f  du  S»"  Renyer  Nepueu  de  feu 
Mr  Desportes.  CeUes  du  S^  Flaminio  Beragno.  Les  honnestes 
loisirs  du  S^  de  la  Motbe  Messeme.    Les  (Euvres  de  Mad"*  de 

•  Sic,  in  tbe  MS. 

•f'  All  from  this  mark  are  in  another  hand. 
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Goumay.  Relivre  de  Mad^i^  de  Beaolisu.  Rabustes.  Le8 
Amours  Duvial  et  de  Lunesse.  Les  advantores  de  Floride. 
Celles  D  strimide.  Merlyn  Ckx»ye.  L^hermaphrodite.  LeLivre 
du  S^  Turguet  de  Mayeme.  Le  Nouvelle  Franciade.  Les  lUus 
Frau'na  de  Gaule,  nouvelle  Imprimus.  L*image  du  grand  Cap"« 
par  Pontayrnery. — De  la  Sagesse,  par  le  S'  Charon.  Le  Sener 
que  Xpien.  Le  Curte  de  Henry  le  Grand  4*^  de  la  nom  en 
France.  Les  Vengeance  dyvines.  Le  Revers  de  Fortune.  La 
Perle  Evangelioque.  Le  Miroir  de  Consolation  pour  les  affliq*. 
Centre  les  mal  marier  par  le  S'  de  Coumal  Med.  vers  Noun- 
oeaux,  ojk  il  est  amplement  transfu  du  Marragn.  Nouveau 
Toanti*  de  Leucans  tre  pour  le  S'  de  Plessis  Momy.  Le  Livre 
de  M.  Duperron  Ca"'  a  M.  Casobon,  nouveUez  imprime.  Le 
Roxam  Franceys.  Le  Contrefeu  franc*.  La  Trompette  Fran- 
ooise.  Le  Paisan  francoys.  La  Philosophie  des  Esprit.  Le 
Tombeau  des  heretiques,  livre  excellent. 

On  another  slip  of  paper  are  the  following  notes, 
likewise  in  Davison's  hand^ 

PAPEE8    LENT. 

fA  great  book  of  Instructions,  to  y«  L.  Zouche. 

•f-Sir  Henry  Savile*s  Oration  to  y«  Queen  at  Oxford  in  Latine 

and  English. The  Bishop  of  Oxford. 

Orayes  In  Sportes  under  Sir  Henry  Helmes.— — *Eleaz  Hogdson. 
"fMy  L.  of  Salisburie's  Negociation  in  France.  I  Mr.  H.  Bing. 
Tables  of  Counsell  by  Dr.  Bing.  j      Idem. 

Jolin  Dun's*  Satyres. My  br.  Christopher. 

Baeokaoium  Akglia.^    Doctor  Mondfort. 

-f — These  marks  are  prefixed  in  the  manuscript. 

*  John  Donne,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's. 

i  It  is  very  probable  that  the  MS.  thus  described  is  now  ex- 
tant in  HarL  MSS.  304,  f.  102,  et  $eq.^  for  that  volume  contains 
several  papers  apparently  in  Francis  Davison's  autograph;    and 
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MyDiMxmneafSuumy.  I  Momt  de  Ui  FaOle. 

My  L.  of  Essex  his  Tre  to  me.  *     J 

Rime  et  Satire  d'Ariosto.        Sr  John  Constable. 


Remembbaxces. 


All  my  books  and  papers  w<^  my  brother  Duncom  hath.    Among 
wch  specially 

The  great  French  Bible, 

Tremellius*  Bible, 

Thevet's  Cosmography,  2  vols. 

Parson^s  Answer  to  y*  L.  Cook, 

ComMnes. 


Papebs. 

My  Father's  Apology. 
•f-His  Answer  at  y«  Star-Chamber. 
•fSir  Henry  Savile*s  Discourse  of  y«  Union. 

Instructions  for  Ireland. 

Tables  of  Counsell.     By  Dr.  Bing. 
*f*Discourses  about  the  Sc.  Q. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  paper  marked  "  Remem- 
brances/* is  the  following  note,  over  which  are  several 
memoranda  in  the  hand  of  Ralph  Starkey^  partly  erased : 

Tremelliu8*  Bible  ) 

1  Part  of  Liv-y,  French  |  ^^  ^''  Christopher. 

among  other  documents  is  an  account  of  the  Baronage  of  Eng~ 
land^  early  in  the  reign  of  James  I.,  which  in  some  places  con- 
tains additions  in  a  hand  very  like  the  Poet's. 

f  This  letter  is  presumed  to  be  that  which  is  printed  in 
p.  xxxvii. 
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Manuscripts  to  get. 


Letters  of  all  sorts,  especially  by  y«  late  £.  of  Essex. 
Orations,  Apologies,  Instructions,  Relations. 

Sports,  Masks,  and  Entertaynments,  to  7*1  7«i,    ir«       \ 

Emblemes  &  Impresaes.    Qy.  Those  in  White-ball  Gallery. 
Anagrams. 

(Divine. 

Poems  of  all  sorts  \  » 

t  Humane. 

Psalmes  by  y«  Ck)untes  of  Pembroke.     Q«*.  If  they  shall 

not  bee  printed. 

Psalmes  by  Joshua  Silvester. 

Psalmes  by  Sir  John  Harrington  and  Joseph  Hall.* 

Satyres,  Elegies,  Epigrams,  &c  by  John  Don.    Qrp.  some  from 

Eleaz.  Hodgson*)*  and  Ben  Johnson.  • 

Poems  by  Ben  Johnson. 

Hen.  Constable's  63  Sonnets. 


Written  Books,  Discourses. 

My  Br  Duncom. — A  great  Book  of  Instructions. 

Ur  Mondford. — Officers  of  y«  Crown  of  England  and  their  fees. 

Baronagium  Anglise. 

Genealogies  des  Maisons  Illustre  du  Pays  Bas. 

A  great  Booke  of  Irish  Discourses. 

Certayne  Bandes  of  y«  Estates  to  y«  Queen,  in  a  Booke. 

A  Booke  of  Recusants. 


*  Bishop  of  Exeter. 

•f  Of  the  poetical  productions  of  this  individual,  nothing  is 
known,  uor  is  his  name  even  mentioned  by  Ritson  or  Philips. 
It  would  appear  that  he  was  a  fellow  student  in  Gh^y*s  Inn  of 
FrBods  Davison's.  Some  account  of  him  will  be  found  in  Bliss, 
Wood's  FtuU  Oxoniensea^  vol.  i.  pp.  328,  365. 


•  • 
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Certun  Iriili  I'm  in  h. 

Extract  of  y  Booke  of  Initniction,  4". 

The  Manner  of  Pmraeding  ognJuM  y  Queoii  ui 

Arujra  of  y  Nolnliity  &  Oent.  of  ScoUhiiiI,  8". 


■f-Sir  Tho.  Smytli'i  Dialo^ie  loiicliing  y  Q  manage,  f 
+A  peklion  of  Spnjiie,  f  ■- 
r+A  Diacourae  touching  y  Mntt.  I'daei'ii  yf  D.  of  " 

Norfoike  &  y  8.  Q. 
J  -f-HiiJei  bin  IxHik  for  y  aiiftvEEion  of  y<^  Ueyres  of  y° 
1   _F.  Queen. 
[t'U^alioni  for  Mary  Q.  nf  SnotU. 

Dialotfue  lielwiit  Bruivue  &  Fairfaiu  touchjug  I'amri  liini 

Parte  uf  Mr.  Savil'e  translation  of  TacJtut,  ♦>. 
A  Breof  Dcmonatnii  on  of  y  Slate  iif  England  &  Walei,  ( 
Mr.  Fiuclie  hia  Book  of  lawe,  ould  Edition,  4°. 
f  Sopliiatica,  hy  W.  Bright,  8>°- 
Hiitorye  dea  Contes  d'Egvemont,  4% 
H"  An  Buract  of  Corcelle*'  Negociation  in  Scotland,  ISOR,  H,"^ 
A  dorise  for  having  a  Marie  Towue  in  England,  1571,  fo. 
Ralfe  Laue'i  iUlation  of  Virginia,  f". 
AgrioolnM  life  liy  Mr,  Savile,  f". 

Df  HunoD*]  dialogue  touching  y*  Justice  of  y<  Sc  Qiumi 

Kxecntiou,  f'>. 

tThe  Bishop  of  Rosse  s  Oration  to  y  Fr.  K.  Henry  3.  lo74b 

Cenayne  CminEdlon  L'rea  &.  Instructions.     Ed.  fl, 
+Tnucte  lie  la  Fmnre,  t\ 
Copy  of  certaiue  I're  to  y  CounL«ll.     W.  D." 
Na(«a  touching  y  Q.  MariagB  w'  M'  d'AnJou,   4"- 


FRANCIS   DAVISON.  xlvil 

In  the  next  folio>  a  long  list  of  books*  occurs^ 
classed  according  to  subjects;  but  as  the  manuscript, 
though  extremely  like  Francis  Davison's  writing,  is 
not  sufficiently  similar  to  his  other  papers,  to  be  cer- 
tain that  it  was  written  by  him,  it  is  not  here  in- 
troduced. 

In  1600  the  young  Poet's  pen  was  employed  in 
drawing  up  a  defence  of  the  marriage  of  Lady  Eliza- 
beth Russell  with  William  Bourchier,  third  Earl  of 
Bath,  who  had  been  sued  by  Mary,  daughter  of  Sir 
Thomas  Comwallis,  in  1581,  relative  to  a  marriage 
stated  to  have  been  contracted  with  the  Earl  some 
years  before ;  the  particulars  of  which,  as  well  as  the 
article  itself,  are  given  towards  the  end  of  this  work. 
This  production,  which  is  very  well  written,  displays 
considerable  talent,  and  throws  much  light  on  that 
very  singular  affair.  It  also  affords  some  information 
about  the  writer  himself,  for  it  appears  that  he  then 
enjoyed  the  protection  of  the  noble  house  of  Russell,  to 
two  members  of  which,  the  Countesses  of  Cumberland 
and  Warwick,  sisters  of  Elizabeth,  Countess  of  Bath, 
he  afterwards  addressed  an  ode  in  the  Rhapsody. 
Speaking  of  that  family  he  observes,  as  the  motive 
for  undertaking  the  task  of  refuting  Mary  Cornwallis's 
charges,  "  to  which  myself  am  specially  obliged,  and 
have  always  vowed  my  poor  duty  and  service.*'  To 
what  extent  their  patronage  was   bestowed  we  have 

♦  This  list  is  very  curious  and  is  well  deserving  of  the  atten- 
tion of  the  bibliographer. 
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now  no  means  of  learning,  but  the  probability  is>  that 
he  did  not  derive  much  advantage  from  it. 

About  the  middle  of  1602  Francis  Davison  published 
the  first  edition  of  the  Poetical  Rhapsody,  which 
was  thus  noticed  in  a  letter  from  IVIr.  Chamberlaine  to 
Sir  Dudley  Carleton,*  dated  8th  July,  1602: 

^'  It  seems  young  Davison  means  to  take  another  course,  and 
turn  poet,  for  he  hath  lately  set  out  certain  Sonnets  and  Epi- 
grams." 

This  allusion  to  "  another  course,"  evidently  meant 
from  the  study  of  the  law,  for  which  profession  it  ap- 
pears he  was  intended.  The  preface  to  the  Rhapsody 
affords  some  interesting  particulars  both  of  the  work 
and  of  its  editor.  Having,  he  informs  us,  yielded  to 
the  solicitation  of  others,  that  he  would  publish  some 
of  his  poems,  he  added  to  them  several  by  his  brother 
Walter,  and  his  other  friends,  i^ithout  their  knowledge 
or  consent ;  and  intended  that  their  names  should  have 
been  withheld:  but  the  printer  not  only  affixed  to  the 
greatest  part  the  initials  of  the  respective  authors^  but 
inserted  several  by  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  witli  the  motive 
''to  grace  the  forefront,"  or,  "  to  make  the  book  grow  to 
a  competent  volume;"  and  he  concludes  by  boldly  set- 
ting criticism  at  defiance,  and  by  intimating  his  inten- 
tion of  soon  publishing  a  work  of  more  importance. 
The  Rhapsody,  however,  contains  the  only  part  of  his 
productions  which  appears  ever  to  have  been  hitherto 
printed;  but  there  are  strong  grounds  for  believing 

•  Addit.  MSS.  in  the  British  Museum,  4173,  f.  125. 
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that  he  was  then  engaged  upon,  or  at  least  meditated, 
some  other  literary  undertaking.  A  manuscript  in 
the  British  Museum*"  contains  the  following  notes  for  a 
**  Relation  of  England/'  which  seem  to  have  been 
thrown  together  as  a  sort  of  outline  for  a  work  with 
that  title,  and,  from  the  internal  evidence,  appear  to 
have  been  written  between  the  years  1605  and  1612. 
Whether  this  was  the  '"  graver  work,"  to  which  he 
aUuded  in  the  Preface  /o  the  Rhapsody  in  1602,  can- 
not be  determined,  but  the  possibility  that  such  was 
the  case,  together  with  the  curious  specimen  they  pre- 
sent of  the  manner  in  which  he  arranged  his  ideas, 
render  their  insertion  desirable. 


FOR   A   RELATIOK    OF    EKOLAND. 


The  3  Kingdoms. 
EnglaiuL 
Scotland. 
Ireland. 

In  wh«*>  are  4  severall  Nations. 
En^sh. 
Welche. 

Civil. 

Wilde.    Southeme. 


ish|! 


Irish 


S'  Th.  Smyth's  de  Rep.  Anglor'. 
Camden*s  Britaniiia. 
Lambert's  book  written. 
Relations  of  England  in 

Botero. 
Metteriand*s  Story  of 

y«  Low  Countries. 
English  \ 
Scottish  vChronacles. 


Scottish Hylanders  and  Irish       y 

Ilanders.        Survey  of  London—Stowe. 

The  Portes,  Citties,  Strong  Townes,  Castles^  Garrisons. 
The  king's  ships. 


*  Ships  of  /Warr. 
*^        IMarcfa 


Marchants. 


•  HarL  MSS.  304,  f.  79. 
e 
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Number  of  Artfllery.  ^^  Vof  allsort**. 
The  Armory  of  y«  Tower. 


The  People,  &o. 

Ancient  before  Henry  7th  \       England. 
The  Nobillity,    Created  since,  before  K.  J.  ?-of  Ireland. 

Newly  created  since.  '       Scotland. 

Lordes  of  the  Coonsaile. 
TheKing  1  with  thr.  The  Prince.  lieutenants  of  Counties. 
TheQueenJ*^"***'*'^  DnkeofYork.^  Offlcers  of  Household. 

LadyElisabeth.  Great  Officers  of  State. 
Lady  Judges  and  y«  King^s  learn- 
ed CounselL 

Cheefe  Men  in  every  Shire. 
The  Archbishops  and  Bishops. 

Names,  learning. 

Revenues,  chief  Houses. 

France. 

Spayne.  Government  of  London, 

Ambassadors  abroade  in    Italy.  with    y«   cheefe   and 

Archeduke.  richest  Citizens. 

States.  All  y«  King's  CouHe,  with 

y«  Cheef  Officers. 
France. 

Spayne. 

Ambassadors  fro*     Venice. 

Archduke. 

States. 

D.  of  Florence,  &c, 

President  of  Wales,  L.  Evers.* 

President  of  y  North,  L.  Sheffield. 

of  Scotland. 

Deputy  of  Ireland,  Sr  Arthur  Chichester. 

President  of  Munster,  Sr  Henry  Broncker,  L.  D. 

*  Lord  Zouche*s  name  was  first  inserted. 


FRANCIS    DAVI80K. 


li 


OavemourofConiiought, 

Got.  of  the  laleof  Wight, 
Oovemour  of  C^amzay, 
Govemour  of  Jenay, 

Silley. 

Aldemey. 
Leiutenant  of  y«  Tower, 


£•  of  Clanrickard ;  his  Deputy, 

Rob.  Remington. 
Earl  of  Southampton, 
Sr  Thomas  Leighton. 
Si*  John  Payton. 


S'  William  Wade. 


Ooremour  of  Portesmouth 

Capt.  of  the  Fort  of  Plimouth,  &f  Ferdinando  Gorges. 

Barwick. 
Queen-borough  Castle,   S^  Edward  Hoby. 
Dover  Castle 
The  3  Fortes  in  y«  Downes. 

Ambassadors. 
In  France,  S"^      Cary. 

In  Spagne,.  Sr      Comwallis. 

W^  y«  Archeduke,  Sr  Thomas  Edmonds. 
W*  y«  States,  Mr.  Winwood. 

In  Venice,  S^  Henry  Wotton. 

Ambassadors  here  fro* 
The  French  King. 
King  of  Spayne. 
Arch  Duke. 

States,  Sr  Noel  Caroun. 

Venetians. 
D.  of  Florence. 


At  this  period  in  Francis  Davison's  life>  we  are  left 
without  the  slightest  information  of  his  future  career^ 
beyond  his  being  mentioned  in  his  father's  will  in  1606; 
and  the  exertions  made  by  his  present  biographer  to 
trace  him  to  the  close  of  his  existence  have  entirely 
failed  of  success.   It  was  this  research^  however^  which 
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discovered  the  fragments  at  the  end  of  this  work> 
and  his  other  articles  and  memoranda  here  printed. 
The  unfortunate  death  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  was  a 
severe  blight  to  the  prospects  of  the  Davison  £EuniIy, 
for  during  the  whole  of  the  Secretary's  misfortunes 
that  generous  nobleman  proved  himself  a  warm  and 
most  faithful  friend  ;*  and  had  he  continued  in  power^ 
the  fate  of  his  children  would^  there  is  every  cause  for 
believing^  have  been  very  different.  Francis  Davison 
lost  his  father  on  the  23d  or  24th  of  December,  1608;  f 
and  by  his  will  he  was  bequeathed,  out  of  the  profits  of 
the  office  of  Gustos  Brevium  of  the  King's  Bench,  which 
had  been  granted  to  Secretary  Davison  and  his  assigns 
during  the  lives  of  his  friends  and  relations,  George 
Byng  of  Wrotham,  Esquire,  and  Henry  Byngof  Gray's 
Inn,  Gent,  one  hundred  pounds  per  annum ;  and  after 
the  payment  of  certain  incumbrances,  he  was  to  have 
half  the  profits  of  these  appointments,  with  reversion 
"  to  such  children  as  he  should  leave  of  his  body."t 

Here,  all  trace  of  this  accomplished  man  is  lost,  nor 
can  the  period  of  his  demise  be  satisfactorily  establish- 
ed, though  some  circumstances  persuade  us  that  he  died 
before  the  year  1619.  There  can  scarcely  be  a  doubt 
that  his  brothers  and  himself,  after  their  father's  death, 
became  reduced  to  a  state  of  poverty;  for  the  Secretary 
died  much  involved,  and  left  nothing  but  the  emolu- 
ments of  his  office  of  Gustos  Brevium  of  the  King's  Bench 

*  lAfe  qf  William  Damwr^  Seeretaty  ^   State  to   Queen 
EHxaheth,    8to.  1822. 
t  Ibid. 
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to  pay  his  debts  and  support  his  children ;  and  in  161 0^ 
one  of  his  executors  was  accused/ as  will  be  more  fully 
noticed  when  speaking  of  Christopher  Davison^  of 
having  appropriated  that  appointment  to  his  own  ad- 
vantage. Though  educated  for  the  legal  profession, 
Francis  Davison  was  never  called  to  the  bar;  ahd 
the  service  of  the  Muses^  for  which  he  appears  to  have 
abandoned  more  useful  occupations^  seldom  yields  any 
substantial  advantage ;  and^  as  one  of  the  contributors 
to  his  own  work  justly  observes^ 

Praise  is  the  gpreatest  prize  that  poets  gain, 
A  simple  gain  that  feeds  them  not  a  whit.* 

An  obscure  life^  and  an  early  grave^  may  therefore^ 
with  apparent  certainty^  be  considered  to  have  been 
his  lot ;  nor  is  it  the  blind  partiality  of  biography 
which  assumes  that^is  genius^  talents^  and  accomplish- 
ments^ merited  a  far  different  fate.  His  person^  from 
*  no  known  portrait  being  extant,  cannot  of  course  be 
imagined;  but  judging  from  the  following  line  in 
speaking  of  himself^  it  may  be  concluded  that  his  face 
was  much  marked  with  the  small  pox: 

"  Is 't  that  my  jxmkJhoVdface  doth  beauty  lack  ?"  f 

Of  his  merits  as  a  Poet^  it  would  be  almost  super- 
fluous to  say  any  things  because  ample  specimens  are 
contained  in  the  following  sheets  upon  which  to  form 
a  judgment.  Most  of  those  pieces  were^  however,  as 
he  himself  informs  us  in  his  Preface,  written  whilst  he 

•  Page  70.  t  Page  1^- 


liv  BIOGRAPHICAL    NOTICES. 

WB8  on  his  trayelft^  at  wliich  time  he  could  not  have  been 
above  twenty  yean  of  age ;  hence  they  ought  not  to  be 
judged  with  the  same  severity  as  if  they  had  been  the 
productions  of  a  maturer  period  of  life.  Without 
being  influenced  by  this  consideration^  it  is  not  more 
than  is  warranted  by  truth  to  say^  that  if  he  did  not 
reach  the  excellence  of  some  of  his  contemporaries^ 
he  fieir  surpassed  many  who  are  infinitely  better  known 
to  posterity ;  and  in  an  age  when  almost  every  gentle- 
man was  a  Sonneteer,  we  may  fairly  class  Francis 
Davison  amongst  the  few  who  were  more  indebted  to 
nature  than  to  art  for  their  poetical  qualifications.  Sir 
Egerton  Brydges^  whose  accurate  judgment  of  early 
English  poetry  few  will  have  the  hardihood  to  dispute^ 
has  thus  described  Davison's  productions :  "  A  thought 
of  native  beauty^  a  felicitous  combination  of  simple^ 
elegant,  and  energetic  words  frequently  catch  the  ear^ 
and  convey  a  sudden  thrill  of  sympathy  and  admiration 
to  the  heart."  *  His  translations  of  the  Psalms  are  not 
only  the  happiest  of  his  efforts^  but  they  have  strong 
pretensions  to  be  placed  amongst  the  best  versions  of 
the  inspired  monarch  which  have  ever  appeared. 

It  is  not,  however,  merely  as  a  Poet  that  Francis 
Davison  is  to  be  considered  ;  for  from  the  large  portion 
of  his  correspondence  and  other  papers,  now  printed, 
we  are  enabled  to  estimate  his  talents  on  other  sub- 
jects. His  letters  prove  him  to  have  been  no  less 
high-minded  and  affectionate^  than  he  was  inteUigent 

*  Le€  Priory  Ediiion  qfthe  Khaptody^  Part  III.  p.  2. 
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and  aocoxnpliahed ;  but  his  prudence  is  certainly  iai 
from  being  satisfiEurtorily  evinced.  Nor  does  it  appear 
that  at  the  period  when  our  information  about  him 
closes  he  had  acquired  greater  steadiness  of  conduct; 
for  his  father's  office  was  ordered  by  the  Secretary  to 
be  executed  by  his  second  son^  Christopher,  he  paying 
a  proportion  of  the  emoluments  to  his  brother  Francis. 
Notwithstanding  that  Secretary  Davison  had  several 
children,  he  only  makes  a  provision  in  his  will  for  such 
issue  as  his  sons  Francis  and  William  may  leave ;  from 
which  it  does  not  seem  too  much  to  infer,  that  they 
had  each  a  family  in  1608:  but  on  this  point  nothing 
positive  has  been  ascertained. 

Besides  the  articles  by  Francis  Davison  which  are 
printed  in  this  work,  there  are  several  manuscripts  in 
the  Harleian  collection,  which  bear  a  strong  resem- 
blance to  his  writing,  and  may  with  great  probability 
be  attributed  to  him,  though  the  identity  is  not  suf- 
ficiently established  to  justify  their  insertion.  Of  these 
the  principal  are,  ''  That  the  Lord  Treasurer  Burleigh 
endeavoured  to  suppress  and  keep  down  Mr.  Secretary 
Davison."  ♦—Harl.  MSS.  290,  f.  237.  "  Names  of 
persons  of  rank  put  to  death  during  the  reigns  of 
Henry  VII.,  Henry  VIII.,  Edw.  VI.,  and  Mary."— 
Ibid.  f.  260.  "  Observables  to  be  noted  by  a  Travel- 
ler." f-^Ibid.  f.  261,  262.     "  The  Cypher  used  by  Se- 


*  Printed  in  the  Appendix  to  the  Life  of  Secretary  Daviaon 
before  dted. 

*(*  These  notes  are  nearly  a  verbatim  copy,  so  far  as  they 
extend,  of  the  first  part  or  a  small  vdume,  10mo   printed  in 
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cretary  Davison."— /ftid.  291,  f.  84.     And  "  Tabuh 
Analytica  Politica."— /6trf.  588,  f.  3. 

Many  of  the  papers  of  Secretary  Davison  now  ex- 
tant, are  indorsed  by  his  son  Francis ;  and  the  follow- 
ing circumstances  connected  with  them  may  serve  to 
some  extent  as  a  clue  by  which  to  unravel  the  mystery 
in  which  the  poet's  fate  is  involved.  The  greatest  part 
of  his  manuscripts,  as  well  as  those  of  his  father,  were 
in  1619  in  the  possession  of  the  indefatigable  Ralph 
Starkey ;  and  on  the  10th  of  August  in  that  year,  the 
privy  council  issued  a  warrant,  directed  to'  Sir  Thomas 
Wilson,  commanding  him  to  repair  to  Starkey 's  lodg- 
ings, and  to  seize  on  all  such  papers  and  matters  of 
state  as  in^  time  past  were  in  the  custody  of  Secretary 
Davison.*  That  Francis  Davison's  manuscripts  were 
once  in  the  hands  of  Starkey  is  manifest,  from  the 
writing  of  the  latter  being  in  several  of  them  now  ex- 
tant. These  afterwards  became  the  property  of  Sir 
Simon  D'Ewes ;  and  it  is  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to 
explain  in  what  way  either  of  the  individuals  in  ques- 
tion became  possessed  of  them;  but  the  conclusion 
seems  evident,  that  as  those  belonging  to  the  poet  w«re 
in  the  custody  of  Ralph  Starkey  in  1619,  he  must  have 
died  before  that  year. 

1633,  entitled  Prqfitable  Irutructiaru,  describing  what  special 
Observations  are  to  be  taken  by  Travellers  in  all  Nations^  States^ 
and  Countries^  pleasant  and  profitable^  by  the  three  much  admired 
Robert  late  Earl  of  Essex^  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  aitd  Secretary 
Davison.  In  Harl.  M88.  6tt93,  is  an  imperfect  copy  of  the 
same,  styled  ^^  Must  brief  but  excellent  instructions  for  a  Tra- 
veller, written  by  Secretary'  Davison  for  his  son."  Hence  it  may 
be  concluded,  that  Francis  Davison  transcribed  the  copy  noticed 
above,  from  his  father*8  manuscript,  for  his  own  use. 

«  Harl.  MSSv  286,  f.  160. 
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The  following  wretched  acrostic  by  W.  Fletcher,  on 
Francis  Davison's  name,  and  indorsed  by  him— 
"  W.  Fletcher's  acrosticke  upon  my  name>*'  is  extant 
in  the  Harleian  Collection  *  in  the  British  Museum. 

*'  F  aithful  he  is,  and  fully  will  perform 
R  espective  promise  to  his  own  elect : 
A  ttend  therefore  his  word,  which  will  us  form. 
N  ot  any  person  is  of  true  respect 
C  ountry  or  nation,  with  the  Holy  one, 
(1  n  all  on  earth)  respect  of  persons  none. 
S  ince  it  so,  let  all  submission  make 

D  esiring  Qod  to  guard  us  in  his  fear. 
A  ssuring  then  ourselves  for  Christ*s  sake 
V  isions  by  night  will  then  to  us  appear. 
I  n  hope  whereof  I  do  my  prayers  rear 
S  ith  nothing  else,  in  me  contignate  is, 
O  nee  every  day  to  pray,  I  will  not  fail 
N  ot  friend  nor  foe  Against  Davison  prevail. 

Secretary  Davison  left  by  Katherine  Spelman  before 
mentioned,  four  sons ;  Francis,  Christopher,  William, 
and  Walter;  and  two  daughters^  ., wife  of  Town- 
ley,  and    Katherine,    who   married    Duncombe, 

and  obtained  letters  of  administration  to  her  father's 
will;  but  no  account  of  either  of  his.  children  besides 
wluit  is  contained  in  these  pages,  has  been  discovered. 
The  ancestry  of  the  Secretary  is  conjectured  to  have 
been  obscure,  from  the  circumstance  of  his  having  in 
1586  received  a  grant  of  arms ;  namely.  Gules,  a  Stag 
trippant,  Or.  Crest,  on  a  wreath  of  the  colours  a  Stag's 
head,  couped  at  the  shoulders,  and  winged.  Or;  f  pre- 
vious to  which  he  had  used  for  his  crest,  a  Stag  trip' 
pant,  pierced  through  the  neck  with  an  arrow.X 

In  Harl.  MSS.  347,  f  148. 

Cook**  Grants^  in  the  College  of  Arms. 

Vide  his  seal  attached  to  several  lettsrs  in  the  British  Mu- 
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Christopher  Davison  was,  as  has  been  just  ob- 
served^ the  second  son  of  Secretary  Davison.  It  is 
presumed  that  he  was  admitted  of  Gray's  Inn  in  I597>* 
from  which  time^  until  the  death  of  his  father  in  De- 
cember 1608>  nothing  is  known  of  him.  By  the  Secre- 
tary's will,  he  was  appointed  to  execute  the  office  of 
Custos  Brevium  of  the  King's  Bench,  paying  to  his 
brothers  certain  proportions  of  the  emoluments  arising 
from  it. 

In  March  1610,  however,  he  petitioned  parliament, 
and  as  that  document  throws  much  light  on  the  affisurs 
of  his  family,  it  is  desdhring  of  notice.  ^ 

His  petition  stated^  that  *^  Queen  Elizabeth,  by  letters  patent, 
.19th  January,  21  Eliz.  granted  to  William  Davison,  Esquire, 
the  office  of  Gustos  Brevium  of  the  King^s  Bench,  habendum  after 
the  death  of  one  Richard  Payne,  then  Clerk  of  the  same  offioe. 
The  King's  Majesty,  after  the  death  of  the  said  Richard  Piayne, 
by  his  letters  patent,  25  July,  5  Jaq.  confirmed  and  r*tifiad 
the  Queen*s  grant,  and  further  (at  the  humble  petition  of  the 
said  William  Davison)  granted  the  reversion  of  the  said  oifllce 
unto  George  Byng,  of  Wrotham  in  Kent,  and  Henry  Byng  of 
Gray's  Inn,  whose  names  he  used  in  trust  for  the  benefit  of  him 
and  his  children,  and  payment  of  his  debts,  the  greatest  part 

*  Harl.  MSS.  1912. 
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whereof  was  such  debts  as  were  owing  to  them.    William  Davi- 
son dieth,  and  (by  his  will  in  writing  redteth  the  said  trust) 
wiUeth  the  said  6eorge  Byng  and  Henry  Byng,  or  one  of  them,  to 
ezerdse  his  said  office  until  his  debts  and  daughters'  portions  be 
piud,  and  after  such  payment,  or  security  put  in  for  that  pur- 
pose, to  assign  over  the  said  office,  with  the  execution  thereof,  to 
Christopher  Davison,  second  son  of  the  said  William  Davison. 
After  the  death  of  the  said  William  Davison,  George  Byng  and 
Henry  Byng,  by  virtue  of  the  letters  patent,  were  sworn  in  and 
admitted.    Since,  Christopher  Davison  hath  offered  payment  of 
all  sums  of  money  and  charges  whatsoever  to  tl^  Byngs,  owing 
or  by  them  disbursed,  and  to  put  in  security  for  payment  of  the 
other  debts,  and  whatsoever  else  is  required  by  his  father's  will ; 
upon  performance  of  which,  he  desireth  (according  to  his  fatherV 
wiD)  the  said  office  to  be  assigned  over  unto  him.    Henry  Byng, 
confessing  the  trust,  is  well  contented ;  but  George  Byng,  making 
many  pretences,  unconscionably  refuseth.     The  humble  suit  of 
Christopher  Davison  unto  the  High  Court  of  Parliament  is,  that, 
after  satisfaction  of  all  debts  and  demands  to  the  said  Byngs, 
and  sufficient  security  put  in  for  the  payment  of  all  other  the 
creditors  of  his  father  (whom  his  special  desire  is  to  have  satis- 
fied), the  said  office  may  be  settled  upon  him  and  his  assigns., 
according  to  his  father's  will,  during  the  lives  of  the  said  George 
Byng  and  Henry  Byng,  and  the  longer  liver  of  them.      The 
reason  why  he  is  driven  to  seek  an  Act  of  Parliament  is,  for  that 
he  must  disburse  so  great  sums  of  money  to  the  Byngs,  which 
they  affirm  to  amount  to  £2000  and  upwards,  and  besides  to 
pay  the  debts  of  his  father,  being  very  great.     All  which  he 
cannot  furnish  Himself  of  without  the  help  of  his  friends,  whom 
(unless  it  be  by  Act  of  Parliament  confirmed  unto  him)  he  can- 
not saffidently  secure,  for  that  it  is  litigious  whether  the  office 
be  in  the  King's  gift,  or  the  Lord  Chief  Justice's.    And  the 
said  office  hath,  in  like  sort,  been  heretofore  confirmed  to  one 
John  Payne,  by  Act  of  Parliament,  33  Hen.  VIII. 


'\V 
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«<  1st.  This  is  all  the  estate  that  WiUiam  Davison  hath  left 
his  children ;  and  if  they  should  he  detained  from  it^  they 
are  all  utterly  undone. 

'^  2nd.  M'illiam  Davi8on*8  creditors,  (which  are  many,  and 
which,  by  his  will,  he  desireth  should  be  satisfied)  by  the 
course  which  George  Byng  holdeth  (denying  the  trust)  be 
all  defrauded,  when  Christopher  Davison  will  pay  them  all, 
according  as  his  father  hath  appointed  by  his  wilL* 

A  bill  connected  with  this  petition  was  read  on  the 
14th  March^  1610,  and  again  on  the  27th  of  the  same 
month ;  and  on  the  10th  July  following,  a  motion  was 
made  for  counsel  tb  be  heard  upon  it ;  +  but  nothing 
more  on  the  subject  has  been  discovered,  nor  does  the 
slightest  notice  of  Christopher  Davison  occur  after  this 
period. 

Though,  like  his  brothers  Francis  and  Walter, 
Christopher  Daviso^  was  a  poet,  it  does  not  appear 
that  any  of  his  productions  are  inserted  in  the  Rhap- 
sody ;  and  his  only  literary  efforts  which  are  known  to 
be  extant,  are  translations  of  some  Psalms,  which  will 
be  found  in  this  work,  and  which  are  not  without 
merit. 

*  Lansdowne  MSS.  91,  f.  56. 

-f  Journals  of  the  House  of  Commons,  vol.  i.  p.  448. 

7juI^.^.i;A;zi.  Cilia's *t^  ^ //  X  j^^  %i^ 
^  ^^^af^z^  ^77,^ra  tkZ^Ck    fr^tf^*  --^, 


WALTER   DAVISON. 


It  »  to  Uie  Preface  to  the  Poeticai,  Rhafsodv 
alone  that  we  are  indebted  for  the  little  iaformation 
we  possess  of  Waltbb  Davison.  A  letter  is  however 
extaDt,  dated  London,  23rd  December,  1581,  ^m  his 
father.  Secretary  Davison,  to  Lady  Mason,*  Walter's 
great  grandmother,  stating  that  he  had  "  it  yoting  son" 
horn  on  the  Monday  preceding,  and  that  he  wished  her 
to  jcnn  with  his  honour  her  husband,  Mr.  Vicechamber- 
laio,  and.  her  good  nephew.  Sir  Thomas  Shirley,*  in 
standing  for  him,  though  it  was  contrary  to  the  usual 
custom  to  wish  a  wife  and  husband  to  act  as  sponsors 
upon  the  same  occasion.  The  "young  son"  alluded  to 
was,  there  is  little  doubt,  the  subject  of  this  notice; 
and  we  may  therefore  conclude  that  he  was  bom  in 
London  on  Monday,  17th  December,  1581,  and  which 
agrees  perfectly  with  his  brother  Francis  saying,  in 
1603,  that  he  was  not  eighteen  when  the  poetical  efirf- 
sions  by  him,  which  are  introduced  into  the  Rbapbody, 
were  written.  About  the  year  1602,  Francis  Davison 
also  informs  us  that  Walter  was  in  the  Low  Country 
wars ;  after  which  time  no  account  of  him  has  been 

*  See  lliii  iiilM^fclHl  lililii  In  >  fonner  page. 
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found.  He  is  not  mentioned  in  his  father's  will,  : 
it  is  therefore  highly  probable  that  he  died  betw 
the  years  1603  and  160S,  unmarried. 

Walter  Daviiton's  poems  must,  at  least,  be  thought 
to  hold  out  a  fair  promiae  of  future  excellence ;  for 
they  ou^t,  in  justice,  to  be  considered  as  the  merp 
germs  of  a  genius,  which  was  never  allowed  to  attain 
maturity.  » 

Y/JaL.  _  1 

■■  ^^'^''^"^'^  '^**  -^^^'^-r .■  —  ^ 

'■/^u/.ic,    /Ja-trt-SQit  ^  antl  ai-ti  $ot,^.u-$£a't* 
2/  ^^j  jir^s   V^^f^r  ^A^:f«,.,  Xc^ 
Jj^S    21  Ar  J.  jlr-^t-rs    ol^l ,  4Atri..f  ^^,>^_ 

>^  -  -  -^     / 
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Of  Sib  Philip  Sydney^  the  Phoenix  of  his  own, 
and  the  admiration  of  succeeding  times,  scarcely  any 
thing  can  be  related  which  will  possess  a  daim  to  no- 
velty ;  for  who  is  there  unacquainted  with  every  trait 
in  a  character  which  affords  the  most  gratifying  ob- 
jects for  contemplation,  which  can  be  found  in  British 
biography  ?  Magnanimity,  Heroism,  Poetry,  and  Vir- 
tue, appear  to  have  erected  their  thrones  in  his  breast ; 
and  he  whom  sovereigns  and  their  subjects  equally 
loved,  honoured,  and  mourned,  must  have  been  possessed 
of  no  ordinary  merit.  The  idol  of  his  own  feonily ;  the 
£riend  of  the  best  and  wisest  of  his  contemporaries ; 
the  patron  of  learning ;  and,  at  once,  the  ornament  and 
the  votary  of  every  thing  chivalrous  and  good.  Such  is 
the  picture  presented  to  us  of  this  illustrious  indivi- 
dual by  those  who,  from  being  the  companions  of  his 
childhood,  as  well  as  of  his  maturer  years,  were  un- 
doubtedly competent  to  form  a  correct  judgment  of  his 
merits.  The  historian,  the  biographer,  the  poet,  and  the 
painter,  have  combined  to  perpetuate  the  glory  of  his 
actions ;  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  they  have  rather 
derived  celebrity' £ropi,  than  conferred  it  upon  their 
auliject.     Sydney's  splendid  career,  though  short,  was 
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tenninated  in  a  manner  highly  consistent  with  liis  li£| 
He  died  on  the  hed  of  honour ;  and,  as 
should  be  left  fur  imagination  to  supply  in  the  (.-hsrac- 
ter  of  a  Hero,  the  brightest  and  most  niagimnimouit  of 
all  liin  deeilH  was  that  which  aroKi?  from  hix  tiital  wDund; 
and  familiar  as  tlie  circumstance  is,  from  the  paiutii 
of  a  distingui^ed  artist,  it  is  not  possible  to  resist  n 
lating  it.  When  carried  from  the  field  of  battle,  f 
hausted  from  puin  and  loss  of  blood,  he  eagerly  i 
manded  some  wnter ;  hut  at  the  monient  it  was  broi 
his  eyes  fell  on  a  dying  soldier,  and,  turning  the  v 
ftom  him  just  as  it  had  appronched  his  lips,  he  desinNJ 
that  it  might  be  giren  to  the  object  uf  his  conipaasian, 
flbserving,  "  This  man's  necessity  is  still  greater  than 

Notwithstanding  all  ivhicli  has  been  written  on  Sir 
Philip  Sydney,  a  ehronologica!  abstract  of  the  principal 
events  in  his  life,*  may  prove  acceptable. 

1664.     Nov.  39    Sir  Philip  Sydney  buk  Wm.. 
1G69.  AJmiiird  ■  Miwiber  of  Clin'.t  Miiir 

Propoiali  uuule  fur  hit  marringe  w 
daughter  of  Lord  Biirleigh. 
1673.     May         I«fi  EnglBnd  to  tmvel  ua  the  Continent. 

Kurm»l   an  intiniacy  with  the  i«]ebrated  B 
hen  luiiiRitet. 
167*.  Arrived  at  Venire. 

Became  acqiiainiKd  wiib  Tauo  and  I'rainiu.  4 
1676.     May  Returned  to  England. 

I67fl.  Appoiutetl  Ambassador  to  the  Court  of  Vipnu^^ 

*  From  Zouch'*  Lift  e/  Sgdney. 
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1577*  Held  the  office  of  Cup  Bearer  to  the  Queen. 

1578.  Was  invited  by  John   Casiniir^  Count  Palatine 

of  the  Rhine,  to  join  his  army,  which  he 
declined. 

1579.  Wrote  to  the  Queen  to  dissuade  her  from  mar- 

rying  Monsieur. 

1580.  Quarrelled  with   the  Earl  of  Oxford.     Retired 

to  Wilton,  and  composed  the  Aecadia. 

1581.  Was  solicited  to  assist  Don  Antonio  in  obtain- 

ing the  Throne  of  Portugal,  but  with  which 

request  he  did  not  comply. 
.»—  Was   Knight    of  the   Shire   for  the  county  of 

Kent. 
1583.  Accompanied  Monsieur  to  Antwerp. 

— ^  Composed  the  "  Defence  of  Poesy." 

— —  Spenser    dedicated    his  Shepherd^s  Calendar  to 

Sydney. 

1583.  Jan.  27  Applied  to  Burleigh  to  be  joined  with  the  Earl 

of  Warwick  "  in  his  office  of  ordinance,** 
but  did  not  succeed. 
— ._.  Married    Frances,   daughter  and    sole   heir   of 

Sir  Francis  Walsingham.  A  marriage  had 
long  been  contemplated  between  Sydney 
and  Penelope,  daughter  of  Walter  Deve- 
reuz,  Eaii  of  Essex,  but  which  never  took 
place. 

1584.  January.  Received  the  honour  of  Knighthood  at  Windsor 

Castle. 
—  Was  appointed    to  condole  with  Henry  III.  of 

France  on  the  death  of  his  brother  the  Duke 

of  Anjou;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he 

proceeded  on  his  mission. 
—- ^-  Wrote  his  Answer    to  ^^  Leicester's   C<nnmon. 

wealth." 


./• 


ISUa.      May. 
July. 


UIOCBAPHIUAL    NOTICES. 
Propuied  to  joia  Sir  Francis  Drake  in 

DOlld  CXp<!ditL011> 

Eliiialwlh,  his  nnly  child,  was  bom. 
Is  aiippined  to  hiive  been  niuned  hi>  one 

competitor*  for  (he  ctouti  of  Poland,  but  H 

i>  laid  to  have  declined  the  di^ly. 
Coasdtiiteil  a  Privj  Councillor. 
Was  appinntecl  (lOTernor  uf  Fluihing. 
Proinoteil  to  the  office  of  Goneral  of  the  B 

hy  his  uncle  the  ear!  uf  Leiceatcr. 
lion  Lii  fittluir,  Bir  Henry  Sydney,  K.O. 
Took  Che  town  of  Aietl,  in  Flauden. 
Hia  mother.   Lady   Mary   Sydney,   liMei 

Robert  Earl  of  Leireater,  died. 
Sept.  13.     Was  murtally  wounded  at  the  baitle  of  2 

Oct.  17.     Died  Bl  Amheim.  nt.  32. 
Hii  body  ■rrired  in  L 


Not.  6, 


15{t7.    Feb,  IG.     Woi  hnried  with  great  pomp  at  St.  Paul'*. 


Sir  Philip  Sydney's  contributions  to  the  ReAPscanf 
consist  only  of  Tiva  Pasloral*  upon  hit  mvelin^  with 
hit  Tn>ti  worlhy  friends  anilJeHmv  Poets,  Sir  Edward 
Dyer  and  .Sir  Fultv  CrcviUc',  v- 29  to  35. 


SIR  EDWARD  DYER. 


Notwithstanding  that  neither  this  individual  nor 
FuLKB  Grevillb^  afterwards  Lord  Brooke^  were  con- 
tributors to  the  Rhapsody^  yet,  as  they  are  alluded  to 
in  it,  and  were  the  intimate  friends  of  Sir  Philip 
Sydney,  between  whom  he  ordered  by  his  will  that 
his  books  should  be  divided,  the  following  particulars 
may  be  thought  acceptable ;  especially  as  many  of  the 
circumstances  relating  to  Dyer  have  not  before  been 
noticed.  The  highly  curious  letters  from  him  to  his 
patrons  and  associates,  one  of  which  is  peculiarly  de- 
serving of  attention,  because  it  is  presumed  to  afford 
most  important  information  on  Queen  Elizabeth's  mo- 
ral character,  are  believed  to  be  for  the  first  time 
printed. 

Sir  Edward  Dter  was  the  son  of  Sir  Thomas 
Dyer,  of  Somersetshire,  Knt.  the  representative  of  an 
ancient  family  in  that  county,  by  his  second  wife,  the 
daughter' of  Lord  Poynings.*  He  is  considered  by 
Anthony  Wood  to  have  been  admitted  either  of  Baliol 

•  HarL  MSS.  1141.  The  OHgxnai  Heralds'  VitUaHon  of  So- 
mermUHmre  m  1623.  But  Sir  £dward*s  mother  was,  it  is  more 
probable,  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  hcutard  brothers  of  the 
Thqpias  Lord  Poynings,  who  died  toithout  iuue^  18th  May,  1546, 
and  who  was  the  only  person  at  that  time  to  whom  the  title  of 
peerage  coold  be  applied. 

/2 


Col1e]{e,  nr  of  Broailgate  Hall,  Oxford ;  but,  like  his  J 
fellow  jKict  Daniel,  he  left  the  university  wilbout  I 
degree,  aad  truvelleil  nn  the  Continent.  On  his  retui 
he  is  supposed  tu  have  hecume  attached  tu  the 
and  afterwards  became  knomi  by  the  productiDiis  fl 
his  Aluse.  The  earliest  proof  we  possess  of  bis  derivi)^ 
any  benefit  from  his  attendance  upon  his  sovereign,  was 
in  the  eighth  year  uf  her  reign,  1566,  when  he  ob- 
tained a  licence  to  pardon  and  diE]>ease  with  tai: 
of  leather  contrary  to  the  statute  of  the  &th  Eliz.,  e 
to  license  any  man  iii  be  a  tanner.* 

In  1571,  he  wrote  the  luUowing  letter  to  Sir.  Smitk 
from  which  it  is  evident  that  he  was  in  some  way  c 
nectcd  with   Lord  Leicester ;  and,  as  will  be  state 
hereafter,    there    is    little    doubt    that    . 
very   consideriibte   influence   over   the    niiud  of  thf 
nohlemun. 

'■  To  my  very  Friend  Mr.  J.Jin  Smith,  Esquii  e. 


"  Kir, 

■'  Mv  L.  irf  Leiiiestrr  butli,  siare  her   SIsjeity'i  coming 
hitlier,  moved  her  ouncerning  you.     Hit  L.  hath  let  her  kiunr 
what  account  hatli  been  mule  of  you  abroad,  and  yoor  wortlM-« 
De«  (in  bia  upiniun)  tLereiif.    He  willed  her  hig-hnem  tu 
tboreof,  aud  bow  tliat  your  friendii  might  find  just  cause  t 
penuade  you  {that  if  her  M^eity  did  out  entertain,  e 
and  grace  yiiu  uucordlngly)  to  repair  whither  your  reputatiml 
hath  lieeu  luont  advanced,  again :  which,  if  her  Majesty  si 

*  Ludge'a  lUuilratiom  of  SriluA  HMtrg, 
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suffer  it,  would  not  only  be  a  cooling  to  men*s  desires  to  learn 
to  serve  their  prince  and  (xmntry,  but  her  Majesty  should  lack 
him  perhaps  in  need,  and  be  thought  abroad  in  th^  world  care- 
len  of  men  given  to  virtue. 

**  Her  Majesty  hath  made  very  gracious  and  wise  answer,  pre- 
teoding  a  full  disposition  to  do  you  good,  and  taking  nothing 
away  from  the  good  opinion  my  L.  set  forth,  but  rather  allowed 
my-  L.  his  motion. 

^  So  that  my  L.  his  advice  is,  that  you  repair  to  the  Court, 
and  bad  me  write  so  unto  yeu,  with  this,  that  he  lacketh  iy>- 
thing  but  some  particular  matter  wherein  he  might  deal  for  your 
good  with  her  Majesty,  which,  if  you  will  but  seek  out,  you 
shall  not  need  to  sue.  Thus  I  have  done  his  good  L.  command- 
ments, and,  as  your  assured  friend,  do  winli  you  to  join  with 
him  herein ;  and  when  you  come  to  the  Court,  I  wiil  bestow  an 
advertisement  on  you  for  you  to  deal  in  if  you  like  thereof. 

"  From  the  Court,  the  2nd  of  August,  1671. 

"  Your  friend, 

"  Edw.  Dyer."  * 

In  the  ensuing  year,  his  friend  Sir  Christopher 
Hatton^  the  Vice-Chamberlain^  incurred  the  Queen's 
displeasure;  and  of  the  deep  interest  taken  in  the  sub- 
ject by  Dyer^  the  subjoined  letter  of  advice  exhibits 
undoubted  proof.  It  is  not,  however,  from  that  cir- 
cumstance that  this  valuable  letter  derives  its  claim  to 
attention^  but  from  the  extraordinary  allusions  it  con- 
tains to  Queen  Elizabeth. 

to  sir  christopher  hattov. 

Sir, 

"  After  my  departure  from  you,  thinking  upon  your  case 
as  my  dear  friend,  I  thought  good  to  lay  before  you  mine  opi- 

*  Lansdowne  MSS.  13,  f.  40.  Original, 


u  have  I 
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niua  ill  wriling  somewluit  mnn:  ac  large  ihui  ilI  my  lusc  o 
femnce  I  did  apeak.  And  I  do  U  of  gikHl  will,  [01  you  ni 
couiuel  of  mine,  I  know  rigiit  well.  But  une  that  Btandeth  b 
■ball  see  more  i[i  the  game  thaii  otii^  tiiat  ii  much  mure  'hHW, 
whoM  mind  U  tuu  earneitly  uccuiried.  I  will  not  recite  the  argu- 
ment, or  put  the  auu  a»  it  were.  Tor  it  ueerielh  aoti  l<ut  go  U 
ihe  reaaoiu,  sufh  ai  they  li«- 

"  First  of  all,  you  muit  ouusider  with  w 
aud  what  we  be  towards  bet ;  wbu,  ihounth  ihe  do  deacend  d 
much  ID  her  tex  as  a  wumsn,  yet  we  may  not  forget  her  pi 
and  the  oBture  of  il,  as  cnir  i^overeign.  Now 
cause  known  to  himself,  nugbt  in  cummiui  reuioii  challenge  l| 
yet,  if  Che  Queen  mislike  thereof,  the  world  follnweth  the  si 
of  her  iodination.  And  uever  fall  they  in  connidc 
reason,  as  between  prival«  pertons  they  do.  And  if  it  be  after 
tliat  rate  fur  the  mon  part  in  iBUses  that  may  Ite  justified,  then 
much  more  will  it  Iw  to  in  cauoet  nut  tu  be  DVinidiod  i  a  thing 
10  he  bad  in  regard ;  for  it  is  not  gii.id  for  any  man  stnughlly  tC 
weigh  a  general  disaltuwanco  at  Uer  doings. 

'•  That  the  Queen  will  mislike  of  such  a  course,  this  ii 
rensoD.     She  will  iniagine  that  you  go  about  to  impriioli  ll 
fancy,  and  to  wrap  her  grai:e  within  yinir  dispusitioa  ;  and  thu 
will  breed  despite  and  hatreil  in  her  towards  you.     And  so  you 
may  be  cast  fcirtli  to  the  maliue  of  every  envious  person,  SaCteriir, 
and  enemy  of  your*,  out  of  which  you  shall  never  recover  jmiri^ 
•elf  clearly,  ndther  your  friends,  so  lung  a»  they  shew  then 
selves  your  friends. 

"But  if  yoti  will  make  a  proof  par  vfr  vramo  as  the 
pbnae  is,  to  ■««  how  the  Queen  and  lie  will  yield   U 
il  prosper,  (^  lhrou(;h  withal ;  if  not,  to  change  yuur 
tnddenly  into  anoilier  nioru  agreeable  to  ber  Mojesly,  I  ci 
indifferently  ol  ~ 


thing 

Ithu 


.  I.y^». 


It  convenient,  for  divers  - 


IS  that  you  cannot  but  thiuk  upon. 
"  But  the  best  aad  souudeat  way  in  mine  oiiiniou  is,  t 
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another  mind;  to  uie  yoor  suits  toward  her  Miyesty  in  words, 
beharioor,  and  deeds ;  to  acknowledge  your  duty,  dedaring  the 
reverence  which  in  heart  you  bear,  and  never  seem  deeply  to 
condemn  her  frailties,  but  rather  joyfully  to  commend  such  things 
as  should  be  in  her,  as  though  they  were  in  her  indeed ;  hating 
my  Lord  of  Ctm*  in  the  Queen's  understanding  for  affection's 
sake,  and  blaming  him  openly  for  seeking  the  Queen's  favour. 
For  though  in  the  beginning  when  her  Majesty  sought  you  (after 
her  good  manner)  she  did  bear  with  rugged  dealing  of  yours, 
until  she  had  what  she  fancied,  yet  now  after  satiety  and  fulness, 
it  will  rather  hurt  than  help  you.  Wliereas,  behaving  yourself 
as  I  have  said  before,  your  place  shall  keep  you  in  worship,  your 
presence  in  favour,  your  followers  will  stand  to  you;  at  the 
least  you  shall  have  no  bold  enemies,  and  you  shall  dwell  in  the 
ways  to  take  all  advantages  wisely  and  honestly  to  serve  your 
turn  at  times.  Marry,  thus  much  I  would  lidvise  you  to  remem- 
ber, that  you  use  no  words  of  disgrace  or  reproach  towards  him 
to  any,  that  he,  being  the  less  provoked,  may  sleep,  thinking  all 
safe,  while  you  do  awake  and  attend  your  advantages. 

^^  Othenndse  you  shall,  as  it  were,  warden  him  and  keep  him 
in  order,  and  he  will  make  the  Queen  think  that  he  beareth  all 
for  her  sake,  which  will  be  as  a  merit  in  her  sight,  and  the 
persuing  of  his  revenge  shall  be  just  in  all  men's  opinions,  by 
what  means  soever  he  and  his  friends  shall  ever  be  able. 

^^  You  may  perchance  be  advised  and  encouraged  to  the  other 
way,  by  some  kind  of  friends  that  will  be  glad  to  see  whether 
the  Queen  will  make  an  apple  or  a  crab  of  ypu,  which  as  they 
find,  will  deal  accordingly  with  you ;  following,  if  fortune  be  good, 
if  not,  leave  and  go  to  your  enemy,  for  such  kind  of  friends 
have  no  commodity  by  hanging  in  suspense,  but  set  you  a  fire  to 
do  off  or  on,  all  is  one  to  them,  rather  liking  to  have  you  in  any 
extremity,  than  in  any  good  mean. 

*^  But  beware  not  too  late  of  such  friends,  and  of  such  as  make 

*  Apparently  Lord  Leicester. 
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ilienudiitn  k'^*"  lietwwn  thmi  uid  ymt,  whelhrr  ii  lir  of  i{ 


)inictbe.    Well  u 


very  iKvenory 


11  imprul 


y  1..,. 
ihr  pffwl  uf  iliin  wiUi 


and  moat  umunied  frvndii,  imil  dhmic  wonhy 
jou  «luJl  Iiave  lliuir  Muriatiiniw  every  my,  wli»  Wing  mnde 
privy  ■■(  yiniT  imiuw<1,  will  anil  iiu^^iL  Id  hiiiiinir  lii  Iw  purtnen 
■if  yuiir  tbrtuiu,  whirli  Oud  in^iit  ui  be  i>f  ilii-  Imi.  Tlis  9tlt 
of  Onobw,  1672. 

''  Vimr  uiiiriHl  jKKir  Iricnil  lo  iviiiiiiiiuiJ. 


■'  Ed< 


Dtei 


'J 


The  moral  character  of  her  Mujesty 
upon  whicli  historiiins  and  biographers  have 
long  nt  issue ;  but  nu  document  bos  ever  Ikllpn 
tbe  £ditiir'»  obsvrvntion  which  ftffnrds  sn  much  duta 
fur  forming  a  citncluaive  opinion.  Of  llie  ituthenticity 
of  the  tronscrijit  from  which  it  is  taken  thtre  sire 
no  just  griiunds  of  siisjitciim  ;  und  the  internal  evi- 
dence, when  cutnpared  with  Dyer's  other  letters,  parti- 
cularly with  tliat  to  Lurd  Leicester,  ii 
page,  is  stron);ly  iu  its  favour;  for  it 
whether  <|unlilied  fur  the  task  or  nut.  Dyer  was  in 
habit  of  ln>cly  offering  his  advice.  The  first 
which  occurred  «n  perusing  the  letter  to  Hutton 
hcrw  (hi  he  wauld  hiive  risked  committing  audi  sei 
inents  to  paper,  much  letss  have  recuminended  him 
im]mrt  the  effect  of  hia  letter  to  his  "best  and  most 
accounted  friends,"  But  this  iloubt  Is  renioi'ed  by  the 
consideration  tliat  if  Dyer  was  wi  well  acquainted  with 

•  Harl.  MSS.  7«7.  f.  (MI,  bffl"(( »  C<ill«tion  .<f  TrenwripM  <W 
muiy  Lietten  mid  I'npen,  uiid  t<i  liuvu  lic«n  found  in  Uih  icndy 
of  Mr.  DirU,  8ecreMry  to  ArcUliiihop  Laud. — CaUdogue  ofHar. 
Uian  Stanimotiptt.  — 
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the  existence  of  an  intrigue  between  Hatton  and  the 
Qaeen,  those  whom  he  describes  as  the  confidential 
friends  of  the  Vice-Chaml>erlain  were^  in  all  probabi- 
lity^ equally  well  informed. 

Setting  aside  speculations  as  to  what  it  would  have 
been  prudent  for  Dyer  to  have  written,  we  find  among 
a  collection  of  documents  of  the  period,  this  letter; 
and>  if  it  be  admitted  as  a  genuine  transcript  of  the 
original,  it  only  remains  to  inquire  whether  the  pas- 
sages under  consideration  can  bear  any  other  inter- 
pretation than  those  now  put  on  them  ;  a  point  upon 
which  the  readers  of  this  article  must  judge  for  them- 
selves. The  letter,  it  is  clear,  was  written  to  dissuade 
Hatton  from  the  conduct  he  had  marked  out  for  him- 
self towards  the  Queen,  in  consequence  of  the  removal 
of  her  usual  favour;  but  as,  his  friend  justly  ob- 
serves, "  those  who  stand  by  see  more  in  the  game  than 
those  whose  mind  is  too  earnestly  occupied,"  he  ofifers 
him  his  best  counsel  on  the  occasion.  The  expressions 
that  though  she  do  descend  very  much  in  her  sex 
as  a  woman,  yet  that  he  must  not  forget  that  she 
was  still  his  sovereign;  that  if  a  man,  of  secret  cause 
known  to  himself,  might  in  comnwn  reason  challenge 
it,  his  case  was  one  not  to  be  avouched;  that  the 
Queen  would  imagine  he  meant  <  to  imprison  her  fancy 
if  he  remonstrated,  or  showed  his  jealousy  of  his  rival, 
the  nobleman  to  whom  Dyer  so  cautiously  alludes,  and 
who  must  have  been  Lord  Leicester;  that  he  sJumld 
not  seem  deeply  to  condemn  her  frailties;  and,  more 
than  all,  the  remark,  that,  though  in  the  beginning. 
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nAm  hrr  Majfxtt/  auught  him  (aflrr  htr  good  man- 
ner) tkt  did  bear  tciih  nigged  dealing  of  his  untU  the 
had  Hihal  the  J'ancied,  gel  now,  ajier  taliely  andjulnett, 
il  mould  rather  hnrl  fkan  help  hint, — seem  to  admit  uf 
nu  other  coiistmctiDn  titan  one  of  damuiiig  import  to 
the  fame  of  the  "  Virgin  Queen."  •  Nor,  it  wiU  bo 
seen,  are  the^e  extracts  at  all  coQtradicted  ur  soflenetl 
by  the  context. 

The  authenticity  of  the  preceding  letter  is  furti 
corrulwruted  by   the   following   extruct  friim  a  letl 


*  An  a(ioiiinpli»li«i  liicrary  friend,   lo  whom  thin    letter 
■bifwri,  bu  uUigin^lf  reminded  the  wriwr  of  lline  pagei  of  the 
iJioTges  brini^it  kgainit  Eliiabeih  in  the  sruiriluus  pamphlet, 
Agasi  b%-  Cardiiul  Allen,  encitlnl  An  Admoiutioa  Id  /V  PeipU  i/ 
SnffliHvi^  >  full  ftrcnunt  of  which  will  W  found  in  a  nnts  to  Dr. 
UoganlV  utmiimLle  Hiiloiy,  <lto.  voL  v.  p.  600  i  Bro.  vol.  viiL 
p.  A33.    WitluNJt,  by  any  mesiu,  crediting  all  tlie  Cudinal't  ac- 
euiationi,  still  it  mnn  be  runfcaaed  that  Dyer's  Utter  pve»  tnrae 
Ettcngth  to  nuny  part*  of  them,  pBrtirulu'ly  to  Sir  Edward's  alia- 
linn  to  Ldcnter.    Speaking  of  lui  Lordshj)!,  be  uyi,  "  In  which 
■ort,  beaideg  otbertwhom  wc  need  nni  note,  fibe  hath  Btalled 
■pwoal  exlurtinner,  whom  she  look  up  firal  of  a  traitor,  i 
nonelluu  nought,  onlv  to  terve  her  filLhyluit;  whereof  lo  b 
the  more  freedom  and  interest,  be  (a*  may  be  premmed,  by 

Mnneni)  caused  his  own  wife  cruelly  10  be  murdered." 

'*  With  the  aforeaud  pereon,  and  with  diven  otbera,  she  bath 
abuied  her  body  ngainst  God's  laws,  to  the  disgrace  of  princely 
majaty,  and  the  whole  nation's  reproaolL,  by  uutpeakabte 
incredjue  variety  nf  luM,  which  modeaty  luffereth  not  I 
resuHobered ;  neither  were  it  to  cbaite  eais  to  l«  uttered 
sliamefully  she  batb  deliled  and  iufameil  her  penim  and  coui 
and  made  her  court  bi  a  trap,  by  this  damnable  and  deteatal 
art,  to  intangle  in  sin  and  overtbmw  ih^  younger  sort  ci  ~ 
nnliility  and  gentlemen  uf  the  land,  whereby  she  is  liecome 
rloun  to  the  world,  and  in  other  countrien  a  cxmmoQ  fable  for 

this  her  luqntudo. She  don  nut  many,  becaute 

she  aumot  confine  herself  to  one  man."— And  *o  far  dues  ilie 
AdmomSon  carry  ibe  accusationa  on  this  subject,  tlutt  an  allu- 
»ion  is  made  to  '■'■  her  unlawful,  loDg.ooncealed  or  fained  ■ " 
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from  Gilbert  Talbot  to  his  father^  the  Earl  of  Shrews- 
bury*  dated  in  1573>  a  few  months  only  after  Dyer's 
was  written;  and  as  it  also  shows  the  humiliating 
means  by  which  Elizabeth's  favourites  sought  the  reco- 
very of  her  fftvoui  when  in  disgrace,  as  well  as  Dyer's 
compliance  with  the  custom,  and  some  memorable  par- 
ticulars about  him,  it  is  worthy  of  notice. 

**  Hatton  is  sick  still :  it  is  thought  he  will  very  hardly  re- 
ooTcr  his  disease,  for  it  is  doubted  it  is  in  his  kidneys.  The 
Quaen  goeth  almost  every  day  to  see  how  he  doth.  Now,  in  these 
devices  (chiefly  by  Leicester,  as  I  suppose,  and  not  without 
Biu^ghley*s  knowledge)  how  to  make  Mr.  Edward  Dyer  as 
great  as  ever  was  Hatton,  for  now  in  this  time  of  Hatton^s  sick- 
ness the  time  is  convenient.  It  is  brought  thus  to  pass.  Dyer 
latdy  was  sick  of  a  consumption,  in  great  danger ;  and,  as  your 
Lordship  knoweth,  he  hath  been  in  displeasure  these  eleven 
years.  It  was  made  the  Queen  believe  that  his  sickness  came  be- 
cause ot  the  continuance  of  her  displeasure  toward  him,  so  that, 
unless  she  would  forgive  him,  he  was  like  not  to  recover ;  and 
hereupon  her  Majesty  hath  foi^ven  him,  and  sent  unto  him  a 
very  comfortable  message.  Now  he  is  recovered  again ;  and  this 
is  the  beginning  of  this  device."  * 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Elizabeth  was  ge- 
nerally attached  to  some  personal  favourite.  As  she 
changed  the  objects  of  her  regard,  Burleigh  and  Lei- 
cester endeavoured  to  attract  her  affections  towards 
one  of  their  own  dependents ;  and,  if  the  construction 
put  upon  the  preceding  letter  be  well  founded,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  find  any  other  motive  for  her 

*  Lodge's  Jauttraiions  qf  BriH$h  Hittanfy  voL  ii.  p.  101. 


favor  than  a  sexual  one.  Hattoo  we  know  to  have 
been  extremely  handsome,  and  to  have  excelled  in 
manr  occumplishinenU ;  but  neither  he  nor  Dyer  had 
ever  ])erfurnied  any  public  service  ivurtliy  of  the  ap- 
plause or  counteuaace  of  their  Sovereign.  If  Elisa- 
beth's virtue,  with  respect  to  Hattun.  be  rendered  ex- 
tremely doubtful  by  the  contents  of  Dyer's  letter  to 
him,  it  may  be  inferred,  that  the  attempt  of  Leicester 
aud  Burleij^h  to  make  Dyer  ■■  as  great  as  ever"  the 
Chamhetlniu  had  liecn,  vrua  to  have  lieen  uccoinpU&hed 
in  a  similar  manner. 

It  is  not  lightly,  nor  ujMin  slight  gnmiids,  that  the 
character  nf  any  woman  should  be  suspected,  much  less 
when  that  woman  was  one  nf  the  must  ponerful  mo- 
narchs  that  ever  swayed  the  English  uieptre.  Not- 
withstanding all  the  insinuations  of  historians,  and 
the  unauthenticated  stories  so  commonly  promulgated 
against  Klizulieth,  the  Writer's  opinion  was  decidedly 
against  the  justice  of  the  accusatiuns ;  brtt  the  let 
under  consideratiim  has  produced  a  con  miction  of 
immediately  opixwite  nature ;  and  with  whatei'er 
luctance  the  opinion  of  her  immorality  has  been  formedi 
it  is  now,  however,  but  too  firmly  established.  This 
important  conclusion,  if  just,  affords  a  hey  to  many 
parts  of  Elizabeth's  conduct,  which  have  hitherto 
irrecontdleable  with  the  magnanimity  which  she  s 
timea  displayed. 

Tu  what  cJiteiit  Burleigh  and  Leicester's  plan 
cetded  we  are  not  informed ;  but  it  was  most  lOcel] 
frustrated   by    Hatton's   recovery.      His  sickness 
deed,  might  have  been  only  feigned ;  though,  from 
manner  in  which  Talbot  speaks  uf  it,  and  the  attem] 
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fbanded  upon  the  danger  in  which  he  was  supposed  to 
have  been,  rather  tend  to  show  that  it  was  real.  Nei- 
ther the  Queen's  "  comfortable  message,"  nor  the  pa- 
tronage of  such  powerful  friends,  produced  any  sub- 
stontial  benefit  to  Dyer  for  nearly  twelve  years.  But 
early  in  1584  it  appears  that  he  was  sent  on  a  diplo- 
matic mission  to  the  Low  Countries ;  for  on  the  28th  of 
February  in  that  year,  Mr.  Paunt,  in  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Bacon,  observes : 

''  This  day  Mr.  Dyer  is  returned  out  of  the  Low  Countries, 
where  he  was  lately  employed  by  her  Majesty  to  the  Prince  and 
Slates :  what  is  there  effected  you  shall  there  know  by  my  Lord 
Ambassador."  * 

Soon  after  his  return  it  seems,  from  the  subjoined 
letter^  that  he  suspected  that  the  favour  of  his  patron. 
Lord  Burleigh,  had  declined ;  and  he  was  therefore  in- 
duced to  write  to  his  Lordship  on  the  subject. 

To  the  Right  Honorable  the  Lord  Burghley,  Lord  High  Treasurer 
of  England,  &c. :  my  especial  good  Lord. 

Right  Honorable  my  vebt  good  Lobd, 

We  that  live  in  Court  do  much  observe  countenance  in  per. 
soeoages  of  the  highest  honor;  and  as  they  shew  it  favorable  or 
strange  towards  us,  so  we  reckon  more  or  less  upon  our  reputa- 
tion. Your  Lordship*s  countenance  hath  sometimes  l)een  such 
as  I  have  taken  great  comfort  of  it ;  but  now  of  late  I  have 
foand  It  altered,  though  I  cannot  imagine  any  cause  why  it 
shoold  so  be ;  wherefore  I  have  occasion  to  suppose,  and  I  am 
greatly  afeared  that  the  author  of  evil  hath  used  his  instruments 
of  this  time  to  trouble  my  good  fortune,  for  your  Lordship  doth 
not  (as  the  common  humorish  sort)  put  off  and  on  your  mind 

*  Birch*s  Memoin  of  Queen  EltMobeth,  vol.  i.  p.  46. 
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as  a  garment;  and  the  ooiintenanoe  doth  declare  the  mind. 
May  it  therefore  please  your  Lordship  to  understand  that  I  do 
heartily  lament  me  of  this  misfortune;  since  I  have  long,  and 
still  do  honor,  you  and  yours.  Secretly  and  openly,  I  will  main- 
tain it  to  be  true  by  all  ways.  And  I  most  humbly  beseech 
your  Lordship  to  admit  me  to  some  private  speech  the  better  to 
satisfy  my  duty,  whereby  he,  whom  my  Prince  and  Coontry 
ought  to  love  for  his  singular  merits  and  worthiness,  may  not 
hold  me  one  apt  to  bear  false  witness  to  the  contrary  .^^t  the 
Court,  the  7th  of  May,  1585. 

'^  Your  most  honorable  Lordship*s, 

to  do  you  service, 

Edwa&d  Dyer.* 

From  this  letter  it  may  be  inferred  that  Dyer  was  at 
that  time  rather  an  expectant^  than  actually  possessed 
of  an  official  appointment. 

This  application  appears  to  have  hastened  the  object 
of  his  wishes^  for  in  1586  the  Queen  granted  him  au- 
thority to  search  for  and  find  out  what  manors^  lands^ 
&c.  were  concealed  or  detained  from  her  Majesty ;  and 
a  copy  of  the  articles  of  agreement^  dated  26  August^ 
1586;  between  Lord  Burleigh  and  himself,  in  which 
he  is  described  as  "  Edward  Dyer,  of  Weston,  in  the 
County  of  Somerset,  Esq^."  containing  the  conditions 
upon  which  he  was  to  exercise  that  power,  is  still  ex- 
tant. This  office  was,  however,  only  preparatory  to 
a  grant  of  a  more  beneficial  nature,  but  which  was  not 
conferred  upon  him  for  nearly  two  years.  About  this 
period  we  again  find  Dyer  performing  the  disagreeable 
office  of  giving  advice,  and  to  one  whose  hasty  and  im- 


*  Lantd.  MSS,  46,  No.  4.  Orig.     Indorsed  by  Lord  Burgh, 
ley,  ^^  7  May,  1585,  Edw.  Dyer,  for  speech.* 
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perioos  nature  miut  have  rendered  it  rather  a  hazard- 
ous attempt.  As  we  know  not  in  what  manner  Lord 
Leicester  received  it^  or  the  terms  upon  which  he  stood 
with  that  personage,  we  cannot  precisely  estimate  the 
writer's  hardihood;  but  his  motives  cannot  be  mis- 
taken. Judging  firom  this  and  the  previous  speci- 
men of  his  zeal  towards  his  friends,  when  he  thought 
his  counsel  would  do  good,  the  disposition  of  his  heart 
appears  to  us  in  a  very  amiable  light;  whilst  the 
soundness  of  his  judgment  and  the  clearness  of  his 
views,  do  equal  credit  to  his  understanding.  The 
brief  manner  in  which  he  speaks  of  Sir  John  Norris's 
capacity  is  not  a  little  amusing.  The  letter  refers  to 
Leicester's  expedition  for  the  relief  of  Grave,  which 
was  at  that  time  besieged  by  the  Prince  of  Parma. 

to  the  saul  of  leicester,  his  excellency. 

''  Right  Hokobable,  mt  especial  oood  Lord, 

'^  I  hear  that  your  Lordship  is  in  the  field,  with  purpose  to 
fight ;  which  giveth  great  honor  and  lustre  to  your  Lordship's 
name,  while  so  plain  a  demonstration  of  your  Lordship's  ooa- 
rage  is  made,  and  added  to  so  mapy  virtues  and  great  ornaments 
at  the  world  acknowledgeth  besides  to  be  in  you.  In  this  deli- 
beration of  yours  I  doubt  not  but  your  Lordship  hath  taken  ripe 
and  deep  advice,  and  therefore  is  near  a  presumption  to  offer  any 
advertisement  in  that  behalf;  and  perad venture  your  Lordship 
would  mislike  that  any  should  go  about  to  temper  your  feverish 
desire  to  win  honor  and  fame.  Yet  by  the  old  proof  of  your 
Lordship's  wonted  favour  I  cannot  forbear  to  write  even  a  word 
or  two,  which,  if  I  were  so  happy  to  be  present,  I  would  say  to 
jxmr  Lordship. 

^*  Let  it  please  your  Lordship  to  consider  that  there  be  causes 
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why  a  gtnenj  ihuuld  iiot  ti^t.    The  tint  in, 
layiiiK  Uw  great  odiU)  hii  lout  shall  l>e  uuire  ill 

"  Tlie  »Muud,  wlien  Uie  Oisienl  M^tli  thai 
■halt  be  upon  diMdvuiUKu, 

*'  The  third,  when  aoi  provoked  Uy  neomity  hioiielf.  lue  pi 
a^Tetli  that  with  dme,  be  mnjr  msry  liin  I'tinny. 

■'  If  I  lie  not  decovtiil,  all  tliew  three  eaaet  ai 
Lwdihip'i  aciioQ  nuw  in  huiid;  fur  if  yimr  iMrdihip  be  over. 
thn>«ii,  not  only  yoii,  but  l)u-  auam,  lixe  ouuutry,  Miil  all  hope 
4f  repair  hereafter  is  gnmi  obo :  wheu  lliu  PriiuM  of  Parma 
lowth  but  hiouelf  aud  llut  dayotilj;  for  Uiv  Mnjmy  will  t 
niteriy  AiaeaangeA,  hut  tbu  kiiit(  uf  Spun  will  nuku  up  h 
fbrce  B)(sia.  8n  that  your  Lordahip  Inyaih  (u  I  aud)  iihi 
oddi  to  commit  to  peril  or  hionrd,  liieu  llirve  to  one  nod  i 

"  The  I'riiira  of  Parnin  ia  not  iriferiiir  in  iiujuIht;  he  i»  i 
ymim  in  goodne.ii>  of  noldlen,  cnplKini.  and   ooiinseUhip* 
the  fiidd  ;  and  hin  homemeu,  which  (iinlew  the  plais  he  unhappj 
unto  him,  miuc  needn  give  him  tictoiy)  are  twire  nn  nuuiy  ai 
twice  lo  good,  or  my  inwlligeneo  fuloilii 

"  Long  in  the  field  fnr  lu:k  virtual  and  nther  nei-ewiarie*,  I 
ji  not  like  tarry;  aud  grwiter  boiinr  i>  it  to  obtain  without  di 
ger  than  with  it. 

"  I  beseech  your  Lunliihiii  to  weigh  these  things  well 
any  d  the  euemics  part  liuve  pnimiiied  secrec  wirrice  at  the  day, 
put  not  your  tnut  therein,  hul  let  thidr  act  gu  before  your  dan- 
ger. I  would  be  much  longer,  Imt  the  mexsenger  crieth  for 
hane,  and  bid  be  onti  of  yuur  side.  A[  the  Court,  the  22i 
Hay,  ISSO. 

"  Your  Lordship's 

at  rcjrainondmenl, 
Norris  is  not  suHident  Edwabu  Dteh 

for  »uch  a  day. 

•  Query. 

t  Original  Galba,  C.  ii.  f.  aiS.  Sealed  with  a  ahieli 
[.  diief  indented,  a  creeoeot  for  differenre :  and  induned,  ■ 
I  Edw'  Dyer.     Not  lo  flghu" 
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The  xeal  which  Dyer  displayed  in  the  invidious  task 
of  ascertaining  what  lanck  were  withheld  from  the 
crown^  was  in  1588  rewarded ;  for^  by  a  warranty  dated 
on  the  30th  of  March  in  that  year^  the  Queen  granted 
him  all  the  lands  which  he  had  ascertained  to  have  been 
thus  concealed  before  the  20th  November,  1558, 1  Eliz. 
for  ^ve  years  next  ensuing.*  This  proof  of  Elizabeth's 
favourable  disposition  towards  him,  corroborates  the 
assertions  of  his  biographers,  that  he  possessed  a  consi- 
derable share  of  her  good  opinion,  and  which  was  fur- 
ther evinced  by  his  having  been  employed  on  many 
diplomatic  missions,  particularly  to  Denmark,  in  1589; 
from  which  time  until  1593,  very  little  is  known  of 
him.  In  that  year  Dyer  again  incurred  her  Majesty's 
displeasure,  from  the  manner  in  which  he  exercised  the 
duties  confided  to  him  by  her  warrant  before  noticed. 
Of  this  fact  we  have  undoubted  testimony  from  the 
following  letter  to  his  steady  friend.  Lord  Burleigh. 

^  To  the  Right  Honorable  the  L.  Burghley,  L.  High  Treasurer  of 
England,  &c.  my  singular  Patron. 

^*  Right  honorable  my  especial  good  Lord, 

''It  is  the  least  that  I  ought  to  do,  to  acknowledge  my  duty 
towards  your  L.  yet  I  may  not  omit  the  same,  especially  now 
upon  this  present  occasion,  since  it  hath  pleased  your  L.  to 
use  such  favour  as  to  answer  generally  for  me  before  her  Ma- 
jesty; and  then  in  so  honorable  a  manner  to  send  for  this  bearer 
to  be  informed  more  particularly,  for  to  maintain  that  favour. 


*  Lansdowne  MSS.  66,  f.  42,  in  which  there  is  a  copy  of 
the  warrant. 
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Such  u  ymir  Lnrdsliip't  binuNsble  lUspceition,  : 
leuted  oiily  u>  lie  most  wonbjrof  all  honnur,  but  t 
hy  rifhc  worthy  dueling,  to  kindle  inei 
nrdinory  detire  ti>  yuiu-  «errit«,   wliirJi  I  uiiTtdgBiMUy  do   fed; 
and  >o  1  lietewii  Oml  tu  preserve  ynur  L.  in  Imif;  and  biulthful 
life,  and  to  GU  •foai  lionurable  eslHtp  full  of  all  pri«petity.    A^m 
WInehetter  Houm,  iblii  xiiiji"  of  March,  t5Q3.*  -fl 

"  Your  mail  hnnurat.U'  lid".  fl 


"  Ever 


Edwaiu  Dtek."  -j- 


A  paper  of  Dyer's,  entitled  "  The  whole  oiurse  of 
my  Proceedings,  liiith  before  aiid  since  the  granting  of 
her  Majesty's  wiirrant  unto  me,"  U  still  extant  ;t  and 
which  throws  much  li|;ht  upon  tlie  subjects  to  which 
it  relates.  From  the  iudoTHement  in  Biirleigh'a  hand. 
"  A  Report  by  Mr.  Dyer,  of  his  State  of  the  Govern- 
ment of  Coc'cl,"  it  may  he  inferred,  that  he  was  in- 
trusted with  a  command,  hut  from  tlie  name  being  ab- 
breviated, the  precise  place  cag  only  be  conjectured. 

His  di^race,  either  from  his  innocence  of  the  chargea 
brought  against  him.  urj  through  the  influence  of  the 
Treasurer,  was  hut  of  short  duration ;  for  on  the  death 
of  Sir  John  WoUey  in  I59fi.  the  Queen  conferred  upon 
him  the  dianceUorship  of  the  Order  i)f  the  Garter,  on 
which  occasion  he  received  the  honour  of  Knighthood — 
a  diHtinction  whicli,  like  all  other  dignities,  she  very 
cautionsly  and  rarely  bestowed,  and  which  may,  there- 
fore, he  received  as  strong  evidence  of  her  Majeat: 
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esteem.  From  that  period  until  his  death,  which  is 
presumed  to  have  taken  place  about  the  year  1607^ 
nothing  appears  to  be  recorded  of  Dyer's  public^ser- 
▼ices  or  private  pursuits.  Though  the  time  of  his 
birth  has  not  been  ascertained^  it  is  certain  that  he 
lived  to  an  advanced  age,  for  as  we  have  seen  that  he 
obtained  a  grant  from  the  crown  as  early  as  1.566,  at 
which  time  he  must  have  been  at  least  twenty-five 
years  of  age,  and  was  probably  much  older,  it  is  almost 
certain  that  at  the  death  of  Queen  Elizabeth  in  1601, 
he  was  above  sixty.  The  ground  for  believing  that 
Sir  Edward  Dyer  died  about  the  year  1607,  is  that 
an  account  preserved  in  the  British  Museum,*  of  the 
value  of  his  lands,  which  were  then  to  be  sold,  as  well 
as  of  his  debts,  together  with  a  statement  of  '^  Monies 
received  by  virtue  of  Sir  Edward  Stafford's  warrant, 
as  for  Sir  Edward  Dyer's  warrant  of  concealment 
between  1585  and  the  29th  of  April,  1607,"  t  close 
with  the  year  in  questioii. 

On  the  subject  of  Dyer's  pecuniary  affairs  we  have 
two  curious  accounts;  the  one  from  the  manuscripts 
just  alluded  to,  in  which  it  is  c&lculated  that  his  lands, 
which  were  of  the  yearly  rent  of  130/.  would,  at  one 
hundred  years'  purchase,  produce  13,000/.;  and  where 
his  debts  are  stated  to  have  been  11,200/.  13^.  &L 
The  other  statement  is  by  the  well-known  Aubrey,  who 
relates,  that  '^  he  had  four  thousand  pounds  per  annum, 
and  was  left  four-score  thousand  pounds  in  money.  He 

■  I<an(idowne  MSS.  I6».  f.  320.  f  Ibid.  f.  322. 
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wasted  it  almost  all.     This  I  had  froDi  Captain 
liis  fi;reat  grandson,    or    brother's  )^eat  grandKon. 
thought  lie  had  been  the  sou  uf  the  Iriird  Chief  Just 
Djer,  but  tliat  was  a  mistake.     The  Judge  n 
same  family,  tlie  Cagitain  tells  me."* 

Sir  Edward  Dyer  died  without  i 
3p])ear  tliiit  hu  ever  wnn  married.  Friini  the  e 
iu  the  Laiisdowne  MS.S.  we  niuy  be  couvinced  t 
his  effects  more  than  paid  hia  debts,  but  Aubrey's  st 
of  his  having;  had  a  legacy  of  80,000^  is,  to  say  t 
least,  extremely  {[uestiunable,  for  so  large  an  amoui 
was  but  very  rardy  bequeathed  at  the  period  in  which 
he  lived ;  and  it  may  also  be  asked,  by  whoni  could  it 
have  been  given?  Certainly  not  fnmi  bis  own  relationSj 
for  he  was  the  yiiunger  son  of  a  numerous  fiiniily.        . 

As  a  poet.  Dyer's  productions,  though  nnt  eJitirely.l 
without  merit,  would  scarcely  have  been  saved  ftana 
oldiviou,  hful  they  not  been  preserved  amoug  those  of 
greater  value.  He  was  a  contributor  to  the  Collccliotu 
of  Choice  Fimrers  and  Di'scripltuns ;  and  many  of  hia 
pieces  will  be  found  in  EnglauH's  Helicon  and  other 
works,  but  they  have  never  lieen  collected  in  a  tiepo- 
rate  volume ;  nor  indeed  has  much  research  be«i 
before  employed  with  respect  to  Dyer  himself.  Scvtt- 
ml  of  his  inedited  pieces  are  extant  among  Dr.  Raw- 
linson's  MSS.  in  the  Bodleian  Library,  one  of  whidi 
Dr.  Blias,  whose  learning  and  industry  are  justly  ap. 
preciated,  has  given  in  hia  edition  of  Wood's  Athen0,.~M 
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Oxonienses.*  There  is  likewise  in  the  Ashmolean 
Museum  a  poem  by  him^  entitled  *'  A  Description 
of  Friendship" 

Sir  Edward  Dyer  studied  chemistry,  and  is  consi- 
dered to  have  been  infected  with  the  folly  of  the  day> 
by  believing  in  astrological  predictions  and  in  the 
transmutations  of  metals;  for,  according  fto  his  own 
statement,  he  saw,  whilst  in  Bohemia,  Dr.  Dee  and 
Edward  Kelly,  the  well-known  astrologers,  put  base 
metal  into  a  crucible,  and  after  it  was  set  on  the  fire 
and  stirred  with  a  piece  of  wood,  it  came  forth  in  great 
proportion  perfect  gold !  t 

Of  Dyer's  character  we  have  little  information  be- 
yond what  is  afforded  by  his  letters,  and  by  finding 
some  Odes  addressed  to  him  by  his  contemporaries. 
Both  these  sources  are  undoubtedly  objectionable ; 
the  former  because  the  picture  they  exhibit  is  drawn 
by  himself;  and  the  latter,  because  no  one  would  trust 
to  the  evidence  of  merit  afforded  by  a  complimen- 
tary poetical  address.  These  considerations,  how- 
ever, though  just  to  a  great  extent,  are  by  no  means 
conclusive;  for  a  man's  correspondence  often  affords 
traits  of  his  heart  and  motives  which  cannot  be  mis- 
taken ;  and  the  individual  who  was  frequently  the  ob- 
ject of  the  admiration  of  poets,  must  either  be  endowed 
with  influence,  or  with  sterling  merit.  Dyer,  ever  a  de- 
pendant himself,  could  scarcely  have  had  any  parasites 
of  his  own ;  and  moreover,  some  of  those  who  thus  com- 
plimented him  moved  in  too  elevated  a  sphere  to  flat- 
ter him  from  interested  feelings.     Another  criterion  by 

•  Vol.  i.  p.  743.  t  Ibid. 


which  tu  estimate  hia  chorncter.  and  which,  according 
to  the  well-known  Spanbh  adagt?,  is  an  infallible 
is  the  friendshipit  wliich  lie  furmed.  For  the  purpose 
of  aacertniiiing  hia  moral  worth,  it  irould  be  idle 
Hpeak  of  the  exintcnee  of  such  a  sentiment  in  relat 
to  Uutton,  or  others  uf  the  court,  or  to  adduce 
good  o]rini^i  entertained  of  him  by  Burleigh  or 
ceeter.  Tlie  friendship  of  courtiers  is  proverbii 
hoUow  and  insinci-re,  and  he  was  removed  at  too  gri 
a  distance  frimi  either  of  those  noblemen  for  the  es- 
iatence  of  an  intimate  association.  But  there  is  one 
indiridual  whose  esteem  the  biographer  of  Dyer  may 
\rith  confidence  cite,  as  evideuce  of  his  virtues — one 
who  was  too  elevated  in  soul  and  in  slfuation,  to  ap- 
plnud  him  from  unworthy  motives,  and  whose  r^^d 
was  of  that  ennobling  description  thai  it  conferred 
honour  upon  its  object.  Of  the  whole  ciwrt  of  Eliza- 
beth during  her  long  reign,  there  was  hut  one  person 
to  whom  this  description  can  apply ;  who,  standii^ 
alone  in  that  lieminphere  of  fraud  and  liaseness,  served 
to  prove  to  his  contemporaries  that  there  might  be 
splendid  virtue  without  one  couuterhaluncing  vice. 
In  this  description  every  one  must  recognize  Sir  Philip 
Sydney:  and  to  say  that  Sir  Edward  Dyer  was  his 
intimate  friend  and  chosen  companion ;  that  he  men- 
tions him  with  peculiar  kindness  in  his  Odes ;  that 
between  him  and  Sir  Fulke  Greville  he  i^rders  in 
his  will  that  his  liooks — the  mrat  cherished  gift 
which  uae  literary  man  can  confer  upon  onother-^^hall 
be  divided,  seems  to  supply  the  most  satisfactory  proof 
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of  Dyer's  merit.  Indeed  so  strong  was  the  intimacy 
which  subsisted  between  these  individuals,  that  they 
were  denominated  the  Castor  and  Pollux  of  Poetry! 
Spenser  styles  them  "  the  two  very  diamonds  of  Her 
Majesty's  Court;"  and  we  likewise  possess  the  great 
Lord  Bacon's  testimony  of  Dyer's  abilities,  who  speaks 
of  him  as  ''  a  grave  and  wise  gentleman."  * 

His  talents  may  be  fairly  judged  of  ^m  the  letters 
now  printed,  and  from  his  Poems.  It  is  not  too  much  to 
attribute  to  him  a  superior  understanding ;  for  he  was 
evidently  shrewd,  calculating,  and  prudent.  His  judg- 
ment appears  to  have  been  sound  and  penetrating;  and 
the  perspicuity  with  which  he  conveys  to  others  the 
opinidns  he  had  formed,  as  well  as  the  reasons  upon 
which  they  were  founded,  display  no  common  ability. 
His  advice  to  Hatton  on  the  subject  of  ^is  conduct  to- 
wards the  Queen,  is  not  overrated,  if  it  be  described  as 
a  master-piece  of  policy.  With  proofs  then,  that  Dyer 
possessed  the  favour  of  his  sovereign,  and  the  good 
opinion  of  her  two  most  powerful  ministers ;  that  he 
was  esteemed  by  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  and  on  friendly 
terms  with  most  of  his  fellow-courtiers ;  that  he  was 
considered  in  a  respectable  light  as  a  poet ;  that  he  oc- . 
casionaUy  filled  confidential  offices,  and  was  in  every 
respect  looked  upon  as  deserving  of  all  which  he  ac- 
quired, it  is  not  too  high  an  eulogium  of  his  character 
to  conclude  this  account  of  him  by  saying,  that  he  was 
equal  in  talents,  attainments,  and  moral  worth,  to  most, 
and  superior  to  many  of  his  contemporaries. 

*  Zouch^s  lAfe  of  Sydney^  p.  328. 
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Though  an  accomplished  courtier  and  a  respectable 
poet^  Sib  Fulks  Grkville^  afterwards  Lord 
Brooke^  is  chiefly  known  as  the  friend  of  Sir  Phi- 
lip Sydney.  His  lineage  is  too  well  ascertained  to  re- 
quire any  more  notice  being  taken  of  it  here  than  to 
observe,  that  he  was  the  kinsman,  as  well  as  the 
chosen  associate  of  Sydney,  both  being  descended  from 
Sir  Edward  Grey,  the  father  of  John  Lord  Qtej  of 
Groby;  and  that,  though  this  relationship  was  exceed- 
ingly distant,  still,  as  the  claims  of  kindred  were  ad- 
mitted when  much  farther  removed  than'  they  would 
be  at  the  present  day,  it  is  not  impossible  that  it 
strengthened  their  ^endship.  Greville  was  intro- 
duced at  court  at  a  very  early  age,  and  was  so  fully 
possessed  with  the  chivalrous  desire  of  distinguishing 
himself,  that  he  incurred  Queen  Elizabeth's  displeasure 
by  going  abroad  with  the  hope  of  being  present  at  a 
battle  between  Henry  III.  of  France  and  the  King  of 
Navarre,  for  which  offence  he  was  banished  the  royal 
presence  for  six  months.  His  ardour  was  not,  how- 
ever, extinguished  by  this  check ;  for  when  Sir  Philip 
Sydney  meditated  joining  Sir  Francis  Drake's  expe- 
dition. Sir  Fulke,  as  he  expresses  it  himself,  ''  having 
been  brought  up  with  him  from  his  youth,  was  chosen 
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to  be  his  loving  and  beloved  Achates  in  this  voyage  ;'* 
but  being  discovered  by  her  Majesty,  they  were  com- 
pelled, by  the  menace  of  her  severest  displeasure,  to 
return  to  the  Court. 

It  was  about  this  period  of  his  life  that  he  became 
inspired  with  a  taste  for  poetic  composition,  of  which 
several  specimens  are  extant.  On  the  death  of  Sir 
Philip  Sydney  he  became  his  biographer,  and  solaced 
his  grief  for  his  loss  by  delineating  his  character  and 
virtues.  During  the  latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Elisa- 
beth he  held  several  honourable  offices,  and  at  her 
death  was  Treasurer  of  the  Navy,  a  situation  which  he 
had  filled  for  some  years ;  and  was  created  a  Knight 
of  the  Bath  at  James's  coronation,  15th  July,  1603, 
shortly  after  which  event  he  was  appointed  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer,  and  admitted  into  the  Privy  Council. 
In  right  of  his  grandmother  he  was  one  of  the  coheirs 
of  the  barony  of  WiUoughby  de  Broke,  a  dignity  now 
vested  in  the  representative  of  his  sister  Margaret, 
who  married  Sir  Richard  Vemey,  Knight.  By  letters 
patent,  dated  I9th  January,  1620-1,  Sir  Fulke  Gre- 
yille  was  created  a  peer  by  the  title  of  Baron  Brooke, 
of  Beauchamp's  Court,  in  the  County  of  Warwick,  with 
limitation  of  that  honour,  failing  his  issue  male,  to  his 
kinsman,  Robert  Greville,  Esq.  the  ancestor  of  the 
present  Earl  and  Baron  Brooke,  and  Earl  of  War- 
wick. On  being  raised  to  the  Peerage  he  resigned  the 
Chancellorship  of  the  Exchequer,  and  was  constituted 
one  of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  King's  Bedchamber.  He 
was  never  married ;  and  wishing  to  perpetuate  the 
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honour  of  his  name^  settled  all  his  lands  by  will>  dated 
18th  February,  1627-^,  on  his  relative  Robert  Gre- 
viUe,  his  successor  in  his  honours.  His  death  was  pro- 
duced by  the  treachery  of  one  of  his  household,  named 
Heywood^  who  was  a  legatee  in  his  master's  will,  but 
being  omitted  in  a  codicil,  by  which  an  alteration  was 
made  in  the  former  testament,  he,  when  alone  with 
him  in  his  lordship's  bedchamber,  in  Brooke  House 
in  Holborn,  warmly  expostulated  on  the  circumstance, 
and  in  a  moment  of  ungovernable  rage,  stabbed  bis 
aged  master  in  the  back,  and  escaping  into  another 
room,  destroyed  himself  before  he  could  be  secured. 
Lord  Brooke  languished  a  few  days,  and  died  on  the 
30th  September,  1628,  in  the  7^th  year  of  his  age, 
and  was  buried  on  the  north  side  of  the  choir  of  the 
church  of  Warwick,  in  an  apartment  which  was  ori- 
ginally the  chapter-house  of  the  dean  and  canons,  un- 
der a  monument  of  black  and  white  marble,  which  he 
had  erected  himself;  on  which  was  engraven  the  follow- 
ing celebrated  and  romantic  inscription,  of  which  it  has 
been  well  observed,  '^  that  he  could  not  have  delivered 
to  posterity  materials  for  an  estimate  of  his  character 
more  modest  yet  more  comprehensive." 

FULKE  GREVILE, 

SERVANT   TO   QUESN   BLIZABBTH, 

COUNSELLOR   TO   KINO  JAMES, 

AND 

FRIEND    TO    SIR    PHILIP    8YDNBV. 

TROPHiBUM   PBCCATI. 


MARY,  COUNTESS  OF  PEMBROKE. 


This  distinguished  woman  was  equally  illustrious 
by  her  birth  and  by  her  love  of  literature.  As  the 
beloYed  sister  of  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  to  whom  he 
dedicated  his  Arcadia,  ^  her  name  must  have  been 
preserved,  had  she  not  claims  on  the  respect  of  pos- 
terity independent  of  the  celebrity  conferred  upon 
her  by  others.  A  poet  herself,  she  was  the  patron 
of  that  "  prince  of  poets,"  as  Francis  Davison  em- 
phatically terms  him,*  Samuel  Daniel,  and  probably 
also,  in  some  degree,  of  Spenser.  Her  works,  though 
not  perhaps  entitled  to  great  praise,  are  not  void  of 
merit;  but  they  are  chiefly  deserving  of  attention 
as  evidence  of  the  literary  attainments  of  a  female  at 
a  period,  when  the  pen  did  not  so  frequently  usurp 
the  place  of  the  needle  as  at  present.  The  Tra^ 
gedy  of  Anthony y  done  into  English  by  the  Countess  qf 
Pembroke;  printed  in  1595,  and  dated  from  Ramsbury, 
26th  November,  1590;  An  Excellent  Discourse  of  Life 
and  Death,  written  in  French;  done  into  English  by 
the  Countess  of  Pembroke;  dated  Wilton,  13th  May, 
1590;  and  the  Dialogue  between  Two  Shepherds  in 
Praise  ofAstrea,  printed  in  the  Poetical  Rhapsody, 

•  P.  145. 
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k  pages  39  lo  41,  are  the  only  iiniiimbled  pruductions  of  I 
Eber  pen.  The  version  of  the  Psalnin  generally  attri- 
r  buted  to  Sir  Philip  Sjduey,  is  considered  by  Sir.  Park 
to  have  been  the  joint  conipoKttiun  of  his  sister ;  and 
which  opinion  is  corrobornted  by  Fronds  Davison  hav- 
ing noticed  some  "  Psalms  by  the  Countess  of  Pem- 
broke."* She  was  the  third  wife  of  William  Herbert, 
BBCund  far]  nf  Pembroke.  K.G.,  whom  she  married  in 
1€25<  This  alliance  was,  it  Appears  from  a  letter  from 
her  father  to  his  brother-in-law  the  Earl  of  Ldceater, 
■0  desirable  to  him,  that  he  observes,  lie  would  "  lye 
a  year  in  close  prison  rntlier  than  it  should  break."f 

The  Earl  died  at  Wilton,  lilth  January,  1601,  leav-  > 
ing  by  his  widow  two  sons  :  William,  his  sncc(!ssor  ia  , 
the  earldom,  and  to  whom,  probably  from  the  remote 
ftuuily  cuune:iiun  shown  in  a  former  page,  Francis  Da- 
viaon  inscribed  the  Purticai.  HnAFeooy;  Philip;  and 
A  daughter  Ann,  who  died  young.  The  Cbiintess  hav- 
ing attained  a  very  advanced  age,  died  at  her  house  in 
Aldersgate-street,  London,  25th  September,  1621,  and 
was  buried  with  her  lord  in  Salisbury  Cathedral. 

The  lines  to  her  memory  by  Ben  Jonson  have  t>een 
BO  much  and  so  justly  admired,  that  nothing  but  their 
extraordinary  beauty  could  justify  the 
,  them  in  this  place. 

UntlKriiestli  tlijs  marlile  bmrse 


■f  nil  VI 


Sydney's  sinttr,  Pembroke's 
Death,  e.ie  ihou  hwl  tStda  ui 
Gtkbi,  Biid  good,  aiiil  fuir  as 
Time  iluL  lliTDW  H  ilort  at  i 


f  Zaaih't  lAfa  of  Sfdnf'j,  |i.  lUG 


SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH. 


The  romantic  life  and  melancholy  fate  of  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh;  his  splendid  abilities;  and^  perhaps  more  than 
all,  the  injustice  he  experienced,  have  combined  to  throw 
an  intensity  of  interest  around  his  character,  which  has 
rendered  it  familiar  to  every  reader.  Very  little  will 
therefore  be  expected  to  be  said  of  him  in  this  brief 
sketch  of  the  contributors  to  the  Poetical  Rhapsody, 
because  nothing  could  be  stated  which  would  not  be  a 
repetition  of  what  has  been  so  frequently  and  so  much 
more  ably  detailed.  The  plan  adopted  relative  to  Sir 
Philip  Sydney,  of  submitting  a  chronological  abstract 
of  the  most  important  events  in  his  life,  will  therefore 
be  followed;  but  it  is  impossible  to  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  first  throwing  a  few  poor  flowers  on  a  grave 
which  the  choicest  literary  parterres  have  been  cuUed 
to  adorn. 

Descended  from  an  ancient  family,  and  inherit- 
ing from  nature  its  noblest  gifts,*  both  personal 
and  intellectual,  Raleigh  possessed  all  the  chivalrous 
ardour  and  devotion  to  high  and  dangerous  enterprize 
which  characterized  the  age.  Though  at  an  early  pe- 
riod he  became  attached  to  the  court,  the  life  of  a 
courtier  but  ill  agreed  with  his  ardent  spirit ;  and  as 
no  other  opportunity  presented   itself  by  which   he 
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Linitd  obtain  distincttun,  he  eagerly  prosecuted  the 
covery  of  unknown  regions.     RapiiUy  tising  m  liis 
rereign's  est^m,  lionnurs  were  nliun<1antly  faeittowed  on 
him ;  anil,  until  his  atnonT  with  the  Indy  whom  he 
afterwnrils  uiarried,  he  continued  Ui  possess  the  good 
opinion  of   the  Queen  without  interru]>tiou ;  and 
merits  and  services  fully  jnatilied  her  partiality. 
short   Reason  of  her  displeasure   hitving  soon 
away,  he  was  restored  to  his  offices  and  tu  her  favour. 
Frum  this  event  until  death  deprived  him  of  his  illus- 
trious nustress,  his  career  wsis  as  successful  as  his  tran- 
scendent talents  deserved,  ot  his  ambition  could  desire^ 
The  enemy  of  the  impetuous  Essex,  he 
ivith  dislike  by  king  James;  and  almost  the  first  act 
that  monarch's  reign  was  to  displace  him  from 
his  appointments.      His   furtnpes   declined   from  t1 
era.    A  few  months  afterwords  he  was  accused  of  hij 
treason,    and  though  the  real  tacts  of  the  consjiii 
have  never  been,  and  probably  never  will  be  del 
loped,  after  a  triul,  mitorious  for  the 
the  forms  of  Justice  were  trampled  upon  and  despii 
Riileigh    was    condemned  to    suffer   the    ifmon 
death  of  n  traitor.     The  sentence,  however,  wi 
pended,  ond  for  twelve  years  he  wus  cnnfiued  a  pn- 
Muer  in  the  Tower:  on  which  circnmsinuce  hi»  amia- 
ble patron  Henry,  Prince  of  Walen,  olweri-ed,  MiHth  pe- 
culiar shrewdness,  that  ■"  no  other  king  hut  his  father 
would  have  kept  audi  u  bird  in  a  ea^^e." 

During  his  imprisonment  his  powerful  and  energetic 
mind,  disdaining  the  trammels  which  confined  his  body,, 


d  hl^H 
TM^I 
laased^^' 


1^ 
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employed  itself  in  literary  and  scientific  pursuits. 
What,  however^  neither  respect  for  his  talents^  nor  the 
We  of  justice  could  produc^>  was  at  length  effected  by 
a  bribe>  and  Raleigh  was  released  in  March  1617*  No 
sooner  had  he  again  tasted  the  blessings  of  freedom^ 
than  he  sought  and  obtained  a  commission  for  a  voyage 
to  Guiana.  The  loss  of  his  eldest  son^  sickness,  and 
other  unavoidable  misfortunes^  were  among  the  least  of 
the  untoward  results  of  this  undertaking  ;  for  the  of- 
fence given  by  it  to  the  Spanish  Court  induced  James 
to  adopt  the  cowardly  policy  of  sacrificing  a  man  who 
was  the  glory  of  his  reign,  as  a  victim  to  its  fury. 
Immediately  on  Raleigh's  return,  his  conduct  was  dis- 
avowed, and  he  himself  sent  to  the  Tower,  not  for  any 
new  offence  he  had  committed,  but  that  he  might  un- 
dergo the  execution  of  a  sentence  passed  fifteen  years 
preceding !  Little  as  justice  had  been  observed  on  his 
trial,  this  most  flagrant  neglect  of  every  sentiment 
of  humanity  rendered  the  former  proceedings  pure 
and  spotless  in  the  comparison ;  but  in  despite  of 
every  feeling,  social  and  moral,  public  and  private, 
Raleigh  was  beheaded  in  Old  Palace  Yard  on  the  29th 
October,  1618. 

Thus  fell  a  man  who,  in  whatever  age  he  had  lived, 
would  have  improved  and  adorned  it.  First  in  rank 
in  science,  and  in  literature;  a  most  skilful  com- 
mander ;  a  poet,  and  a  hero,  Raleigh*s  name  will  live 
for  ever  in  the  history  of  his  country :  whilst  that  of 
the  Prince  who,  though  forgetful  of  the  murder  of  his 
own  mother,  ooold,  either  in  revenge  of  that  of  his 
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fovourite  Essex,  or  from  tlie   pusillanimous  dread   i 
uffending  the  Court  of  Spain,  consent  to  the  deatruD'fl 
tion  of  so  illustrioua  a  subject,  must  be  remembere  * 
mth  pity,  if  nut  mlli  indignation. 

Extmordinary  as  many  of  the   events  uf  ItaleJgh'H 
life  were,  it  tvas,  us  ia  pointed  nut  \>j  liis  able  bio^ 
pher,*  ihe  nii>Bt  singular  iif  them,  that  he  should  hayt^ 
been  condemned   fur  a  cimBpirat-y  in  favour  of  Spai 
but  that  tlie  sentence  should  only  liuve  been  executetl 
in  consequence  of  his  hostile  actii  ^aini>t  that  country  K 
The  intercession  used  by  Anne,  James's  comtort, 
ftvour  of  Raleigh,  whilst  it  is  highly  honourable  to  h 
memory,  shows  the  rancorous  feeling  whicli  eiisted  in 
the  heart  of  her  husband,  that  even  her  solicitationa 
iihould  have  been  in  vain. 


1562. 

Sit  Walter  lUldKh  waa  bom  >!  Haye.,  in  i 

isim. 

Became  a  Cunmiouer  of  Oriel  CoOege,  Oxio 

lara. 

Oci^ilicr. 

ill  aid  of  the  Uufmnnt*. 

IQ76. 

R«luni«l  to  EnKluil). 

Ifi77- 

Atlended  8ir  Jolm  Norri*  to  tlu  L-i«-  lUn 

AuocimpBiiied  Iu'h  luOf  l>rothi-r,  Sir  Hiimphrv 

Oillieri,  in  his  voynjfc  to  Ammoi. 
:iis[.      Woi  ill  IreUnd,  sod   nerved   with   diitiasj 

tion  Hgiunul  llie  ralielii. 
iig>      Wiu,  wflh  Sir  Willinm  Morf^n  nad  Cuf 

Piers,  appointed  to  gDvem  the  Prci 

niuiutttr. 

•  Csyley'i  Uf'  of  Sir  Wallet  Raleigh. 
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IMS.  Introduced   to  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  soon 

after  appointed  to  attend  Simier,  the  agent 
of  the  Duke  of  Anjou. 

1&8S.  11th  June.    Aooompanied  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert  in  hit 

expedition,  but  was  forced  back  to  Ply* 
mouth. 

1584.  25th  March.  Received    the    Queen's  Patent  to  discover 

^^  Remote  Heathen  Barbarous  Lands,*'  and 
about  the  same  time  was  granted  another 
patent  for  licensing  the  venders  of  wine. 

-  27th  ApriL    Two  vessels,  fitted  out  by  Raleigh,  sailed  in 

pursuance  of  the  said  patent,  and  on  the 
4th  of  July  they  discovered  Virginia. 

Elected  Knight  of  the  Shire  for  the  Ckmnty  of 

Devon. 
1685.  Received  the  honour  of  knighthood. 

Obtained  a  grant  of   12,000  acres    in    the 

Counties  of  Cork  and  Waterford,  in  Ire- 
land. 

Appointed  Warden  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall, 

and  Lord  Warden  of  the  Stannaries  in 

Devon  and  Cornwall. 
1586.  Was  constituted  Captain  of  the  Ouard  to  her 

Majesty,  and  Lieutenant-General  of  Corn- 
wall. 
1587*  Received  a  grant  of  the  lands  of  Anthony  Ba- 

bington. 
Was  at  this  time  Gentleman  of  the  Queen's 

Privy  Chamber. 
1589.  7th  March.  Assigned  over  his  patent  of  the  Plantation 

of  Virginia. 

About  this  year  he  had  also   a  patent  for 

granting  licences  for  the  keeping  of  ta- 
verns and  for  retailing  wine. 
— —  Sailed  under  Sir  Francis  Drake  and  Sir  John 

h 
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Norris,  to  assist  l>on  Antonio  in  his  claim 

to  the  throne  of  PortugaL 
1589.     August.      The  Earl  of  Essex  ^^  chased  Raleigh  from  the 

Court,  and  confined  him  in  Ireland.'* 
1991.    27  Dec.       Spenser  dedicated  Co/tn  CUnU  come  Home 

again  to  Raleigh,  though  that  poem  was  not 

published  until  1595. 
.— .  Raleigh  wrote  his  Defence  of  Sir  Richard 

Orenville's  action  off  the  Azores  with  a  Spa- 
nish squdron. 
1692.    February.    Sailed   as    General  of    the   Fleet  destined 

against  the  Spanish  Settlements  in  the  West 

Indies. 

—  July.        Was  imprisoned  in  the  Tower  soon  after  his 

return,    for    having     seduced     Elizabeth 
Throkmorton,  a  maid  of  honour,  whom  he 
however  married. 
-..^    September.    Liberated  from  the  Tower. 

1593.  Feb.  to  April.  Distinguished  himself  in  the  House  of  Com- 

mons as  a  speaker. 

1594.  Obtained  a  grant  o£  the  Manor  of  Sherborne, 

in  Dorsetshire;  about  which  time  he  ex- 
pected to  hare  been  admitted  of  the  Privy 
Council,  having  recovered  the  Queen's 
favour,  which  he  had  lost  from  his  tiStdr 
with  Miss  Throckmorton.  In  this  year 
also  his  eldest  son  Walter  was  bom. 

1595.  6  Feb.       Sailed  from  England  on  His  voyage  to  Guiana. 
— »        July.       Returned  to  England. 

1596.  1st  June.    Sailed  in  the  Fleet  under  the  oonmuind  of  the 

Earl  of  Essex  against  Spain. 

—  10th  Aug.    Arrived  at  Plymouth. 

1597*  Was  candidate  for  the  office  of  Vice-Cham- 

berlain, and  endeavoured  to  be  allowed  to 
exercise  his  office  o£  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
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1697-    June  Ist 


July  10. 


1599.  August. 

1600.  January. 
—  May. 


from  which  he  had  been  suspended,  pro- 
bably when  confined  in  the  Tower. 

Was  reinstated  in  his  office  and  in  the  favour 
of  the  Queen. 

Sailed  as  Rear-Admiral  of  the  Fleet  in  the 
expedition  commonly  called  the  Island 
Voyage* 

The  fleet  returned. 

Acted  as  mediator,  by  the  Queen^s  command, 
between  the  Earls  of  Essex  and  Notting- 
ham, and  took  his  seat  in  the  Parliament, 
which  met  24th  October  in  this  year. 

Ckinstituted  Vice- Admiral  of  the  Fleet  des- 
tined to  oppose  the  expected  invasion. 

Disappointed  in  being  made  a  Privy  Counsel- 
lor, he  returned  to  Sherborne. 

Returned  to  the  Court,  and  renewed  his  ap- 
plications for  the  office  of  Vice-Chamber- 
lain ;  soon  afterwards  he  accompanied 
Lord  Cobham  to  Flanders,  and  returned  in 
a  few  weeks. 
._  26thAugu8t.  Appointed  Governor  of  Jersey. 

1601.     February,    Examined  relative  to  Essex^s  conspiracy,  and 

acted  as  Captain  of  the  Guard  at  his  exe. 
cution. 

—.-.  Was  appointed  to  receive  M.  de  Rosny,  after- 

wards Duke  de  Sully,  and  accompanied  the 
Queen  in  her  progresses  in  this  year. 
■  I     27th Oct.       Sat  in   Parliament  as  knight  of  the  shire 

for  Cornwall,  and  was  conspicuous  in  it  as 
a  speaker  on  many  important  subjects. 

1603.  Queen  Elizabeth  died,  and  Raleigh  was  de- 

prived of  his  office  of  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
and  also  of  his  patent  for  wines ;  in  recom- 

h  2 
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pense  for  which  he  received  a  grant  tif 
300/.  per  annum. 
1(103.  August.  Accused  as  a  party  to  Lord  Cobham*s  conspi- 
racy, and  was  committed  to  the  Tower, 
where  he  is  said  to  hare  attempted  to  de« 
stroy  himself. 

17  Nov.       Tried  at  Winchester,   and  condenmed    and 

.  attainted. 

-  15th  Dec    Removed  again  to  the  Tower. 

1604.  The  goods  and  chattels  forfeited  by  his  at- 

tainder granted  to  others. 

1605.  His  second  son,  Carew,  bom. 

1614.  His  ''  History  of  the  World  "  published. 

1616.  17th  March.  Released  from  the  Tower. 

■         26th  Aug.    Obtained   a    commission    for    a  voyage    to 

Guiana. 

1617.  28th  March.  Sailed  with  his  fleet  from  the  Thames. 

November.   Arrived  at  Guiana. 

December.    His  eldest  son,  Walter,  killed  in  an  assault. 

1618.  June  or  July.  Returned  to  England. 

10th  Aug.    Apprehended  near  Weolwich  in  attempting 

to  escape,  and  committed  to  the  Tower. 
— ^    28th  Oct.      Summoned     before    the    Court    of    EJng^s 

Bench,  and  the  sentence  passed  on  him  in 
November  1603,  just  fifteen  years  before^ 
ordered  to  be  carried  into  execution.  The 
King,  however,  directed  that  he  should  be 
beheaded. 

Thursday,!  Beheaded  in   Old   Palace-Yard.    His  body 

29th  Oct./  yf2A  buried  in  the  chancel  near  the  altar  of 
St.  Margaret,  Westminster ;  but  his  head, 
after  being  preserved  for  twenty-nine  years 
by  his  widow,  is  supposed  to  have  been  bu- 
ried at  West  Horsley,  in  Surrey. 


SIB   WALTER   SALEIGH.  CI 

The  only  poem  printed  in  the  Rhapsody  which 
was  undoubtedly  written  by  Raleigh^  is,  A  Poesy  to 
prove  Affection  is  not  Love,  p.  276  to  278;  but  Sir 
£gerton  Brydges^  in  the  Lee  Priory  edition  of  that 
work,  has  attributed  every  article  signed  Ignoto  or 
Anomos,  as  well  as  that  excessively  beautiful  poem. 
The  Lie,  to  his  pen;  though  that  elegant  writer  after- 
wards admits  that  the  reason  which  induced  him  to  do 
80  was  not  so  well  grounded  as  he  expected.  Some 
remarks  on  The  Lie  will  be  found  in  a  note  appended 
to  it,  where  the  observation  that  it  could  not,  from  the 
date,  have  been  written,  as  is  pretended,  by  Sir  Walter 
the  night  before  his  execution,  is  repeated.  It  is  ne« 
vertheless  possible  that  it  was  written  by  Raleigh  the 
night  before  he  expected  to  have  been  executed  at 
Winchester,  November  1603,  a  circumstance  which  is 
perfectly  reconcileable  to  dates,  and  in  some  degree 
accounts  for  the  tradition  alluded  to. 
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Sir  John  Davies  was  born  in  1570^  at  Chisgrove, 
in  the  parish  of  Tylsbury  in  Wiltshire^  and  was  the 
son  of  an  opulent  tanner  of  that  place.  At  the  age 
of  fifteen  he  became  a  Commoner  of  Queen's  Collie, 
Oxford,  where  his  progress  in  his  studies  was  highly 
creditable ;  and  after  taking  a  degree  in  Arts,  he  en- 
tered himself  of  the  Middle  Temple,  by  which  Society 
he  was  called  to  the  Bar.  Having  quarrelled  with, 
and  beaten,  Richard  Martin,  afterwards  Recorder  of 
London,  at  dinner  in  the  Hall,  he  was  expelled  the 
Society;  when  he  returned  to  Oxford,  and  there  com- 
posed his  admirable  poem,  Nosce  Teipsum,  which  was 
published  in  1599,  in  quarto,  and  dedicated  to  Queen 
Elizabeth.  By  the  interest  of  the  Lord  Keeper  Eger- 
ton,  Davies  was  restored  to  the  Society  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  practised  at  the  Bar,  and  was  elected  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Parliament  which  met  at  Westminster  in 
1601.     On  the  death  of  Queen  Elizabeth  he  went, 

*  As  the  biographical  sketches  of  Davison,  Sydney,  and 
Dyer,  have  nearly  occupied  the  whole  space  which  it  was  in- 
tended to  give  to  the  notices  of  the  Contributors  to  the  Rhap- 
sody, this  and  the  following  must  be  as  brief  as  possible. 
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with  Lord  Hunsdon^  to  oongratalate  King  James  upon 
his  accession;  and  being  recognized  by  him  as  the 
author  of  Nogce  Teipsuniy  was  most  graciously  received. 
James's  favour  towards  Davies  was  soon  displayed  by 
his  appointing  hiin  Solicitor,  and  shortly  afterwards^ 
Attorney  General  in  Ireland.  Whilst  holding  the  lat^ 
ter  office  the  king  conferred  the  honour  of  knighthood 
upon  him,  on  the  11th  February,  1607*  He  was  con- 
stituted King's  Serjeant  SOth  June,  1612,  and  is  said 
to  have  been  appointed  Chief  Justice  of  the  King's 
Bench  in  1626,  but  he  died  suddenly  of  apoplexy  on 
the  7th  December,  in  that  year  before  he  had  taken  his 
seat.  Sir  John  Davies  married  £leanor  Touchet, 
daughter  of  George,  Baron  Audley,  and  Earl  of  Castle- 
haven  in  Ireland ;  which  alliance,  it  seems,  took  place 
about  March  1609:*  the  only  issue  of  it  Was  a  son,  who 
was  an  ideot,  and  a  daughter,  Lucy,  who  married  Ferdi- 
nando,  sixth  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  and  by  him  had  four 
sons  and  six  daughters.     The  Countess  died  in  1652. 

Davies's  works  are  well  known;  hence  it  is  only 
necessary  to  allude  to  his  contributions  to  the  Rhap- 
sody. The  first  article.  Yet  other  Twelve  Wonders  of 
the  World;  A  Lottery  presented  before  the  Queen; 
and,  A  Contention  betwixt  a  Wife,  a  Widow,  and  a 
Maid,  were  certainly  written  by  him;  but  it  is  doubt- 
ful whether  the  Hymn  in  Praise  of  Music,  t  and  the 

•  See  a  letter  from  Chamberlaine  amon^  the  Addit.  MSS.  in 
the  British  Museum,  noticed  in  Part  III.  p.  23,  of  the  Lee 
Priory  Edition  of  the  Rhapsody. 

t  P-  261. 


CIV 


BIOCKAPHICAL  VOTICSS. 


Ten  SomneU  to  Pkihmd,^  which  follow  it^  signed  L  D. 
were  hi«  producdoiis,  or  those  of  JiAm  Doiine>  the 
celebrated  Dean  of  St.  Paul's.  Sir  Egerton  Brydges 
observes^  that  ''they  seem  rather  to  partake  of  the 
omceits  of  Donne  than  of  the  simple  vigour  of  Da- 
vies;"  and  the  idea  that  Donne  was  the  author  of  them 
is  in  some  degree  supported  by  Francis  Davison's  note 
of  Manuscriptt  io  get,  apparently  for  the  Rhapsodv^ 
among  which  were>  ScUyres,  Elegies,  Epigrams^  4^.  by 
John  Don,f 


•  P.  283  to  271. 


•f  See  p.  xlv. 
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As  a  contributor  to  the  Rhapsody^  the  immortal 
Spenser  claims  a  place  in  these  biographical  sketches; 
but^  like  Raleigh  and  Sydney^  his  name  is  too  gene- 
rally known  by  the  world,  to  justify  any  other  account 
of  him  than  a  slight  abstract  of  the  principal  events 
of  his  life. 

Spenser  is  said  to  have  been  bom  in  East  Smithfield,  London, 
about  the  year  1553.  His  pedigree  is  unknown,  for  though  he 
daimed  to  be  related  to  the  ancient  family  of  his  name  in 
Northamptonshire,  the  connexion  has  never  been  ascertained. — 
He  waa  educated  at  Pembroke  Hall,  Cambridge.* 

1573.    January.    Took  his  degree  of  A.  B. 

1578.  Proceeded  M.A.,  and  retired  to  the  North, 

in  consequence  of  being  disappointed  of  a 
Fellowship. 

About  this  period  he  became  enamoured  of  his 
RoscUind^  and  is  presumed  to  have  written 
his  Shepherd*s  Calendar,  and  which 
obtained  the  patronage  of  Sir  Philip  Sydney, 
to  whom  it  was  dedicated. 

1579.  Was  sent  abroad  by  the  Earl  of  Leicester. 
1680.  Became  Secretary  to  Arthur  Lord  Grey  of 

Wilton,  on  that  nobleman  being  appointed 
Lord  Deputy  of  Ireland. 

•  Sir  Egerton  Brydgpes's  edition  of  Philips's  Theatrum  Poe- 
iarum. 
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1582.  Returned  to  England  on  Lord  Grey  being  re- 

called ;  and  is  presumed  from  this  time  to 
1686,  to  have  been  employed  in  the  compo- 
sition of  the  Faerie  Queene. 

1586.  June  27*     Obtained  a  grant  of  3000  acres  in  the  county 

of  Cork,  in  Ireland,  part  of  the  estate  for- 
feited by  the  Earl  of  Desmond. 

1587.  Tock  possession  of  his  estate  in  Ireland,  and 

seated  himself  at  Kilcolman,  near  the  river 
Mulla,  where  he  continued  until  visited  by 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  when  he  was  persuaded 
by  him  to  prepare  the  three  first  books  of 
the  Faerie  Queene  for  publication. 

1588.  Accompanied  Raleigh  to  London. 

1590.  January.    The  three  first  books  of  the  Faerie  Queens 

appeared  in  4to.  About  this  period  he  mar- 
ried, and  appears  to  have  returned  to  Ire- 
land, where  he  composed  three  additional 
books  of  the  Faerie  Queene,  and  other 
Poems. 

1591.  February.    Obtained  a  pension  of  50/.  a  year  from  the 

Queen. 

1595.  Published  his  Colin  Clout  come  Home  again, 

1596.  He  wrote  A  View  of  the  State  of  Ireland ; 

and  in  this  year  the  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth 
books  of  the  Faerie  Queexe  appeared, 
when  he  is  presumed  to  have  again  come 
to  London. 
1597*  lu  this  year  Spenser  has  been  supposed  to 

have  closed  his  mortal  career,  in  Ireland; 
though  Camden  states,  that  being  obliged  to 
return  to  England  in  1598,  in  consequence 
of  Tyrone's  rebellion,  when  his  fortune  was 
plundered,  he  died  either  in  that  or  the  fol- 
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lowing  year.  His  decease,  it  has  been  le- 
oently  stated,  occurred  in  London  on  the 
16th  of  January,  1598-9.  He  was  buried 
in  Westminster  Abbey,  at  the  expense  of 
the  Earl  of  Essex.  In  the  rebeUion  aUuded 
to,  Ben  Jonson  asserts  that  Spenser^s  goods 
were  robbed;  his  house  and  little  child 
burnt;  that  he  and  his  wife  narrowly 
escaped  a  similar  fate ;  and  that  he  refused 
twenty  pieces  sent  him  by  the  Earl  of 
Essex,  and  gave  this  answer  to  the  person 
who  brought  them — ^^  That  he  was  sure  he 
had  no  time  to  spend  them.*'  Spenser  is 
related  to  have  left  two  sons,  Sylvanus  and 
Peregrine ;  and  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II., 
Hugolin  Spenser,  a  great  grandson  of  the 
poet,  is  recorded  to  have  been  restored  to 
part  of  his  father's  lands. 

Dr.  Birch  *  cites  the  following  lines  from  ParnassuSy 
or  the  Scourge  of  Simony,  puhliquely  acted  hy  the  Stu* 
dents  in  St.  Johns  College  in  Cambridge,  printed  in 
1606,  as  evidence  that  Spenser  died  in  a  very  destitute 
condition.     After  eulogizing  the  poet,  it  is  observed, 

^^  And  yet  for  all,  this  unregarding  soil 
Unlac't  the  line  of  his  desired  life. 
Denying  maintenance  for  his  deare  reliefe. 
Careless  cate  to  prevent  his  exequy, 
Scarce  deigning  to  s}iut  up  his  dying  eye." 

Such  are  the  only  facts  known  of  a  man  whose  works 
will  be  coeval  with  the  language  in  which  they  are 

*  Memoirs  of  the  Reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 


cvm 


•lOCKAPfflCAI.    3COTICKS. 


written;  and  htmewermuth  h  is  Id  be  icgretted  that 
wtBTB  BiiiiBtf  potiealaii  of  Ids  life  and  diaiacter  bave 
not  been  preserted,  it  b  at  least  consoling  to  bis  ad- 
mirer to  reflect,  tbat  of  all  who  hare  adorned  the  lite- 
latnre  of  tbeir  oonntrj,  or  ^dio  are  identified  with  its 
£une,  in  none  can  tbe  loss  allndcd  to  be,  of  less  im- 
portance ;  for  the  m^^ity  genins  of  Spenser  was  alone 
sufficient  to  render  bis  name  imperishable. 

The  onl  J  article  from  his  pen  whidi  was  introdnced 
into  the  Rhapsodt,  b  an  elegy  entitled  Lefo^s  Ewh- 
bossy,  which  will  be  found  in  p.  290. 


i 


JOSHUA  SYLVESTER. 


Thr  btography  ef  this  individual,  who  was  knows 
by  the  name  of  "  silver-tongued  Sylvester,"  and  who 
is  described  by  Sir  Egerton  Brydges  *  as  the  most  pa- 
pular writer  of  King  James's  reign,  is  extremely  scanty. 
He  was  educated  by  his  uncle  W.  Plumb,  Esq.  and  is 
said  to  have  been  a  mercbant  adventurer. 
„  Distinguished  alike  by  his  moral  conduct,  bis  piety, 

W  his  patience  in  adversity,  bis  talents,  and  his  acqoire- 
tnents,  be  obtained  the  respect  of  Queen  Elizabetl^  (tf 
James  the  First,  and  of  the  amiable  Henry  Prince  of 
Wales.  In  159?  he  was  a  candidate  for  the  situation  of 
secretary  to  the  merchant  adventurers  of  Stodej  and 
the  Earl  of  Essex  in  that  year  wrote  two  letters,  the 
one  of  a  private  nature  to  Mr.  Ferrars,  the  Deputy  Oo- 
remor,  and  the  other  a  public  one  to  the  Company, 
strongly  recommending  him  for  the  appointment  ;f  but 
whether  the  application  was  successful  has  not  been 
ascertained. 

Sylvester's  chief  production  was  a  translation  of 
Du  Bartas'  Poem  on  the  Creation,  {  to  which  some  of 

*  Preface  to  the  Lee  Priory  edition  qf  (ft*  Hhapmdy,  p.  70. 

t  Birch'i  Mtmoiri  of  Queen  EliMaUth,  vol.  ji.  page  341. 

X  This  poem  went  through  Ihirtji-eigkt  editions  in  five  ye>r>, 
Bod  was  cranalated  into  Latin,  EnglJah,  German,  Spanisli,  and 
Italian — Xm  Priory  edit,  nflhe  Rhaptody,  p.  72. 
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his  own  poems  were  added.  With  the  French^ 
Spanish^  Dutch^  Italian^  and  Latin  languages^  he  is 
stated  to  have  been  well  acquainted ;  but  his  forward- 
ness in  exposing  and  correcting  the  vices  of  the  age^ 
excited  a  powerful  resentment  against  him ;  and  his 
ooantry,  it  has  been  observed,  having  treated  him  with 
ingratitude,  he  retired  to  Middleburg  in  Zealand, 
where  he  died  in  1618,  aged  fifty-five. 

A  list  of  Sylvester's  works  will  be  found  in  Ritson's 
Bibliographia  Poetica;  but  it  would  appear  from  Da- 
vison's memorandum  of  Manuscripts  to  get,*  that  he 
had  also  written  some  Psalms. 

His  production  in  the  Rhapsody  consists  only  of  a 
Sonnet,  which  is  inserted  in  p.  288. 


Page  xlr. 


HENRY  CONSTABLE. 


This  writer  is  presumed  to  have  been  descended 
from  the  ancient  fiEunily  of  that  name  in  Yorkshire, 
and  to  have  taken  his  degree  of  B.A.  at  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  in  1579.  It  is  evident  that  he 
was  a  Catholic,  and  that  he  was  in  the  employment  of 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  of  whom,  in  one  of  his  Sonnets, 
he  speaks  as  his  dear  mistress.  His  political  opinions 
caused  him  to  be  banished  for  many  years  from  this 
country;  and  in  1595  he  was  at  Paris,  from  which 
place  he  wrote  thus  to  Anthony  Bacon,*  dated  6th  of 
October,  in  that  year. 

'^  It  was  my  fortune  once  to  be  beloved  of  the  most  part  of  the 
most  virtuous  gentlemen  of  my  country ;  neither  think  I  that  I 
have  deserved  their  evil  liking  since :  I  trust  I  have  given  my 
Ijord  of  Essex  sufficiently  to  understand  the  dutiful  affection  I 
bear  to  my  Country ;  and  all  my  Catholic  countrymen  that  know 
me,  are  witnesses  how  far  I  am  against  violent  proceedings." 

In  January  1596,  Constable  was  at  Rouen,  and 
wrote  from  thence  to  the  Countess  of  Shrewsbury,  im- 
ploring her  to  obtain  permission  for  him  to  return  to 
England.^      Shortly    afterwards   he    came   privately 

*  It  is  from  this  letter.,  which  is  preserved  in  the  library  of 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  that  the  faO'Simile  of  his  auto- 
graph was  taken. 

-f  These  letters  are  printed  in  Lodgers  lUtutrations  of  British 
Hitiory;    but  the    Editor  says,    he    can    neither   affirm    nor 
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to  Londofi ;  bnt  being  soon  disooyered,  he  was  inqiri- 
mied  in  the  Tcfwer,  from  which  he  was  released  in  the 
hitter  end  of  the  year  1604^  after  which  erent  nothing 
can  be  traced  of  him. 

One  of  his  contemporaries,  in  1G06>  speaking  of 
Constable,  says. 


^  Sweet  CcnsiaUe  doth  take  the  wondering  ev. 
And  lays  it  up  in  willing  imprisonment.'' 

and  in  1616,  Bolton  in  his  Hypercritica,  alludes  to  him. 


**"  Noble  Henry  Conetable  was  a  great  master  of  the 
toogue ;   nor  bad  any  gentleman  of  oar  nation  a  more  poiey 
quick,  or  higher  delivery  of  conceits." 

From  the  construction  of  the  passages  just  quoted 
it  may  be  inferred,  that  Constable  was  living  in  1606 ; 
but  that  he  was  dead  when  noticed  by  Bolton  in 
1618. 

His  only  contribution  to  the  Rhapsody  was  one 
Sonnet,  addressed  to  the  Countesses  of  Cumberland 
and  Warwick,  printed  in  page  292;  though  Francis 
Davison  includes  in  his  memorandum  of  ManuscripU  to 
gel,*  "  Hen.  Constable's  63  Sonnets,"  which  is  very 
nearly  the  number  in  the  manuscript  collection  of  his 
Sonnets,  lately  discovered  by  the  Rev.  John  Todd,  f 

deny  that  thin  Henry  Constable  was  the  poet.  Sir  Egerton 
Brydges,  however,  conceives  that  there  can  be  little  doabt  on  the 
point ;  and  hence,  in  the  Lee  Priory  Edition  of  the  Rhapsody^ 
from  which  the  above  account  has  been  almost  entirely  taken, 
lie  has  spoken  with  certainty  of  the  poet  being  the  writer  of  thia 
correspondence. 

*  Page  zlv.  t  Lee  Priory  Edition  qf  the  Rhapeodyy  p.  133. 


ROBERT  GREENE * 


This  unfortunate  poet  was  a  native  of  Norwich^  and 
is  supposed  to  have  been  bom  about  the  year  1550. 
His  father  is  said  to  have  been  a  citizen  of  that  'place, 
and^  by  the  exercise  of  trade>  to  have  accumulated  a 
sufficient  fortune  to  send  his  son  to  the  university  of 
Cambridge^  where  he  was  admitted  of  St.  John's  Col- 
lege^ and  proceeded  B.  A.  in  1578;  not  long  after  which 
he  travelled  into  Italy  and  Spain.  In  1583  he  took 
his  degree  of  M.A.  at  Clare  Hall^  and  it  has  been 
asserted  that  he  soon  afterwards  entered  into  holy 
orders,  and  was  the  individual  who  was  presented  to 
the  vicarage  of  Tottesbury  in  Essex,  on  the  19th  of 
June,  1584;  but,  as  will  be  more  fully  stated,  there 
are  good  grounds  for  believing  that  he  was  ordained 
nearly  eight  years  before. 

His  chief,  if  not  only  occupation  was,  however,  com- 
posing plays  and  amatory  pamphlets ;  and  he  appears 
to  have  fallen  into  the  lowest  courses  of  vice  and  de- 
bauchery ;  conduct  which,  as  it  has  been  well  re- 
marked^ was  totally  inconsistent  with  the  duties  of  his 
sacred  office.     An  author  by  profession,  and  the  asso- 

*  The  following  notice  of  Greene  has  been  chiefly  taken  from 
the  biographical  memoir  prefixed  to  the  reprint  by  Sir  Egerton 
Brydges  of  Greeners  Groat^s -worth  of  Wit, 
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ciate  of  some  of  the  most  dissipated  of  his  contempo- 
raries^ his  pecuniary  resources  and  his  morals  seem  to 
have  been  equally  wretched :  and  this  period  of  Greene's 
career  was^  it  seems,  afterwards  the  subject  of  his 
heartfelt  and  poignant  regret.  About  1586  he  is  sup- 
posed by  Mr.  Park  to  have  married  an  amiable  woman^ 
whom  he  deserted. 

With  the  exception  of  an  account  of  Greene's  publi- 
cations^ and  his  quarrel  with  Gabriel  Harvey^  the  pre- 
ceding notice  embraces  all  which  was  known  of  him 
by  his  accomplished  editor ;  but  from  the  following  ex- 
tract from  Rymer's  Fcederay  referred  to  in  Lansdowne 
MSS.  982,  f.  187,  as  an  addition  to  Anthony  Wood's 
account  of  Robert  Greene,  who  died  in  1592,  it  would 
appear  that  he  was  in  1576  one  of  the  Queen's  chap- 
lains, and  that  her  Majesty  presented  him  to  the  rec- 
tory of  Walkington,  in  the  diocese  of  York. 

^'  Akko  1576.  Regina,  dilectis  Nobis  in  Christo,  Deeano  et 
Capitulo  Eoclesis  nostra  Cathedralis  et  Metropolitica  Ebora- 
oensis,  aut  Vicario  suo  in  Spiritualibus  Generali  et  Officiali  Prin- 
dpali  aut  alii  cuicumque  in  hac  parte  potestatem  habenti,  Sa- 
lutem. 

^'  Ad  Rectoriam  sive  Ecdesiam  Parochialem  de  Walkington 
Eboracen.  Dioeoes.  per  mortem  Jobannis  Newcome  ultimi  Incom- 
lientift  ibidem,  jam  vacantem  et  ad  nostram  Donationem  et  Pr»- 
sentationem  pleno  jure  spectantem,  Dilectum  Nobis  in  Christo, 
Robertum  Grene,  unum  Capellanorum  nostrorum  Capella  dos- 
tre  Regiae,  vobis  tenore  Praesentiuni  pnesentamus,  Mandantes  et 
Requirentes  quatenus  eundem  Robertum  Grene  ad  Rectoriam 
(dye  Ecdesiam  Parochialem  de  Walkington  pnedictam  admitten^, 
ipsumque  Rectorem  ejusdem  ac  in  et  de  eadem  cum  suis  Juribns 
et  Pertinentiis  universis  instituere  et  investire,  csBteraque  om- 
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nia  et  stngula  peragere  hcere  et  perimplere,  qua  vestro  in  hac 
parte  incambunt  Officio  Pastorali,  velitis  cum  favore.  In  cujoi 
rei,  &c* 

*^  Teste  Begina  apud  Gorhambury  trioeumo  prime  die  Au- 
gusti. 

"  Per  breve  de  Privato  SigUlo,'*  • 

In  the  Lee  Priory  edition  of  the  Rhapsody^  Greene 
is  said  to  have  been  bom  in  1550^  but  in  other 
works,  +  in  1560.  If  the  preceding  document  relates 
to  the  poet,  he  must,  in  1560,  have  been  at  least  nine 
or  ten  years  of  age,  which  agrees  with  the  statement 
that  his  birth  took  place  in  1550. 

He  died  in  September  1592,  of  a  surfeit,  occasioned 
by  eating  pickled  herrings,  and  drinking  Rhenish 
wine  with  them.  His  real  character  is  perhaps  better 
displayed  by  the  following  letter  to  his  wife,  than  by 
any  evidence  afforded  by  his  writings,  or  by  the  de- 
scription which  has  been  given  of  it.  Remorse  is 
generally  the  attendant  of  a  heart  naturally  good, 
though  perverted  by  seduction  or  accident ;  for,  as  the 
immortal  Johnson  has  so  justly  observed,  '*  where  there 
is  shame,  there  may  in  time  be  virtue/'  It  is  thus 
gratifying  as  well  as  useful  to  peruse  the  effusions 
of  repentance;  to  contemplate  the  mind,  led  away 
by  the  erratic  wanderings  of  genius,  and  the  proud 
belief  that  splendid  talents  justified,  or  at  least  exte- 
nuated those  excesses,  which  in  others  would  infallibly 

•  RymerU  FoBdera,  tome  xv,  p.  765. 
f  Blitt'  Wood's  Athen,  Osm — Groat^s-tcorth  of  Wit,  be- 
fore dted. 
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esciu  contempt,  at  last,  sensible  of  the  folly  of 
opinions;  and  prostrate,  either  from  sickness  or  griefs 
relieving  an  overburdened  conscience  by  making  every 
possible  atonement.  The  letter  of  Greene  to  liis  ami- 
able but  ill-used  wife,  may  therefore  justly  be  deemed 
tlie  most  valuable  of  his  writings,  l>»th  to  liimself 
redeeming  in  a  great  degree  his  former  errors,  and 
others  as  a  warninj!  and  an  example. 

"  The  remrmbrBncE  iif  many  wnm^  offered  thee,  uid  thy 
luireproved  rimna,  iidda  grcaier  sorrow  u>  ray  niiKrAble  >laU' 
llum  1  don  niwr,  or  thou  conceive.  Neither  is  it  leueiied  by 
ooniiderationB  of  thy  iLLaciice  (thongh  ahatn?  would  let  me  hardly 
behold  thy  face)  but  exceedingly  aggrsTated  :  for  that  I  comiiit 
(u  I  ought)  CO  thy  owa  wlf  reconcile  mynelf,  that  thou  mighteit 
icitneu  my  invord  woo  at  this  iuatant,  (hat  have  made  tliee  u 
woeful  wife  for  m>  long  a  time.  But  equal  Heaven  balli  detiicd 
that  comfort,  giving,  at  my  Inst  need,  like  auocour  aa  I  have 
sought  all  my  life :  being  in  this  extmnity  as  void  of  help  as 
thou  hast  been  of  hope.  Beuon  would,  that  after  so  long  wajto, 
I  should  not  lend  thee  a  child  to  bring  thee  greater  charge :  but 
GOQiider  he  is  the  fruit  of  thy  wuutb,  in  who*e  face  regard  not 
the  father's  Bo  much,  as  thy  own  perfectiaut.  He  is  yet  green, 
and  may  grow  atraight  if  he  W  carefully  tended  :  otherwise  apt 
aumgtt  (I  fear  roe)  to  follow  hii  father'a  Tally.  That  I  have 
oSonded  thee  highly  I  know ;  that  thou  canst  forget  my  in* 
juries  I  liardly  believe ;  yet,  (wrsuiide  I  myself,  if  thou  saw  wy 
wretdied  estate,  thou  couldest  not  but  lament  it :  nay,  ceruuuly 
I  know  thou  wuuldest.  All  roy  wmngi  rouater  themselrei  about 
me.  Every  evil  at  once  plagues  ma.  For  my  contempt  of  God, 
I  Bin  contemned  of  men ;  for  my  swenring  and  forswearing  no 
man  will  believe  me  ;  for  my  gluttony  I  suffer  hunger ;  for  my 
dninkenness,  thirst ;  for  my  adultery  ulcerous  sores.  Thus  Ood 
bath  BBSt  mc  down,  that  I  might  be  humbled  and  punished  £( 
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example  of  other  sinners.  And  although  he  suffers  me  in  this 
world  to  perish  without  succour,  yet  trust  I  in  the  world  to 
come  to  find  mercy  by  the  merits  of  my  Saviour,  to  whom  I 
commend  thee,  and  commit  my  souL 

'  '^  Thy  repentant  husband  for  his  disloyalty, 

"  Robert  Grekke." 


Greene  died^  as  may  be  expected  from  what  has 
been  abready  stated^  extremely  poor;  and  bis  reviler 
Harvey  informs  us  that  be  did  not  leave  enough  to 
bury  bim.  ,Wbat  became  of  bis  son  is  not  known^  nor 
are  we  acquainted  with  the  name  of  bis  wife. 

His  productions  are  extremely  numerous^  and  are 
decidedly  marked  by  wit  and  genius;  but  bis  only 
contribution  to  the  Rhapsody  was  the  translation  of 
Anacreon's  third  Ode  in  p.  247* 


SIR  HENRY  WOTTON. 


Though  but  the  contributor  of  a  solitary  article  to 
the  Rhapsodv,  An  EUgy  of  a  Waman't  Heart,'  the  in- 
tention of  noticing  each  of  the  writers  whose  |vodue- 
tions  are  contained  in  it,  render*  it  neceaaary  that  a 
few  worda  should  be  said  of  him. 

tjir  Henry  Wotton  was  a  younger  brother  of  Ed- 
ward Lord  Wotton,  of  Maberly,  in  Kent,  and  was 
bom  at  Bocton  Hall  in  that  county,  in  1568.  At  a 
proper  age  he  was  sent  to  Winchester,  whence  he  re- 
moTed  to  Oxford,  and  afterwards  spent  several  years 
on  the  CoQtinent.i*     On  his  return,  his   accomplish- 
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honour  of  knighthood^  and  was  frequently  employed  in 
diplomatic  missions.  About  the  year  1623  Sir  Henry 
was  made  Provost  of  Winchester  College^  which  situ- 
ation he  held  until  his  deaths  in  1639^  aged  seventy- 
one. 

As  a  statesman  and  a  writer  Sir  Henry  Wotton  was 
equally  distinguished ;  nor  was  he  less  esteemed  for 
the  amiable  qualities  of  his  heart :  but  from  his  cha- 
racter having  been  drawn  by  a  biographer  whose 
'works^  much  more  from  the  caprice  of  public  taste 
than  from  their  own  value^  are  in  every  person's  hands, 
Wotton  has  obtained  a  celebrity  which  his  own  merits 
would  never  have  procured. 


JOHN  DONNE. 


In  the  brief  notice  of  Sir  John  Davies  it  was  ob- 
served^ that  the  Hymn  in  PraUe  of  Music,  and  the 
Ten  Sonnets  to  Philomel,  signed  I.  D.  in  pages  261  to 
372  of  the  Rhapsody^  were^  for  the  reasons  there  as- 
signed^ supposed  to  have  been  the  production  of  John 
Donne,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  rather  than  of  Davies. 
As,  however,  it  is  far  from  certain  to  whom  they 
should  be  attributed,  all  which  will  be  here  said  of 
Donnb  is,  that  he  was  born  in  1573 ;  and  though  ori- 
ginally destined  for  the  law.  King  James,  to  whose 
notice  he  was  introduced,  thought  him  better  qualified 
for  the  Church;  in  consequence  of  which  he  took 
orders,  and  was  appointed  one  of  his  Majesty's  chap- 
lains. In  1621  he  became  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  in  which 
situation  he  died  in  1631. 

Dr.  Donne  was  no  less  eminent  as  a  divine  than 
as  a  poet ;  and  his  Satires,  to  which  Francis  Davison 
alludes,*  were  republished  by  Pope.  It  must  be  ob- 
served, that  the  translation  of  the  137th  Psalm,  print- 
ed in  a  subsequent  page,  from  the  belief  that  it  was 
written  by  Francis  Davison,  is,  with  a  few  verbal 
alterations,  included  among  the  poems  of  Donns. 

*  Page  xlv. 


THOMAS  CAMPION. 


This  writer  flourished  as  a  poet  and  phjrsidaii 
during  part  of  tbe  reigns  of  Elizabeth  and  James  the 
First.  He  was  educated  at  Cambridge,  but  no  parti- 
culars of  his  life  or  family  can  be  found.  From  the 
"  Admittances  to  Gray's  Inn/**  in  which  a  Thomas 
Campion  is  stated  to  have  been  admitted  a  member  of 
that  Society  in  1586^  and  who  is  in  a  great  measure 
identified  as  the  poet^  from  his  having  composed  a 
song  foi^  the  Gray*8  Inn  Masque,  it  would  appear  that 
be  was  originally  intended  for  the  profession  of  the 
law.  By  his  contemporaries  he  is  styled  "  Sweet  Mas- 
ter Campion;"  and  he  was  famous  as  well  for  his 
musical  as  for  his  poetical  talents. 

Campion  is  presumed  to  have  made  his  will  in  Oc- 
tober 1621^  and  which  was  proved  in  January  1623.t 
His  pieces  in  the  Rhapsody  are^  A  Hymn  in  Praise 
of  Neptune,  sung  in  the  Gray's  Inn  Masque  in  1594; 
Of  his  Mistress's  Face;  Upon  her  Paleness;  and  On 
Corinna  singing.^ 


•  HarL  MSS.  1912. 

■f  Ancient  Critical  Ettayt^  edited  by  Mr.  Haslewood,  voL  ii. 
p.  yi.  note^  in  which  an  account  of  Campion's  publicatioDs  will  be 
found,  compiled  with  that  editor's  usual  research  and  accuracy. 

J  P.  271  to  274. 


CHARLES  BEST. 


A  WBiTBB  whose  name  is  only  known  as  a  contri- 
butor to  the  Rhapsody^  and  whose  merits  Sir  Egerton 
Brydges  has  described  as  being  very  slender.  His 
productions  will  be  found  in  p.  183,  1849  ^^^  ^'ODA 
p.  304  to  p.  318. 

The  articles  in  the  pages  last  cited  were,  for  the 
reasons  stated  in  a  note  to  p.  308,  certainly  written 
between  the  years  1603  and  1608,  and  in  many  parts 
they  seem  to  deserve  for  their  author  higher  praise 
than  has  hitherto  been  bestowed  upon  him. 


THOMAS   SPILMAN. 


Like  Charles  Best,  Spilman  is  only  known  by  the 
few  poems  with  his  signature  in  the  Rhapsobt.  The 
Editor  is  inclined  to  believe  that  his  name  was  pro- 
perly Spelman,  and  that  he  was  the  Thomas  Spel- 
man  who,  as  is  shown  by  the  genealogical  table  intro- 
duced in  a  former  page,  was  the  first  cousin  of  Francis 
Davison. 


THOMAS    8PILMAK.  CXXUl 

His  poems  consist  of  A  Translation  of  Anacreon*s 
Second  Ode,  p.  246,  247 ;  Upon  his  Lady's  Sickness 
of  the  Small  Pox,  p.  280;  and  perhaps  also  of  the 
Madrigal  in  p.  278,  as  well  as  of  the  address  To  his 
Lady's  Garden,  p.  279. 

At  the  end  of  Harleian  MSS.  1893,  are  two  curious 
letters  by  a  Thomas  Spelman,  without  date,*  addressed 
*^to  the  noble  Knight,  Sir  Francis  Bacon,"  but  the 
uncertainty  whether  he  was  the  individual  here  no- 
ticed has  prevented  their  insertion  at  length.  It  ap- 
pears that  the  writer  was  then  under  legal  restraint, 
and  he  implores  Bacon  to  employ  ''  the  predominance" 
he  has  with  Sir  Henry  Montagu,  who  was  then  Lord 
Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench,  to  allow  him  a 
hearing  at  the  bar,  when,  he  observes,  "  If  by  the 
strictest  inquisition  that  may  be,  they  discover  a  piece 
or  sample  of  vice  in  me,  let  him  turn  the  point  of  jus- 
tice on  me  with  his  utmost  force." — Many  expressions 
in  these  letters  are  very  extraordinary.  After  informing 
Bacon  that  he  was  mistaken  in  supposing  that  "  the 
clamour  and  thunder  which  filled  his  ears  yesternight 
came  from  him,  and  that  if  he  gave  him  an  interview, 
he  had  no  doubt  he  could  remove  his  prejudice  against 
him,"  he  remarks,  *'  Concerning  my  life,  it  is  a  snuff 
which  will  go  out,  if  it  be  not  put  out ;  only  I  would 

•  They  must,  however,  have  l>een  written  towards  the  end 
of  the  year  1616,  or  very  early  in  1617»  m  Sir  Henry  Montagu 
w^  not  promoted  to  the  Bench  until  the  16th  November,  1616. 
Sir  Francis  Bacon  was  at  that  time  Attorney  General,  to  which 
office  he  was  appointed  on  the  27th  October,  1613,  and  was 
created  Lord  Verulam  in  July  1618. 


not  have  it  leave  a  stink  behind  it;"  and  he  concluded 
the  first  of  these  letters  by  assuring  him,  "  that  this 
favor  will  shew  the  purity  of  his  disposition,  neither 
shall  it  be  any  dishonor  to  him  that  he  was  his  crea> 
ture-"  From  tlie  mention  of  the  loss  of  his  life,  and  a 
postscript,  "  that  it  must  be  effected  before  Gun-nBing 
to-morrow,"  it  would  appear  that  the  case  in  which  he 
was  involved  was  of  a  very  serious  nature. 

Nothing  which  tends  to  identify  the  Poet  cither  as 
the  writer  of  the  letters  iilliided  to,  or  as  Francis  Da- 
vison's relative,  has  been  discovered  ;  but  it  !b  nut  at 
^^.jlU  improbable  that  it  was  the  &a.me  person. 

I 

'  educated  at  Oxford,  whei 

directed  to  poetry  and  roniance.  On  bis  return  to  the 
metriijjolis  he  studied  the  law,  but  his  progress  in  that 
science  is  very  problematical.  He  is  supposed  to  have 
died  in  1592.  Watson's  productions  are  numerous,  but 
his  principal  publication  was  the  Htcatompaihtu ;  or. 
Passionate  Cenlury  of'  Loi^t;  in  which  the  poems  intro- 
duced into  the  Ruafsodv  were,  with  some  slight  vnri- 
ations,  printed- 


TIIOMAS  WATSON. 


I 


native  rff  London,  and  was 
I  hia  pursuits  were  chiefly 


A.  W. 


Although  above  one  hundred  pages  of  the  Pobti- 
CAL  Rhapsody  are  occupied  by  the  productions  of  a 
writer  whose  initials  appear  to  have  been  A.  W.,  his 
name  has  never  been  discovered.  The  extreme  beauty 
of  his  poems  renders  this  circumstance  an  object  of 
much  regret,  for  few  poets  of  the  period  possess  such 
high  claims  to  our  admiration. 

The  only  individuals  mentioned  by  Ritson,  with 
whose  names  this  signature  agrees,  are  Andrew  WiUett 
and  Arthur  Warren ;  but  it  does  not  seem  at  all  pro- 
bable that  these  pieces  were  written  by  either  of  them. 
Ritson,  however,  was  inclined  to  attribute  them  to 
Warren ;  but  no  proof  whatever  exists  of  the  fact.  Sir 
Egerton  Brydges  t>nce  thought  that  they  were  by  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  ;  but  this  conjecture  was  proved  to  be 
erroneous,  by  a  list  of  all  A.  W.'s  poems  being  found 
in  a  manuscript  of  Sir  Simon  D'£wes,  in  the  British 
Museum,*  among  which  were  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
anonymous  articles  in  the  Rhapsody.  The  attention 
of  the  present  Editor  has  of  course  been  directed  to 
this  interesting  document ;  but  all  which  he  has  been 
able  to  ascertain  from  the  examination  of  it,  is  the 

•  Harl.  MSS.  280,  f.  102. 
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•certainty  that  it  is  in  the  handwriting  of  Francis  Da- 
vison. To  many  of  the  articles  peculiar  marks  have 
been  affixed^  and  those  selected  for  the  Rhapsody 
have  a  similar  note  or  mark  annexed  to  them.  It 
most  also  be  observed^  that  the  article  preceding  this 
list  is,  "  A  Catalogue  of  y*  Poems  contayned  in  Eng- 
land's Helicon/'  and  which  is  likewise  in  Francis 
Davison's  writing. 

Two  deductions  illustrative  of  the  question  of  who 
A.  W.  really  was,  may  be  made  from  this  list,  and 
from  the  certainty  that  it  was  written  by  Davison. 
The  first,  that  the  poems  alluded  to  had  never  been 
published  until  1602,  when  they  were  inserted  in  the 
first  edition  of  the  Rhapsody  ;  and  the  other,  that  the 
volume  which  contained  them  was  at  that  time  in  the 
possession  of  Francis  Davison :  but  whether  it  was  his 
own  property,  or  merely  lent  to  him,  cannot  be  deter- 
mined ;  though,  from  the  manner  in  which  he  speaks  of 
some  articles  being  bound  up  with  his  copy  of  the 
Shepheard's  Calendar,  it  is  most  likely  that  the  collec- 
tion was  his  own.  If  this  be  admitted,  it  is  not  too 
much  to  conclude  that  the  poet  himself  was  not  at  that 
time  in  existence ;  for,  had  he  been  alive,  he  would 
hardly  have  parted  with  the  manuscript  of  his  produc- 
tions. That. A.  W.  was  living  after  the  death  of  Sir 
Philip  Sidney  in  1585,  is  manifest  from  his  having 
Avritten  an  Eclogue,  Hexameters,  and  An  Epigram 
upon  his  Death.*     Under  these  circumstances,  though 

*  Pages  68,  and  252  to  S64. 
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it  is  admitted  that  there  is  nothing  like  proof  of  the 
iaet,  still  it  is  most  probable  that  A.  W.  died  some 
time  between  1685  and  1602;  that  his  MSS.  came 
into  the  hands  of  Francis  Davison ;  and  that  the  only 
part  of  his  poems  which  have  been  printed  are  those 
inserted  in  the  Rhapsody. 

Besides  the  articles  which  on  the  authority  of  that 
list  are  attributed  to  A.  W.,  the  little  piece  entitled 
Cuddy's  Emhleniy*  seems^  from  the  place  where  it 
occors  in  the  Rhapsody^  to  have  been  written  by  the 
same  person.  It  is  not  a  little  singular  that  one  of 
the  poems^  Ye  ghastly  groves  that  hear  my  woeful 
cries,  f  which  in  the  list  in  Davison's  own  autograph 
is  inserted  among  A.  W.'s,  should  in  each  edition  of 
the  Rhapsody  be  signed  "  Francis  Davison."  In 
this  Catalogue  will  also  be  found  A  Song  in  Praise  of 
a  Beggar's  Life,  J  which  Isaac  Walton  calls  "  Frank 
Davison's  Song." 

It  may  be  asked,  is  it  possible  that  in  this  instance 
Davison  substituted  the  initials  A.  W.  for  his  own? 
But  this  conjecture^  however  strongly  supported  by  the 
fact  just  stated  relative  to  the  poem,  Ye  ghastly  groves, 
is  opposed  by  his  having  generally  added  his  proper 
initials,  or  the  letter  D.  to  the  articles  found  in  his 
manuscript ;  and  also  by  the  possibility  that  the  signa- 
ture in  the  Rhapsody  was  put  by  the  printer  without 
his  authority. 

Still  it  seems  highly  improbable  that  Davison  should 

•  Page  67.  f  P«ge  87-  t  Page  250. 
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hare  nllowed  a  poem  to  bear  his  name  in  thre 
editions  of  his  collection,  unless  be  was  the  anthor  t 
it ;  an4  this  consideration  certninly  tenda  to  iden^fy 
Davison  with  A.  VV.,  however  strongly  every  other 
circumstance  ^lereuades  ua  that  they  were  different 
peisons. 

The  Catalogue  of  all  A.  W.'h  productions,  which  b 
been  printed  by  Sir  Egertim  Brydges,  may  at  s 
future  period  tend  to  unravel  the  mystery  in  which  tl 
question  is  enveloped  ;  but  at  present  it  would  be  un 
less  to  prosecute  the  inquiry^  >t  beiug  one  nf  thoi 
points  of  frequent  uccurreuce  in  which  acc'uleni  does  a 
much  more  than  rea-iirr/i. 


POETICAL   RHAPSODY; 


COKTAININO 


DIVERS  SONNETS,  ODES,  ELEGIES,  MADRIGALS, 
EPIGRAMS,  PASTORALS,  ECLOGUES, 

BOTH    IK   RHYME   AND    MEASURED   VERSE; 

FOR   VARIETY  AND   PLEASURE  THE  LIKE   NEVER  YET 

PUBLISHED. 


The  bee  and  spider  by  a  diverse  power 

Suck  honey  and  poison  from  the  seirsame  flower. 


NEWLT   CORRECTED   AKD   AUOMENTED. 


LONDON: 

Printed  by  William  Stansbt,  for  Roger  Jacksok, 
Dwelling  in  Fleet  Street  near  the  Great  Conduit.    1611. 

k 


TO 
THE  MOST  NOBLE,  HONOURABLE,  AND  WORTHY  LORD, 

WILLIAM,  EARL  OP  PEMBROKE, 

LORD  HBBBBRT  OF  CARDIFF,  MARMION,   AND 

BT.  QUINTIN.  • 

Great  Earl,  wHose  brave  Heroic  mind**  is  higher 
And  nobler  than  thy.  noble  high  degree ; 
Whose  outward  shape,  though  it  most  lovely  be. 
Doth  in  fair  robes  a  fairer  soul  attire : 
Who  rich  in  fading  wealth,  in  endless  treasure 
Of  Virtue,  Valour,  Learning,  richer  art ; 
Whose  present  greatness,  men  esteem  but  part 
Of  what  by  line  of  future  hope  they  measure. 
Thou  worthy  son  unto  a  peerless  mother. 
Or  nephew*'  to  great  Sidnby  of  renown. 
Who  hast  deserv'd*  thy  coronet,  to  crown 
With  laurel  crown,  a  crown  excelling  th*  other  : 
I  consecrate  these  rhymes  to  thy  great  name. 
Which  if  thou  like,  they  seek  no  other  fame. 

Fra.  Davison.  ' 

a  A  sUght  account  of  the  Earl  will  be  found  in  p.  xdi. 

^  whose  high  and  noble  mind— «(/t/.  1602. 

c  Thou  nephew. — ibid,  ^  Thou  deserv^st. — ibid, 

c  Subscribed  in  edit  1602,  ''  The  devoted  admirer  of  your 
Ifordship^s  noble  virtues,  ''  Fba.  Davibok, 

^^  humbly  dedicates,  his  own,  his  brothers^  and  Anomos 
Poems,  both  in  his  own  and  their  names." 

k  2 


TO    THE    READER. 


Being  induced  by  some  private  reasons^  and  by  the 
instant  entreaty  of  special  friends,  to  suffer  some  of 
my  worthless  poems  to  be  published,  I  desired  to  make 
some  written  by  my  dear  friends  Anonymoif  and  my 
dearer  Brother,  to  bear  them  company :  both  without 
their  consent,  the  latter  being  in  the  Low  Country  wart, 
and  the  rest  utterly  ignorant  thereof.  My  friends' 
names  I  concealed ;  mine  own  and  my  brother's  I  willed 
the  printer  to  suppress,  as  well  as  I  had  concealed  the 
other:  which  he  having  put  in  without  my  privity,  we 
must  now  undergo  a  sharper  censure  perhaps  than  our 
nameless  works  should  have  done,  and  I  esfHfcially. 
For  if  their  poems  be  liked,  the  praise  is  due  to  their 
invention :  if  disliked,  the  blame,  both  by  them  and 
all  men,  will  be  derived  upon  me,  for  publishing  that 
which  they  meant  to  suppress. 

If  thou  think  we  affect  hme  by  these  kinds  of 
writing,  though  I  think  them  no  disparagement  even 
to  tiie  best  judgments,  yet  I  answer  in  all  our  behalves, 
wkk  the  piinoely  shepherd  Dorus, 


Omr  hmriM  4o  wak  aataiher 


VI  TO   THE    B£ADER« 

If  thou  condemn  poetry  in  general,  and  affirm  that 
it  doth  intoxicate  the  brain,  and  make  men  utterly  unfit, 
either  for  more  serious  studies,  or  for  any  active  course 
of  life,  I  only  say,  Jubeo  te  stuUum  esse  libenier.  Since 
experience  proves  by  examples  of  many,  both  dead  and 
living,  that  divers  delighted  and  excelling  herein,  be- 
ing Princes  or  Statesmen,  have  governed  and  coun- 
selled as  wisely;  being  soldiers,  have  commanded  armies 
as  fortunately;  being  lawyers,  have  pleaded  as  judi- 
cially and  eloquently;  being  divines,  have  written  and 
taught  as  profoundly;  and  being  of  any  other  profession^ 
have  discharged  it  as  sufficiently  as  any  other  men 
whatsoever.  If,  liking  other  kinds,  thou  mislike  the 
lyrical,  because  the  chiefest  subject  thereof  is  love,  I 
reply,  that  love,  being  virtuously  intended,  and  wor- 
thily placed,  is  the  whetstone  of  wit,  and  spur  to  all 
generous  actions;  and  many  excellent  spirits,  with 
great  fame  of  wit,  and  no  stain  of  judgment,  have 
written  excellently  in  this  kind,  and  specially  the  ever 
praiseworthy  Sydney.  So  as,  if  thou  wilt  needs  make 
a  fiault,  for  mine  own  part, 

^^  Haud  timeo,  si  jam  nequeo  defendere  crimen. 
Cum  tanto  commune  viro.'* 

If  any  except  against  the  mixing  (both  at  the  be- 
ginning and  end  of  this  book)  of  divers  things  written 
by  great  and  learned  personages,  with  our  mean  and 
worthless  scribblings,  I  utterly  disclaim  it,  as  being 
done  by  the  printer,  either  to  grace  the  forefront  with 


TO   THE    BEADER.  Vlt 

• 

Sir  Philip  Sydney's^  and  other  names^  or  to  make  the 
bode  grow  to  a  competent  volume. 

For  these  Poems  in  particular^  I  could  allege  these 
excuses :  that  those  under  the  name  of  "  Anonymos" 
were  written  (as  appeareth  by  divers  things,  to  Sir 
Philip  Sydney  living,  and  of  him  dead)  almost  twenty 
years  since,  when  poetry  was  far  from  that  perfectiim 
to  which  it  hath  now  attained ; — ^that  my  brother  is  by 
profession  a  soldier,  and  was  not  eighteen  years  old 
when  he  writ  these  toys ; — ^that  mine  own  were  made, 
most  of  them  six  or  seven  years  since,  at  idle  times,  as 
I  journeyed  up  and  down  during  my  travels.  But  to 
leave  their  works  to  justify  themselves,  or  the  authors 
to  justify  their  works,  and  to  speak  of  mine  own : — 
thy  mislikes  I  contemn ;  thy  praises  (which  I  neither 
deserve  nor  expect)  I  esteem  not,  as  hoping  (God  will- 
ing) ere  long  to  regain  thy  good  opinion,  if  lost ;  or 
more  deservedly  to  continue  it,  if  already  obtained, 
by  some  graver  work.     Farewell. 

Fra.  Davison. 


I 

•I 


POETICAL  RHAPSODY. 


YET  OTHER  TWELVE  VVONDERS 
OF  THE  WORLD: 

NEVER  BEFORE  PUBLISHED. 

BT  SIR  JOHN   DAVIS. 


I.   THE   COURTIER. 

Long  have  I  liv'd  in  Court,  yet  learn'd  not  all  this  while 

To  sell  poor  suitors,  smoke:  nor  where  I  hate  to  smile; 

Superiors  to  adore,  inferiors  to  despise, 

To  fly  from  such  as  fall,  to  follow  such  as  rise ; 

To  cloak  a  poor  desire  under  a  rich  array, 

Nor  to  aspire  by  vice,  though  'twere  the  quicker  way. 

II.   THE    DIVINE. 

My  calling  is  Divine,  and  I  from  God  am  sent ; 
I  will«no  chop-church  be,  nor  pay  my  patron  rent ; 
Nor  yield  to  sacrilege ;  but,  lik^  the  kind  true  mother. 
Rather  will  lose  all  the  child,  than  part  it  with  another. 
Much  wealth  I  will  not  seek ;  nor  worldly  masters  serve. 
So  to  grow  rich  and  fat,  while  my  poor  flock  doth  starve. 

B 


POETICAL    KHAFSODY. 


III.    THK    SOLDIER. 


My  occupation  is  the  noble  trade  of  KingB> 

The  trial  that  decides  the  highest  right  of  things ; 

Though  Mars  my  master  be^  I  do  not  Venus  love. 

Nor  honour  Bacchus  oft,  nor  often  swear  by  Jove  ; 

Of  speaking  of  myself  I  all  occasion  shun. 

And  rather  love  to  do,  than  boast  what  I  have  done. 

IV.  THE  lawyer. 

The  law  my  calling  is ;  my  robe,  my  tongue,  my  pen. 
Wealth  and  opinion  gain,  and  make  me  Judge  of  men. 
The  known  dishonest  cause  I  never  did  defend. 
Nor  spun  out  suits  in  length,  but  wish'd  and  sought  an  end; 
Nor  counsel  did  bewray,  nor  of  both  parties  take ; 
Nor  ever  took  I  fee  for  which  I  never  spake. 

V.   THE    PHYSICIAN. 

• 

I  study  to  uphold  the  slippery  state  of  man. 

Who  dies,  when  weliave  done  the  best  and  all  we  can. 

From  practice  and  from  books  I  draw  my  learned  skill. 

Not  from  the  known  receipt  of  'Pothecaries  bill. 

The  earth  my  faults  doth  hide,  the  world  my  cures  doth  see  ; 

What  youth  and  time  effect  is  oft  ascriVd  to  me. 


VI.   THE    MERCHANT. 


My  trade  doth  every  thing  to  every  land  supply. 
Discover  unknown  coasts,  strange  countries  doth  ally; 
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I  never  did  forestall^  I  never  did  engross^ 
Nor  custom  did  withdraw^  though  I  retum'd  with  loss. 
I  thrive  by  fair  exchange^  by  selling  and  by  buying, 
And  not  by  Jewish  use,  reprisal,  fraud,  or  lying. 

Vn.    THE    COUNTRY    GENTLEMAN. 

Though  strange  outlandish  spirits  praise  towns,  and 

country  scorn. 
The  country  is  my  home,  I  dwell  where  I  was  born : 
There  profit  and  command  with  pleasure  I  partake. 
Yet  do  not  hawks  and  dc^  my  sole  companions  make. 
I  rule,  but  not  oppress ;  end  quarrels,  not  maintain  ; 
See  towns,but  dwell  not  there,t'abridge  my  charge  or  train. 

VIII.    THE    BACHELOR. 

How  many  things  as  yet  are  dear  alike  to  me. 
The  field,  the  horse,  the  dog,  love,  arms,  or  liberty ! 
I  have  no  wife  as  yet,  whom  I  may  call  mine  own ; 
I  have  no  children  yet,  that  by  my  name  are  known. 
Yet  if  I  married  were,  I  would  not  wish  to  thrive. 
If  that  I  could  not  tame  the  veriest  shrew  alive. 

IX.    THE    MARRIED   MAN. 

I  only  am  the  man  among  all  married  men. 
That  do  not  wish  the  priest  to  be  unlink'd  again ; 
And  though  my  shoe  did  wring,  I  wouldnot  makemy  moan. 
Nor  think  my  neighbour's  chance  more  happy  than  mine 

own. 
Yet  court  I  not  my  wife,  but  yield  observance  due, 
Beiag  neither  fond,  nor  cross,  nor  jealous,  nor  untrue. 

B  2 
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X.   THE   WIPE. 

The  first  of  all  our  sex  came  from  the  side  of  man, 

I  thither  am  retum'd^  from  whence  our  sex  began  : 

I  do  not  visit  oft^  nor  many^  when  I  do ; 

I  tell  my  mind  to  few,  and  that  in  counsel  too. 

I  seem  not  sick  in  health,  nor  sullen  but  in  sorrow ; 

I  care  for  somewhat  else,  than  what  to  wear  tomorrow. 

XI.  THE    WIDOW. 

My  husband  knew  how  much  his  death  would  grieve  me^ 
And  therefore  left  me  wealth  to  comfort  and  relieve  me : 
Though  I  no  more  will  have,  I  must  not  love  disdain  ; 
Penelope  herself  did  suitors  entertain. 
And  yet  to  draw  on  such  as  are  of  best  esteem. 
Nor  younger  than  I  am,  nor  richer  will  I  seem. 

XII.  THE    MAID. 

I  marriage  would  forswear,  but  that  I  hear  men  tell. 
That  she  that  dies  a  maid  must  lead  an  ape  in  hell. 
Therefore  if  Fortune  come,  I  will  not  mock  and  play. 
Nor  drive  the  bargain  on,  till  it  be  driven  away. 
Titles  and  lands  I  like,  yet  rather  fancy  can, 
A  man  that  wanteth  gold,  than  gold  that  wants  a  man. 

«  In  Sir  Egerton  Brydges's  Edition  of  the  Rhapsody  this  Hoe 
stands 

*'  My  (fying  husband  knew,**  &c 
an  interpolation  which,  though  perhaps  called  for  by  the  metre, 
does  not  appear  to  be  justified  by  either  of  the  four  editions 
supposed  to  have  been  printed  during  the  lifetime  of  the  originaL 
editor. 


A  LOTTERY, 

PBESBNTBD  BBFORB  THB   LATB   QUBBN's  MAJB8TY 
AT   THB    LORD  CHANCBLLOR's  HOU8B,    1601.^ 


A  Mariner  with  a  box  under  his  arm^  containing  all 
tbe  several  things  following,  supposed  to  come  firom  the 
Carrick/  came  into  the  presence,  singing  this  Song: 

Cyntbia,  Queen  of  seas  and  lands. 

That  Fortune  every  where  commands. 

Sent  forth  Fortune  to  the  sea. 

To  try  her  Fortune  every  way. 
There  did  I  Fortune  meet,  which  makes  me  now  to  sing. 
There  is  no  fishing  to  the  sea,  nor  service  to  the  King. 

All  the  Nymphs  of  Thbtis'  train 
Did  Cynthia's  Fortune  entertain ; 
Many  a  jewel,  many  u  gem. 
Was  to  her  Fortune  brought  by  them. 

b  This  Lottery  was  presented  to  the  Queen  in  the  summer  of 
1601,  at  York  House,  the  residence  of  Sir  Thomas  Egerton^  Lord 
Keeper. — Nichols*  Progresses^  vol.  iii.  p.  ^70. 

«  Or  Can^^  a  large  ship. — Chaucer  speaks  of  Satan  having 
^  "  a  tayl 

Broder  than  of  a  Carrike  is  the  sayl.** 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  a  eontribntor  to  the  Rhapsody^  obsennes,  ^  In 
which  river  the  largest  Carack  may^*'  &c 
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Her  Fortune  sped  so  well,  as  makes  me  now  to  sing. 
There  is  no  fishing  to  the  sea,  nor  service  to  the  King. 

Fortune,  that  it  might  be  seen 
That  she  did  serve  a  royal  Queen, 
A  frank  and  royal  hand  did  bear. 
And  cast  her  favours  every  where. 
Some  toys  fell  to  my  share,  which  makes  me  now  to  sing. 
There  is  no  fishing  to  the  sea,  nor  service  to  the  King.** 

thb  song  ended,  he  uttered  this  short 

speech: 

God  save  you,  fair  Ladies  all ;  and  for  my  part,  if  ever 
I  be  brought  to  answer  for  my  sins,  God  forgive  me  my 
sharking,  and  lay  usury  to  my  charge.  I  am  a  Mariner^ 
and  am  now  come  from  the  sea,  where  I  had  the  fortune 
to  light  upon  these  few  trifles.  I  must  confess,  I  came 
but  lightly  by  them ;  but  I  no  sooner  had  them,  but  I 
made  a  vow  that  as  they  came  to  my  hands  by  Fortune, 
so  I  would  not  part  with  them  but  by  Fortune.  To  that 
end  I  have  ever  since  carried  these  lots  about  me,  that, 

d  Mr.  Nichols,  inlus  Progrettes  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  cites  thefol- 
lowing  passage  from  a  speech  made  at  the  Queen*8  entertainment 
at  Cowdray,  to  prove  that  thelinein  the  text  was  an  ^'  olde  saying.'* 
*^  Madame  it  is  an  olde  saying  '  There  is  no  fishing  to  the  seoy  nor 
service  to  the  King*;  but  it  holds  when  the  sea  is  calm,  and  the 
King  virtuous.*' — Fol.  ill.  pjp.  96--471* 


A    LOTTE&T.  7 

if  I  met  with  fit  company^  I  might  divide  my  booty  among 
them.  And  now^  I  thank  my  good  fortunes!  I  am 
lighted  into  the  best  company  of  the  world,  a  company  of 
the  fairest  Ladies  that  ever  I  saw.  Come  Ladies,  try 
yoor  fortunes ;  and  if  any  light  upon  an  unfortunate 
blank,  let  her  think  that  fortune  doth  but  mock  her  in 
these  trifles,  and  means  to  pleasure  her  in  greater  matters. 

THE  LOTS. 

# 

I.  fortune's  whkels. 

Fortune  must  now  no  more  on  triumph  ride ; 
The  Wheels  are  yours  that  did  her  chariot  guide. 

II.  A   PURSE. 

You  thrive,  or  would,  or  may  ;  your  lot 's  a  Purse, 
Fill  it  with  gold,  and  you  are  ne'er  the  worse. 

III.  A   MASK. 

Want  you  a  Mask  ?  here  Fortune  gives  you  one. 
Yet  Nature  gives  the  rose,  and  lily  none. 

IV.   A    LOOKING   GLASS. 

Blind  Fortune  doth  not  see  how  fair  you  be. 
But  gives  a  Glass,  that  you  yourself  may  see. 

v.    A   HANDKERCHIEF. 

Whether  you  seem  to  weep,  or  weep  indeed. 
This  Handkerchief  will  stand  you  well  in  stead* 
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VI.   A   PLAIN   RING. 

Fortune  doth  send  jon,  hap  it  well  or  ill^ 
This  plain  gold  Ring^  to  wed  you  to  yonr  will. 

VII.   A   RING>   WITH    THIS   POE8T. 

'  Hi  faiti^ful  ai  9  Cntl.' 

Your  hand  by  Fortune  on  this  Ring  doth  light> 
And  yet  the  words  do  hit  your  humour  right. 

VIII.   A   PAIR   OF   GLOVES. 

Fortune  these  Gloves  to  you  in  challenge  sends. 
For  that  you  love  not  fools^  that  are  her  friends. 

IX.    A   DOZEN   OF   POINTS. 

You  are  in  ev'ry  point  a  lover  true. 

And  therefore  Fortune  gives  the  Points  to  you. 

X.    A    LACE. 

Give  her  the  Lace,  that  loves  to  be  straight  lac'd. 
So  Fortune's  little  gift  is  aptly  plac'd. 

XI.    A    PAIR   OF   KNIVES. 

Fortune  doth  give  this  pair  of  Knives  to  you> 
To  cut  the  thread  of  love,  if 't  be  not  true. 

XII.   A   GIRDLE. 

By  Fortune's  Girdle  yon  may  happy  be. 
But  they  that  are  less  happy>  are  more  free. 


■  i 
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Xm.  A  PAim  OP  WRITING  TABLS8. 

These  Tables  may  cootam  your  thoughts  in  part> 
But  write  not  all  that's  written  in  your  heart. 

Xir.    A    PAIR   OF   GARTERS. 

Though  you  have  Fortune's  Garters,  you  must  he 
Alore  staid  and  constant  in  your  steps  than  she. 

XV.   A  COIF   AND   CROSS-CLOTH. 

Frown  in  good  earnest,  or  be  sick  in  jest. 

This  Coif  and  Cross-doth  Mrill  become  you  best. 

XVI.    A   SCARP. 

Take  you  this  Scarf,  bind  Cupid  hand  and  foot; 
So  Love  must  ask  you  leave,  before  he  shoot. 

XVII.   A  FALLING   BAND. 

Fortune  would  have  you  rise,  yet  guides  your  hand 
From  other  lots  to  take  the  Falling  Band. 

XVIII.   A   STOMACHKR. 

This  Stomacher  is  full  of  windows  wrought. 

Yet  none  through  them  can  see  into  your  thought. 

XIX.    A   PAIR   OF   SCIS8AR8. 

These  Scissars  do  your  housewifery  bewray. 
You  love  to  work,  though  you  were  bom  to  play. 

XX.   A  CHAIN. 

Because  you  scorn  Love's  captive  to  remain^ 
Fortune  hath  sworn  to  lead  you  in  a  Chain. 
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XXL   A  PBAYBB^BOOK. 

Your  fortune  may  prove  good  another  day  ; 
Till  Fortune  come,  take  you  a  Book  to  pray. 

XXII.    A   8NUPTKIN.* 

'Tis  summer  yet,  a  Snuftkin  is  your  lot ! 
But  'twill  be  winter  one  day^  doubt  you  not. 

XXIIl.    A   PAN. 

You  love  to  see,  and  yet  to  be  unseen ; 
Take  you  this  Fan  to  be  your  beauty's  screen. 

XXIV.   A    PAIR    OF    BRACELETS. 

Lady !  your  hands  are  fallen  into  a  snare. 
For  Cupid's  manacles  these  Bracelets  are. 

XXV.    A    BODKIN. 

Even  with  this  Bodkin  you  may  live  unharmed. 
Your  beauty  is  with  Virtue  so  well  armed. 

XXVI.  A   NECKLACE. 

Fortune  gives  your  fair  neck  this  Lace  to  wear  ; 
Qod  grant  a  heavier  yoke  it  never  bear ! 

XXVII.  A   CUSHINET. 

To  her  that  little  cares  what  lot  she  wins. 
Chance  gives  a  little  Cushinet  to  stick  pins. 

«  Explained  in  Archdeacon  Nares's  Ghuary  to  be  a  mutf,  in 
which  work  this  example  of  the  use  of  the  word  is  cited. 
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XXVIII.   A  DIAL. 

The  Dial's  yours;  watch  time,  lest  it  be  lost ; 
Yet  they  most  lose  it>  that  do  watch  it  most. 

XXIX.   A  NUTMEG,    WITH   A   BLANK   PARCHMENT 

IN  IT. 

This  Nutmeg  holds  a  blank,  but  chance  doth  hide  it ; 
Write  your  own  wish,  and  Fortune  will  provide  it. 

XXX.    A   BLANK. 

Wot  you  not  why  Fortune  gives  you  no  prize  ? 
Good  faith  !  she  saw  you  not, — she  wants  her  eyes. 

XXXI.  A   BLANK. 

You  are  so  dainty  to  be  pleas'd,  Qod  wot. 
Chance  knows  not  what  to  give  you  for  a  lot. 

XXXII.  A   BLANK. 

'Tis  pity  such  a  hand  should  draw  in  vain  ; 
Though  it  gain  nought,  yet  shall  it  pity  gain. 

XXXIII.    A    BLANK. 

Nothing's  your  lot,  that's  more  than  can  be  told^ 
*    For  nothing  is  more  precious  than  gold. 

XXXIV.   A   BLANK. 

You  fun  would  have,  but  what,  you  cannot  tell. 
In  giving  nothing,  Fortune  serves  you  well. 

I.  D. 


is 
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A  CONTENTION 


BETWIXT   A   WIFl^   A   WIDOW^   AND  A   MAID. 


wiFB.  Widow,  well  met ;  whither  go  you  to-day  ? 
Will  you  not  to  this  solemn  offering  go  ? 
You  know  it  is  Ahtrea's  holy  day. 
The  saint  to  whom  all  hearts  devotion  owe. 

WIDOW.  Marry,  what  else  ?  I  purposed  so  to  do : 

Do  you  not  mark  how  all  the  wives  are  fine. 
And  how  they  have  sent  presents  ready  too. 
To  make  their  offering  at  Asteea's  shrine  ? 


See>  then,  the  shrine  and  tapers  burning  brigh 
Come,  friend,  and  let  us  first  ourselves  advance; 
Wb  know  our  place,  and  if  we  have  our  right. 
To  all  the  parish  we  must  lead  the  dance. 


f 


A   CONTENTION.  IS 

But  soft  r  what  means  this  bold  presumptuous 

Maid, 
To  go  before>  without  respect  of  us  ? 
Your  forwardness,  proud  maid !  must  now  be 

staid : 
Where  learn'd   you    to  neglect  your  betters 

thus  ? 

MAID.      Elder  you  are,  but  not  my  betters  here : 

This  place  to  maids  a  privil^e  must  give ; 
The  Goddess,  being   a   maid,  holds   maidens 

dear. 
And  grants  to  them  her  own  prerogative. 

Besides,  on  all  true  virgins,  at  their  birth. 
Nature  hath  set  a  crown  of  excellence. 
That  all  the  wives  and  widows  of  the  earth 
Should  give  them  place,  and  do  them  reverence. 

WIFE.     If  to  be  bom  a  maid  be  such  a  grace. 

So  was  I  bom,  and  grac'd  by  Nature  too ; 
But  seeking  more  perfection  to  embrace, 
I  did  become  a  wife  as  others  do. 

WIDOW.  And  if  the  maid  and  wife  such  honour  have, 
I  have  been  both,  and  hold  a  third  degree ; 
Most  maids  are  wards,  and  every  wife  a  slave ; 
I  have  my  livery  sued,  and  I  am  free. 
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MAID.     That  is  the  fault,  that  you  have  maidens  been. 
And  were  not  constant  to  continue  so ; 
The  fall  of  Angels  did  increase  their  sin. 
In  that  they  did  so  pure  a  state  forego. 

But,  Wife  and  Widow,  if  your  wits  can  make 
Your  state  and  persons  of  more  worth  than  mine. 
Advantage  to  this  place  I  will  not  take ; 
I  will  both  place  and  privilege  resign. 

• 

WIFE.    Why  marriage  is  an  honourable  state  ! 
WIDOW.  And  widowhood  is  a  reverend  degree  ! 
MAID.     But  maidenhead,  that  will  admit  no  mate. 
Like  majesty  itself  must  sacred  be. 

WIFE.     The  wife  is  mistress  of  her  family: 
WIDOW.  Much  more  the  widow,  for  she  rules  alone : 
MAID.     But  mistress  of  mine  own  desires  am  I, 

When  you  rule  others*  wills,  and  not  your  own* 

WIFE.     Only  the  wife  enjoys  the  virtuous  pleasure : 
WIDOW.  The  widow  can  abstain  from  pleasures  known ; 
MAID.     But  th'uncorrupted  maid  observes  such  measure. 
As  being  by  pleasures  woo'd  she  cares  for  none. 

WIFE.     The  wife  is  like  a  fair  supported  vine ; 
WIDOW.  So  was  the  widow,  but  now  stands  alone ; 

For  being  grown  strong,  she  needs  not  to  incline. 
MAID.     Madds,  like  the  earth,  supported  are  of  none. 
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WIPE.    The  wife  is  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 
MAID.     The  maid  unset  doth  yet  more  rich  appear ; 
WIDOW.  The  widow  a  jewel  in  the  cabinet^ 

Which  though  not  wom^  is  still  esteem'd  as  dear. 

WIFE.     The  wife  doth  love,  and  is  belov'd  again  ; 
WIDOW.  The  widow  is  awak'd  out  of  that  dream ; 
MAID.     The  maid's  white  mind  had  never  such  a  stain; 
No  passion  troubles  her  clear  virtues'  stream. 

Yet  if  I  would  be  lov'd,  lov'd  would  I  be. 
Like  her  whose  virtue  in  the  bay  is  seen : 
Love  to  wife  fades  with  satiety. 
Where  love  never  enjoy'd  is  ever  green. 

WIDOW.  Then  what 's  a  virgin  but  a  fruitless  bay  ? 

MAID.     And  what's  a  widow  but  a  roseless  brier  ? 

And  what  are  wives,  but  woodbines  which  decay 
The  stately  oaks  by  which  themselves  aspire  ? 

And  what  is  marriage  but  a  tedious  yoke  ? 
WIDOW.  And  what  virginity  but  sweet  self-love  ? 
wiFft.     And  what's  a  widow  but  an  axle  broke. 

Whose  one  part  failing,  neither  part  can  move  ? 

WIDOW.  Wives  are  as  birds  in  golden  cages  kept ; 
WIFE.  Yet  in  those  cages  cheerfully  they  sing : 
WIDOW.  Widows  are  birds  out  of  those  cages  leapt, 

Whose  joyful  notes  makes  all  the  forest  ring. 
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MAID.     But  maids  are  birds  amidst  the  woods  secure. 
Which  never  hand  could  touch,  nor  net  could 

take ; 
Nor  whittle  could  deceive,  nor  bait  allure. 
But  free  unto  themselves  do  music  make. 

WIPE.     The  wife  is  as  the  turtle  with  her  mate ; 
WIDOW.  Tlie  widow  as  the  widow  dove  alone. 

Whose  truth  shines  most  in  her  forsaken  state ; 
MAID.     The  maid  a  Phcenix,  and  is  still  but  one.  • 

WIPE.     The  wife's  a  soul  unto  her  body  tied ; 
WIDOW.  The  widow  a  soul  departed  into  bliss  ; 
MAID.     The  maid  an  Angel  which  was  stellified. 
And  now  t'as  fair  a  house  descended  is. 

WIPE.     Wives  are  fair  houses  kept  and  fumish'd  well ; 
WIDOW.  Widows  old  castles  void,  but  full  of  state : 
MAID.     But  maids  are  temples,  where, the  Gods  do 

dwell, 
To  whom  alone  themselves  they  dedicate. 

But  marriage  is  a  prison  during  life. 
Where  one  way  out,  but  many  entries  be : 
WIFE.     The  Nun  is  kept  in  cloister,  not  the  wife. 
Wedlock  alone  doth  make  the  virgin  free. 
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MAID.     The  maid  is  ever  fresh,  like  morn  in  May; 
viFK.    The  wife  with  all  her  beams  is  b«antified. 
Like  to  high  noon,  the  glory  of  the  day; 
WIDOW.  The  widow,  like  a  mild  sweet  erentide. 


wirs.    An  office  well  supplied  is  like  the  wife; 
WIDOW.  The  widow,  like  a  gainful  office  void; 
MAID.     But  maids  are  like  contentment  in  this  life. 

Which  all  the  world  have  sought,  hat  none 
enjoj'd. 

Oa,  wife,  to  Dunmow,  and  demand  your  flitch. 
WIDOW.  Go,  gentle  maid,  go,  lead  the  apes  in  hell. 
WIFE.     Go,  widow,  make  some  younger  brother  rich. 

And  then  take  thonght  and  die,  and  all  is  well. 

Alas,  poor  maid  !  thnt  hast  no  help  nur  stay, 
winow.  Alas,  poor  wife !  that  nothing  dost  possess. 
MAio.     Aha,  poor  widow!  Charity  doth  say. 

Pity  the  widow  and  the  fatherless. 


WIDOW.  But  happy  widows  have  the  world  at  will. 
WIFE.     But  happier  wives,  whose  joys  ate  ever  double. 
jiAiD.     Bnt  happiest  maids,  whose  hearts  are  calm  and 
still ; 
Whom  fear,  nor  hope,  nor  love,  nor  hate  doth 
trouble. 
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wii''K.     Every  true  wife  hath  an  indented  heart, 
Wherein  the  covenants  of  love  are  writ ; 
Whereof  her  hushand  keeps  the  counterpart. 
And  reads  his  comforts  and  his  joys  in  it. 

WIDOW.  But  every  widow's  heart  is  like  a  book. 

Where  her  joys  past  imprinted  do  remain;. 
But  when  her  judgment's  eye  therein  doth  kwk^ 
She  Acffii  not- wish  they  were  to  come  again. 

K AID.     But  the  maid's  heart  a  fair  white  table  is. 

Spotless  and  pure,  where  no  impressions  be. 
But  the  immortal  characters  of  bliss. 
Which  only  God  doth  write,  and  Angels  see. 

wiFK.    But  wives  have  children :  what  a  joy  is  this ! 
WIDOW.  Widows  have  children  too;  but  maids  have  none. 
MAID.    No  more  have  Angels;  yet  they  have  more  bliss 
Than  ever  yet  to  mortal  man  was  known. . 

WIFE.     The  wife  is  like  a  fair  manured  field ; 
WIDOW.  The  widow  once  was  such,  but  now  doth  rest; 
MAID.     The  maid,  like  Paradise,  undrest,  untill'd* 
Bears  crops  of  native  virtue  in  her  breast. 

WIFE.    Who  would  not  die  a  wife,  as  Lucrece  died  ? 
WIDOW.  Or  live  a  widow,  as  Penelope  ? 
MAID.     Or  be  a  maid,  and  so  be  stellifiedj 

As  all  the  virtues  and  the  graces  be. 
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wiFJB.     Wives  are  wann  climates  well  inliabited ; 

But  maids  are  frozen  zones^  where  none  may 
dwell. 
UAiD.      But  fairest  people  in  the  North  are  bred; 

Where  Africa  breeds  monsters  black  as  hell. 

WIFE.     I  have  my  husband's  honour  and  his  place : 
WIDOW.  My  husband's  fortunes  all  survive  to  me. 
K AID.      The  moon  doth  borrow  light ;  you  borrow  grace : 
When  maids  by  their  own  virtues  graced  be. 

White  is  my  colour ;  and  no  hue  but  this 
It  will  receive^  no  tincture  can  it  stain. 
WIFE.     My  white  hath  took  one  colour ;  but  it  is 
An  honourable  purple  dyed  in  grain. 

WIDOW.  But  it  hath  been  my  fortune  to  renew 

My  colour  twice  from  that  it  was  before ; 
But  now  my  black  will  take  no  other  hue^ 
And  therefore  now  I  mean  to  change  no  more. 

WIFE.     Wives  are  fair  apples  served  in  golden  dishes; 
WIDOW.  Widows  good  wine^  which  time  makes  better 

much; 
MAID.      But  maids  are  grapes  desired  by  many  wishes^ 
But  that  they  grow  so  high  as  none  can  touch. 

WIFE.     I  have  a  daughter  equals  you^  my  girl. 
MAID.      The.  daughter  doth  excel  the  mother^  then,  . 

c  2 
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As  peftrle  are  better  than  the  mother  of  pearl;  i 
Maids  lose  their  value  when  they  match  with   | 


,  The  mau  with  whom  I  mulch 'd,  his  worth  n 

As  now  I  Bcom  a  maid  should  be  my  peer : 
But  I  mil  scorn  the  man  yon  prnise  bo  much. 
For  maids  are  matchless,  and  do  mate  can  bear. 

Henc<?  in  it  that  the  virgin  never  loves. 
Because  her  like  she  finds  not  any  where ; 
For  likeness  evermore  affection  moves; 
Therefore  the  maid  hath  neither  love  nor  peer. 


wiFK.     Yet  many  virgins  married  wives  would  be, 
WIDOW.  And  many  a  wife  would  be  a  widow  fain. 
MAID.      There  is  no  widow  but  desires  to  see. 
If  so  she  might,  her  maiden  days  again. 

wnK>w ".  There  never  was  a  wife  that  liked  her  lot : 
WIFE.      Nor  widow,  but  was  clad  in  moiirning  weeds. 
HAiD.      Do  what  you  will,  marry  or  marry  not. 

Both  this  estate  and  that  repentance  breeds. 

>  In  the  preTJoiu  mlkiuns  of  the  Rhapsout,  thia  line  baa 
always  been  iiiipule<t  lo  the  unfi,  unit  tlie  Tulkiwing  one  ta  the 
tcirfoiff;  but  ta  thmughnut  the  Contehtiok  eaeh  purty  pruaes 
her  ovra  Hate,  whilbt  ihe  ridiculea  thsl  of  ihe  olben,  the  trsn«> 
pMilion  in  the  text  sppewed  lo  l«  imperionilf  called  for. 


A   COHTSNTlOK. 


21 


wiFB.    But  she  that  this  estate  and  that  hath  seen^ 

Doth  find  great  odds  between  the  wife  and  girl. 

MAID.     Indeed  she  doth^  as  much  as  is  between 

The  melting  hailstone^  and  the  solid  pearl. 

WIFB.    If  I  were  widow,  my  merry  days  were  past. 

WIDOW.  Nay^  then  you  first  become  sweet  pleasure's 

guest; 
For  maidenhead  is  a  continual  fisust^ 
And  marriage  is  a  continual  feast. 

MAID.    Wedlock  indeed  hath  oft  compared  been 

To  public  feasts^  where  meet  a  public  rout^ 
Where  they  that  are  without  would  fain  go  in^ 
And  they  that  are  within  would  fiedn  go  out. 

Or  to  the  jewel  which  this  virtue  had^ 
That  men  were  mad  till  they  might  it  obtain ; 
But  when  they  had  it^  they  were  twice  as  mad 
Till  they  were  dispossess'd  of  it  again. 


WIFE.     Maids  cannot  judge,  because  they  cannot  tell, 
A¥hat  comforts  and  what  joys  in  marriage  be. 

If  AID.    Yes^  yes ;  though  blessed  Saints  in  Heaven 

dwell, 
T|py  do  the  soals  in  Purgatory  see. 
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WIDOW.  If  every  vnfe  do  live  in  Piirgat<»y, 

Then  snre  it  is  that  widows  live  in  bliss. 
And  are  translated  to  a  state  of  glory  ; 
But  maids  as  yet  have  not  attain'd  to  this. 

UAID.     Not  maids?  To  spotless  maids  this  gift  is  given. 
To  live  in  incorruptiou  from  their  birth : 
And  what  is  that,  but  to  inherit  heaven 
Even  while  they  dwell  upon  the  spotted  earth  ? 

The  perfeetest  of  all  created  things ; 

The  purest  gold,  that  suffers  no  allay ; 

The  sweetest  flower  that  on  th'  earth's  bosom 

springs; 
The  pearl  unbored,  whose  price  no  price  can 

pay. 

The  chrystal  glass,  that  will  no  venom  hold  ; 
The  mirror,  wherein  Angels  love  to  look : 
Diana's  bathing  fountain,  clear  and  oold  ; 
Beauty's  fresh  rose,  and  virtue's  living  book. 

Of  love  and  fortune  both  the  mistress  born  ; 
The  sovereign  spirit  that  will  be  thrall  to  none : 
'  The  spotless  garment  that  was  never  worn ; 
The  princely  eagle  thatatill  flies  fl|pae. 
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She  sees  the  world,  yet  her  clear  thought  doth 

take 
No  such  deep  print  as  to  be  chang'd  thereby; 
As  when  we  see  the  burning  fire  doth  make 
No  such  impression  as  doth  burn  the  eye. 

wiFB.     No  more,  sweet  maid ;  our  strife  is  at  an  end> 
Cease  now ;  I  fear  we  shall  transformed  be 
To  chattering  pies,  as  they  that  did  contend 
To  match  the  Muses  in  their  harmony. 

WIDOW.  Then  let  us  yield  the  honour  and  the  place. 
And  let  us  both  be  suitors  to  the  maid : 
That,  since  the  goddess  gives  her  special  grace. 
By  her  clear  hands  the  offering  be  convey'd. 

MAID.     Your   speech  I  doubt  hath   some  displeasure 

moved; 
Yet  let  me  have  the  offering,  I  will  see : 
I  know  she  hath  both  wives  and  widows  lov'd. 
Though  she  would  neither  wife  nor  widow  be. 

Sir  John  Davis. 
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THE   LIE. 


Go,  aoul>  the  body's  guest. 

Upon  a  thankless  arrant ;  * 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  best^ 

The  truth  shall  be  thy  warrant : 
Go,  since  I  needs  must  die, 

And  give  the  world  the  lie. 

•  The  orthography  of  this  word  is  retained  on  account  of  the 
rhyme;  but  in  EUis^H  Specimeru  of  the  Early  Engluh  Poet9^ 
as  well  as  in  the  copy  in  Sir  Egerton  Brydges's  edition  of  the 
Rhapwdg^  it  is  altered  to  ^^  errand  ;"  which  certainly  but  ill 
agrees  with  the  termination  of  the  fourth  line.  There  it  very 
considerable  doubt  to  whom  this  beautiful  poem  should  be  at- 
tributed. It  has  lieen  assigned  to  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  by  Bishop 
Percy,  by  whom  it  is  said  to  have  been  written  the  night 
before  his  execution :  this  assertion  is,  however,  proved  to  be 
unfounded,  from  the  fact  that  Raleigh  was  not  executed  until 
1618,  and  the  poem  in  question  was  printed  in  the  Bea>nd 
edition  of  the  Rhapsody  in  1608.  Nor  does  there  appear  to  be 
any  satisfactory  reason  for  believing  it  to  have  been  written  by 
Raleigh.  In  the  folio  edition  of  the  Works  of  John  Sylvester  it 
is  inserted  among  that  writer*s  poems,  entitled  *'*^  The  Soal*» 
Errand  ;'*  and  Mn  SIHs,  in  his  Speeimetu^  has  introduced  it,  ap- 
parently £rom  that  rolume,  and  justly  remarka,  that  as  it  was  au 
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Say  to  the  Courts  it  glows. 

And  sliines  like  rotten  wood  ; 
Say  to  the  Churchy  it  shows 

What  s  good,  and  doth  no  good 
If  Church  and  Court  reply. 

Then  give  them  both  the  lie. 

Tell  Potentates  they  live 
Acting  by  others'  action ; 

tributed  to  Sylvester  by  the  Editor  of  thateditumof  bin  Works,  ^*he 
has  restored  it  to  its  ancient  proprietor,  until  a  more  authorized 
daimant  shall  be  produced.**  Its  being  placed  among  that  wri- 
ter*8  productions  must  not,  however,  be  deemed  conclusive  evi* 
dence  on  the  subject;  for  on  the  same  g^unds  we  should  be 
obliged  to  consider  Lord  Pembroke  as  the  author,  as  it  is  printed 
among  that  accomplished  nobleman  *8  poems.  Ritson,  whose  au- 
thority merits  great  attention,  peremptorily  attributes  it  to  Fran- 
cis Davison :  ^^  The  Answer  to  the  Lye^^  he  obsenres,  ^^  usually  as- 
cribe*d  to  Ralegh,  and  pretended  to  have  been  writen  the  night 
before  his  execution,  was  in  fact  by  Francis  Davison.** — Bibliogr, 
PoeticOy  p.  308.  In  this  state  of  uncertainty  the  Editor  is  obliged  to 
leave  the  question,  for  he  aduiowledges  his  incompetency  to  throw 
any  light  on  the  subject ;  and  the  probability  is,  that  the  real  author 
will  never  be  discovered.  The  extreme  beauty  of  this  poem  hai 
caused  it  to  have  been  frequently  printtd  ;  and  it  is  singular  that 
there  are  not  two  copies  precisely  alike.  At  the  end  of  this 
volume  two  copies  of  it  are  inserted ;  the  one  from  HarL  MSSr 
2S96,  the  other  from  a  manuscript  in  the  same  collection,  No. 
6910 ;  th«  readings  of  which  not  only  differ  materially  from  each 
other,  but  m  a  slight  degree  also  from  the  printed  copies. 
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Not  loTed  unless  they  ^re. 
Not  strong  but  by  affection : 

If  Potentates  reply> 
Give  Potentates  the  lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition. 
That  manage  the  ^tate, 
j|^  Their  purpose  is  ambition. 

Their  practice  only  hate : 

And  if  they  once  reply. 
Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  them  that  brave  it  most. 
They  beg  for  more  by  spending. 

Who  in  their  greatest  cost 
Like  nothing  but  commending : 

And  if  they  make  reply. 
Then  tell  them  all  they  lie. 

Tell  zeal  it  wants  devotion  ; 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lust ; 
Tell  time  it  is  but  motion ; 

Tell  flesh  it  is  but  dust  : 
And  wish  them  not  r^ply^ 

For  thou  must  give  the  lie. 

Tell  age  it  daily  wasteth  ; 
Tell  honour  how  it  alters ; 
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Tell  Beauty  how  she  blasteth  ; 

Tell  &Tour  how  it  fidters : 
And  as  they  shall  reply^ 

GiTe  every  one  the  lie. 

Tell  wit  how  much  it  wrai^les 

In  tickle  points  of  niceness ; 
Tell  Wisdom  she  entangles 

Herself  in  over-wiseness : 
And  when  they  do  reply^ 

Straight  give  them  both  the  lie. 

Tell  Physic  of  her  boldness  ; 

Tell  skill  it  is  pretension  ; 
Tell  charity  of  coldness ; 

Tell  law  it  is  contention ; 
And  as  they  do  reply^ 

So  give  them  still  the  lie. 

Tell  Fortune  of  her  blindness  ; 

Tell  nature  of  decay ; 
Tell  friendship  of  unkindness  ; 

Tell  justice  of  delay : 
And  if  they  ivill  reply^ 

Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  Arts  they  have  no  soundness. 
But  vary  by  esteeming  ; 


as 
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Tell  Schools  they  want  profoundness^ 
And  stand  so  much  on  seeming : 

If  Arts'  and  Schools  reply. 
Give  Arts  and  Schools  the  lie. 


Tell  faith  it's  fled  the  City; 

Tell  how  the  country  erreth  ; 
Tell  manhood  shakes  of  pity  ; 

Tell  virtue  least  preferreth : 
And  if  they  do  reply. 

Spare  not  to  give  the  lie. 

So  when  thou  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blahbing  ; 
Pecause  to  give  the  lie. 

Deserves  no  less  than  stabbing : 
Stab  at  thee  who  that  will. 

No  stab  the  soul  can  kill  1 


'    TWO  PASTORALS, 

madb  bt  sib  philip  8idnby9  upon  his  mbbtino 

with  his  two  worthy  fbibnd8  and  fellow- 

pobts^  sib  bdwabd  dtbb  and  m.  fulke 

obbvillb/ 


Join  mates  in  mirth  to  me^ 

Grant  pleasure  to  our  meeting ; 
Let  Pan>  our  good  god>  see 
How  grateful  is  our  greeting. 
Join  hearts  and  hands^  so  let  it  be> 
Make  but  one  mind  in  bodies  three. 

Ye  Hymns,  and  singing  skill 

Of  God  Apollo's  giving, 
Be  press'd  our  reeds  to  fill 

With  sound  of  music  living. 
Join  hearts  and  hands^  &c 

'  A  sii|^t  aasount  of  theie  individiials  will  be  found  among 
the  Biogn^hical  NotloM  at  the  comiiieiioemeiit  of  the  volume. 
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Sweet  Orpheus'  harp^  whose  sound 
The  stedfast  mountains  moved^ 

Let  here  thy  skill  abound^ 
To  join  sweet  friends  beloved. 
Join  hearts  and  hands^  &6. 

My  two  and  I  be  met, 

A  happy  blessed  trinity. 
As  three  most  jointly  set 

In  firmest  band  of  unity. 
Join  hands,  &c. 

Welcome  my  two  to  me,  E.D.     F.G.  F.S.« 

The  number  best  beloved. 
Within  my  heart  you  be 

In  friendship  unremoved. 
Join  hands,  &c. 

Give  leave  your  flocks  to  range, 
Let  us  the  while  be  playing; 

Within  the  elmy  grange. 

Your  flocks  will  not  be  straying. 
Join  hands,  &c. 

Cause  all  the  mirth  you  can. 
Since  I  am  now  come  hither, 

€  Edward  Dyer,  Fulke  Oreville,  Philip  Sydney. 
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Who  never  joy,  but  when 
I  iim  with  yoa  together. 
Join  hands,  &c. 

Like  lovers  do  their  love. 

So  joy  I  in  you  seeing : 
Let  nothing  me  remove 

From  always  with  you  being. 
Join  hands,  &e. 

And  as  the  turtle  Dove 

To  mate  with  whom  he  liveth. 
Such  comfort  fervent  love    . 

Of  you  to  my  heart  giveth. 
Join  hands,  &c 

Now  joined  be  our  hands. 

Let  them  be  ne'er  asunder. 
But  link'd  in  binding  bands 
By  metamorphosed  wond^. 

So  should  oar  sever'd  bodies  three 
As  one  for  ever  joined  be. 

Sir  Ph.  Sidney. 
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DISPRAISE  OF  A  COURTLY  LIFE. 


Walking  in  bright  Phobbus'  blaze^ 

Where  with  heat  oppress'd  I  wa8> 

I  got  to  a  shady  wood. 

Where  green  leaves  did  newly  bud ; 

And  of  grass  was  plenty  dwellings 

Deck'd  with  pied  flowers  sweetly  smelliog. 

In  this  wood  a  man  I  met. 
On  lamenting  wholly  set ; 
Ruing  change  of  wonted  state. 
Whence  he  was  transformed  late. 
Once  to  Shepherds'  Grod  retaining, 
Now  in  servile  Court  remaining. 

There  he  wandering  malecontent. 
Up  and  down  perplexed  went. 
Daring  not  to  tell  to  me. 
Spake  nnto  a  senseless  tree. 
One  among  the  rest  electing. 
These  same  words,  or  this  aflrect]n<; 


■p' 


^'  My  old  mates  I  grieve  to  see 
Void  of  me  in  field  to  be. 
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Where  we  once  our  lovely  sheep 
Lovingly  like  friends  did  keep ; 
Oft  each  others  friendship  proving, 
Never  striving,  but  in  loving. 

But  may  love  abiding  be 

In  poor  shepherds'  base  degree  ? 

It  belongs  to  such  alone 

To  whom  art  of  Love  is  known : 

Seely'  shepherds  are  not  witting 

What  in  art  of  love  is  fitting. 

Nay,  what  need  the  art  to  those 
To  whom  we  our  love  discloee  ? 
It  is  to  be  used  then. 
When  we  do  but  flatter  men : 
Friendship  true,  in  heart  assured. 
Is  by  Nature's  gifts  procured. 

Therefore  shepherds  wanting  skilly 
Can  Love's  duties  best  fulfil ; 
Since  they  know  not  how  to  feign^ 
Nor  with  love  to  cloak  disdain, 

f  In  TodtTs  Johnson  this  word  is  described  on  the  aathority  of 
Chaucer  and  Spenser  to  mean  lucky,  hi4>py;  and  likewise,  agree- 
ably to  the  usage  of  the  latter  writer,  silly,  inoffensive,  harmless. 
Perhaps  the  instance  in  the  text,  as  well  as  that  in  the  next  page, 
afford  the  best  proof  which  can  be  adduced  of  the  word  bdng  used 
synonimously  with  silly,  ignorant,  or  simj^ 
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Like  the  wiser  sort>  whose  learning 
Hides  their  inward  will  of  harming.  * 

Well  was  1,  while  under  shade 
Oaten  reeds  me  music  made> 
StriTing  with  my  mates  in  song ; 
Mixing  mirth  our  songs  among. 
Oreater  was  the  shepherd's  treasure. 
Than  this  hlae,  fine,  courtly  pleasure. 

• 

Where  how  many  creatures  be. 
So  many  puff 'd  in  mind  I  see ; 
Like  to  Juno's  birds  of  pride. 
Scarce  each  other  can  abide : 
Friends  like  to  black  swans  appearing, 
Sooner  these  than  those  in  hearing. 

Therefore,  Pan,  if  thou  mayest  be 
Made  to  listen  unto  me. 
Grant,  I  say,  if  seely  man 
Majr  make  treaty  to  god  Pan, 
That  I,  without  thy  denying. 
May  be  still  to  thee  relying. 

Only  for  my  two  loves'  sake.      Sir  Ed.  D.  & 

M.  F.  G.*- 
In  whose^  love  I  pleasure  take ; 

l>  Sir  Edward  Dyer  and  M.  Fulke  Ureville. 
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Only  two  do  me  delight 
With  their  ever-pleasing  sight ; 
Of  all  men  to  thee  retaining. 
Grant  me  %vith  those  two  remaining. 

So  shall  I  to  thee  always 

With  my  reeds  sound  mi^ty  praise ; 

And  first  lamb  that  shall  befall. 

Yearly  deck  thine  altar  shall, 

If  it  please  thee  to  be  reflected. 

And  I  from  thee  not  rejected." 

So  I  left  him  in  that  place. 
Taking  pity  on  his  case ; 
Learning  this  among  the  rest. 
That  the  mean  estate  is  best ; 
Better  filled  with  contenting. 
Void  of  wishing  and  repenting. 

Sir  Ph.  Sidney. 
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A  FICTION, 

HOW  CUPID  MADE   A  NTXPH  WOUND  HBR8SLF 
M.  WITH   HIS  ARROWS. 


It  chanced  pf  late  a  shepherd's  swain^ 
That  went  to  seek  a  strayed  sheep. 

Within  a  thicket  on  the  plain, 
Espied  a  dainty  Nymph  asleep. 

Her  golden  hair  o'erspread  her  faoe^ 
Her  careless  arms  abroad  were  cast, 

Her  quiver  had  her  pillow's  place. 
Her  breast  lay  bare  to  every  blast. 

The  shepherd  stood,  and  gazed  his  fill ; 

Nought  durst  he  do,  nought  durst  he  say ; 
When  chance,  or  else  perhaps  his  will. 

Did  guide  the  god  of  Love  that  way, ' 

The  crafty  boy  that  sees  her  sleep. 
Whom,  if  she  waked,  he  durst  not  see. 

Behind  her  closely  seeks  to  creep. 
Before  her  nap  should  ended  be. 


PASTORALS  AND  ECLOGOES.         S7 

There  come,  he  steals  her  shafts  awayf 

And  pats  his  own  into  their  place; 
Nor  dares  he  any  longer  stuj. 

But,  ere  she  wakes,  hies  thence  apace. 

Scarce  was  he  gone,  when  she  awakes, 
And  spies  the  shepherd  standing  hy ; 

Her  bended  bow  in  haste  she  takes. 
And  at  the  simple  swain  let  fly. 

Forth  flew  the  shaft,  and  pierced  his  heart. 
That  to  the  ground  he  fell  with  pain ; 

Yet  up  again  forthwith  did  start. 
And  to  the  nymph  he  ran  amain. 

Amazed  to  see  so  strange  a  sight, 

She  shot,  and  shot,  but  all  in  vain ; 
The  more  his  wounds,  the  more  his  might ; 

Love  yieldeth  strength  in  midst  of  pain. 

Her  angry  eyes  are  great  with  tears. 
She  blames  her  hands,  she  blames  her  skill ; 

The  bluntness  of  her  shafts  she  fears. 
And  try  them  on  herself  she  will. 

Take  heed,  sweet  Nymph !  try  not  thy  shaft ; 

Each  little  touch  will  prick  thy  heart : 
Alas !  thou  knowest  not  Cupid's  craft ; 

Revenge  is  joy,  the  end  is  smart. 
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Yet  tr3f««Le  will,  and  prick  soon  bare ; 

Her  hands  were  glov'd^  and  next  to  hand 
Was  that  fair  breast^  that  breast  so  rare^ 

That  made  the  shepherd  senseless  stand. 

That  breast  she  prick'd,  and  through  that  breast 

Love  finds  an  entry  to  her  heart : 
At  feeling  of  this  new-come  guest. 

Lord !  how  the  geutUf  nymph  doth  start  I 

She  runs  not  now,  nhe  shoots  no  more. 
Away  she  throws  both  shafts  and  bow : 

She  seeks  fur  that  slie  shunn'd  before. 
She  thinks  the  shepherd's  haste  too  slow. 

Though  mountains  meet  not,  lovers  may ; 

So  others  do,  and  &(»  do  they : 

The  god  of  Love  sits  on  a  tree. 

And  laughs  that  pleasant  sight  to  see.^ 

k  Signed  ''  Akomos**  in  the  first  Edition;  hat  it  is  attributed 
by  Bishop  Percy  to  Francis  Daviton.  *^ 


A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  TWO 
SHEPHERDS, 

THENOT  AND  PIERS, 
IN  PRAISE  OF  ASTREA. ' 


THBNOT.  I  SING  divine  Astbea's  praise ; 
O  Muses !  help  my  wits  tor  raise. 
And  heave  my  verses  higher. 
PIBR8.      Thou  need'st  the  truth  but  plainly  tell. 

Which  much  I  doubt  thou  canst  not  well. 
Thou  art  so  oft  a  liar. 

THEN.       If  in  my  song  no  more  I  show. 

Than  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea  do  know. 
Then  truly  I  have  spoken. 
PIEB8.       Sufficeth  not  no  more  to  name. 

But  being  no  less,  the  like,  the  same. 
Else  laws  of  truth  be  broken. 


i  «(  Made  by  the  exoellent  Lady,  the  Lady  Mary  Gountett  of 
Pembroke,  at  the  Queen  Majesty's  being  at  her  house  at 
Anuol5*V*    Edit.  1602. 
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Then  9&j,  she  is  so  good^  so  &ir. 
With  all  the  earth  she  may  compare^ 

Nor  Momus  self  denying : 
Compare  may  think  where  likeness  holds. 
Nought  like  to  her  the  earth  enfolds : 

I  look  to  find  you  lying. 


THBN.    AfiTBBA  sees  with  wisdom's  sight; 

AsTBBA  works  by  virtue's  might ; 

And  jointly  both  do  stay  in  her. 

PIBBB.    Nay>  take  from  them  her  hand>  her  mind. 

The  one  is  lame,  the  other  blind  : 

Shall  still  your  lying  stain  her  ? 

THBN.    Soon  as  Astrea  shows  her  face. 
Straight  every  ill  avoids  the  place. 
And  every  good  aboundeth. 
PIBBS.     Nay,  long  before  her  face  doth  show. 
The  last  doth  come,  the  first  doth  go : 
How  loud  this  lie  resoundeth. 


THEN.    Astrea  is  our  chiefest  joy. 

Our  chiefest  guard  against  annoy. 
Our  chiefest  wealth,  our  treasure. 
PIBBS.    Where  chiefest  are,  there  others  be. 
To  us  none  else  but  only  she : 
When  wilt  thou  speak  in  measure? 
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THBN.    AsTREA  may  be  jostly  said^ 

A  field  in  flowery  robe  array 'd^ 
In  season  freshly  springing. 
PIERS.   That  spring  endures  but  shortest  time^ 
This  never  leaves  Astrea's  clime  : 
Thou  liest^  instead  of  singing. 

THEN.     As  heavenly  light  that  guides  the  d&j. 
Right  so  doth  shine  each  lovely  ray 
That  from  Astrea  flieth. 
PIERS.    Nay^  darkness  oft  that  light  in  clouds, 
Astrea's  beams  no  darkness  shrouds : 
How  loudly  Thenot  lieth  ! 

THEN.     Astrea  rightly  term  I  may 
A  manly  palm,  a  maiden  bay. 
Her  verdure  never  dying. 
PIERS.    Palm  oft  is  crooked,  bay  is  low. 

She  still  upright,  still  high  doth  grow ; 
(rood  Thenot  leave  thy  lying. 

then.    Then,  Piers,  of  friendship  tell  me  why. 
My  meaning  true,  my  words  should  lie, 
And  strive  in  vain  to  raise  her  ? 
PIERS.    Words  from  conceit  do  only  rise  ; 
Above  conceit  her  honour  flies : 
But  silence,  nought  can  praise  her. 

Mary,  Countess  of  Pembroke. 
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A   ROUNDELAY, 

IN  INYSRTED  BHYMB8>  BETWEEN  THE  TWO  FRIENDLY 

BIYALS^   8TBEPHON   AND   KLAIUS,  IN   THE    PBE- 

8ENCE  OP  UBANIA^    MI8TBES8  TO  THEM  BOTH. 


STBEPHON.  O  WHiTHEB  shall  I  tum  me 

From  thine  eyes'  sight. 
Whose  sparkling  light 
With  quenchless  flames,  present  and  ab- 
sent, bum  me  ? 
For  I  bum  when  as  I  view  them. 
And  I  bum  when  I  eschew  them. 


KLAIU8.       Since  I  cannot  eschew  them. 

But  that  their  light 
Is  in  my  sight. 
Both  when  I  view  them  not,  and  when  I 
view  them ; 
Ere  their  flames  will  cease  to  bum  me. 
From  myself,  myself  must  tum  me. 

8TBEPH.       When  none  are  present  by  you, 

I  feel  their  might ; 
And  your  eyes  bright 
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Appear  more  glorious,  others  being  nigh  you : 
So  aIone>  or  else  compared. 
Wretch,  I  am  by  them  ensnared. 

KLAius.   Since  that  I  am  ensnared 

By  your  eyes  bright. 
And  feci  their  might. 
Whether  alone  they  be,  or  else  compared ; 
Wheresoever  I  am  nigh  you. 
Love  I  must,  if  I  be  by  you. 

8TREPH.  When  you  look  kindly  on  me. 

They  love  incite ; 
And,  spite  of  spite, 
I  love  them  likewise  when  you  frown  upon  me : 
So,  howe'er  your  looks  are  framed. 
By  your  looks  I  am  inflamed. 

KLAIU8.    Since  that  I  am  inflamed 

Even  by  their  spite. 
And  they  incite 
Soul-warming  flames  when  they  are  mildly 
framed ; 
Howsoe'er  you  look  upon  me, 
Love  I  must,  if  you  look  on  me. 

aTREPH.  Oh !  when  shall  I  them  banish. 

Since  against  right. 
Nor  day  nor  night. 
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Tlumgh  absent  from  me,  from  me  they  do  va- 
nish? 
So  no  respite  time  doth  grant  me, 
But  incessantly  they  haunt  me. 

KLAius.   Since  they,  alas  !  do  haunt  me 

Both  day  and  night> 
And  wonted  right. 
Obtained  by  absence,  absence  doth  not  grant  me; 
Night  and  day  may  sooner  vanish. 
Than  from  me  I  can  them  banish. 

STRBPH.  They,  when  the  day  doth  leave  me. 

Lodge  in  my  sp'rit ; 
And  of  their  sight. 
No  sight  by  day  discerned  can  bereave  me: 
So,  nor  day  aught  else  revealeth. 
Nor  the  night  the  same  concealeth* 

KLAIUS.   Since  day,  like  night  concealeth 

Each  other  sight. 
And  to  my  sp'rit 
Concealing  darkness  them  like  day  revealeth ; 
Time  of  time  must  quite  bereave  me. 
Ere  your  looks'  sweet  looks  will  leave  me. 

Walter  Davison. 


STREPHON'S  PALIPJODE. 


Strephon,  npon  some  unkindness  conceived,  having 
made  aliow  to  leave  Urania  and  make  love  to  another 
nymph,  was>  at  the  next  solemn  assembly  of  shepherds, 
not  only  frowned  upon  by  Urania,  but  oonmianded  with 
great  bitterness  out  of  her  presence:  whereupon,  sorry  for 
his  offence,  and  desirous  to  regain  her  grace,  whom  he 
never  had  forsaken  but  in  show,  upon  his  knees  he  in 
this  song  humbly  craves  pardon ;  and  Urania,  finding 
his  true  penitence,  and  unwilling  to  lose  so  worthy  a 
servant,  receives  him  again  into  greater  grace  and  fa- 
vour than  before. 

Sweet,  I  do  not  pardon  crave. 

Till  I  have 
By  deserts  this  £Eiult  amended  : 
This,  I  only  this  desire. 

That  your  ire 
May  with  penance  be  suspended. 

Not  my  will,  but  Fate,  did  fetch 

Me,  poor  wretch, 
Into  this  unhappy  error; 
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Which  to  plague^  no  tyrant's  mind 

Pain  can  find 
Like  my  heart's  self-guilty  terror. 

Then^  O  then,  let  that  suffice ! 

Your  dear  eyes 
Need* not,  need  not  more  afflict  me; 
Nor  your  sweet  tongue,  dipp'd  in  gall. 

Need  at  all 
From  your  presence  interdict  me. 

Unto  him  that  Hell  sustains. 

No  new  pains 
Need  be  sought  for  his  tormenting. 
Oh  !  my  pains  Hell's  pains  surpass ; 

Yet,  alas ! 
You  are  still  new  pains  inventing. 

By  my  love,  long,  firm,  and  true. 

Borne  to  you; 
By  these  tears  my  grief  expressing ; 
By  this  pipe,  which  nights  and  days 

Sounds  your  praise ; 
Pity  me,  my  fault  confessing. 

Or,  if  I  may  not  desire. 
That  their  ire 
May  with  penance  be  suspended ; 
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Yet  let  me  fiill  pardon  emve. 

When  I  have, 
With  soon  death  my  fault  amended. 


URANIA  S  ANSWER^    IN   INVERTED  RHYMES, 
STAFF   FOR   STAFF. 

Since  true  penance  hath  suspended 

Feigned  ire. 
More  I  'U  grant  than  you  desire. 
Faults  confessed  are  half  amended, 

And  I  have 
In  this  half,  all  that  I  crave. 

Therefore,  banish  now  tlie  terror 

Which  you  find 
In  your  guiltless  grieved  mind ; 
For,  though  you  have  made  an  error. 

From  me,  wretch. 
First  beginning  it  did  fetch. 

Ne'er  my  sight  I  '11  interdict  thee 

More  at  all  ; 
Ne'er  speak  words  more  dipp'd  in  gall ; 
Ne'er,  ne'er  will  I  more  afflict  thee 

With  these  eves  : 
What  is  past,  shall  now  suffice. 
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Now  new  joys  I  *11  be  inventing. 

Which,  alas! 
May  thy  passed  woes  surpass. 
Too  long  thou  hast  felt  tonnenting; 

Too  great  pains 
So  great  love  and  fiuth  sustains. 

Let  these  eyes,  by  thy  confessing 

Worthy  praise. 
Never  see  more  nights  nor  days ; 
Let  my  woes  be  past  expressing  ; 

When  to  you 
I  cease  to  be  kind  and  true. 

Thus  are  both  our  states  amended : 

For  you  have 
Puller  pardon  than  you  crave ; 
And  my  fear  is  quite  suspended. 

Since  mine  ire 
Wrought  th'  effect  I  most  desire. 

Francis  Davison 


I 


I 

I 
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ECLOGUE. 


A  8HEPHBRD  pooT^  Eubulus  Called  he  was ; 
Poor  now,  alas !  but  erst  had  jolly  been ; 
One  pleasant  mom,  when  as  the  Sun  did  pass 
The  fiery  horns  of  raging  Bull  between. 
His  little  flock  into  a  mead  did  bring, 
As  soon  as  daylight  did  begin  to  spring. 

Fresh  was  the  mead  in  April's  livery  dight, 

Deck'd  with  green  trees,  bedew'd  with  silver  brooks : 
But,  ah !  aU  other  was  the  shepherd's  pL'ght, 
All  other  were  both  sheep  and  shepherd's  looks ; 
For  both  did  show,  by  their  dull  heavy  cheer. 
They  took  no  pleasure  of  the  pleasant  year. 

He  weeping  went ;  ay  me  that  he  should  weep  ! 

They  hung  their  heads,  as  they  to  weep  would  learn : 
His  heavy  heart  did  send  forth  sighing  deep ; 
They  in  their  bleating  voice  did  seem  to  yearn : 
He  lean  and  pale^  their  fleece  was  rough  and  rent ; 
They  pin'd  with  pain,  and  he  with  dolours  spent. 

His  pleasant  pipe  was  broke,  alas !  the  while. 
And  former  merriment  was  banish'd  quite  ; 
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His  ahepherd's  crooks  that  him  upheld  ere  while. 
He  erst  had  thrown  away  with  great  despite : 
Tho'  leaning  'gainst  a  shruh  that  him  sustain'd. 
To  th'  earth,  sun,  birds,  trees,  echo  thus  he  plain'd. 

"  Thou  all  forth-bringing  earth !  though  winter  chill 
With  blust'ring  winds  blow  off  thy  mantle  green,' 
And  with  his  snow  and  hoary  frosts,  do  spill 

Thy  Flora-pleasing  flowers,  and  kill  them  dean ; 
Yet  when  fresh  Spring  returns  again*' 
To  drive  away  the  winter's  pain. 
Thy  frost  and  snow 
Away  do  go. 
Sweet  Zephyr's  breath  cold  Boreas  doth  displace. 
And  fruitless  showers 
Revive  thy  flowers. 
And  nought  but  joy  is  seen  in  every  place. 

"  But,  ah!  how  long,  alas !  how  long  doth  last 
My  endless  winter,  without  hope  of  spring ! 
How  have  my  sighs,  my  blust'ring  sighs,  defac'd 
The  flowers  and  buds  which  erst  my  earth^  did  bring ! 
Alas !  the  tops  that  did  aspire 
Lie  trodden  now  in  filthy  mire ; 
Alas !  my  head 
Is  aU  bespread 

i  With  boisterous  blasts  blow  off  thy  mantle  green.-€i^7.  1602. 
k  Yet  soon  as  spring  returns  again.— iM. 
1  youth,  edit.  1608;  soul,  edU.  1621. 
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* 

With  too  untimely  snow :  and  eke  my  heart 

All  sense  hath  lost^ 

Through  hardened  frost 
Of  cold  despair,  that  long  hath  bred  my  smart. 

''  What  though  some  rising  torrents  overflow 

With  nought-regarding  streams  thy  pleasant  gre^i. 
And  with  their  furious  force  do  lay  full  low 

Thy  drowned  flowers,  however  sweet  they  been  ? 
Soon  fail  those  floods,  as  soon  they  rose,*" 
For  fury  soon  his  force  doth  lose. 
And  then  full  eath 
Apollo's  breath. 
The  cold,  yet  drying  North-wind,  so  doth  warm. 
That  by  and  by 
'    Thy  meads  be  dry. 
And  grow  m<Nre  fruitful  by  their  former  harm. 

^^  O  would  the  tears,  that  torrent-like  do  flow 
Adown  my  hollow  cheeks  with  restless  force. 
Would  once,  O  that  they  could  once,  calmer  grow ! 
Would  like  to  thine,  once  cease  their  ceaseless  course. 
Thine  last  not  long ;  mine  still  endure  : 
Thine  cold ;  and  so  thy  wealth  procure : 
Hot  mine  are  still, 
i  And  so  do  kill 

4 
I 

*  n  Soon  fall  their  flood  m  they  TOse.-i.erfi<.  1603. 
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IMl  t|y«wr  aai  tooI>  with  most  unkindly  dew : 
Wliat  Sim  or  wind 
A  war  can  find, 

m. 

Tt^  tmi^  «oce  deftd>  the  flowers  to  renew  ? 

'^  T1liitt»  IImmi^  the  scorching  heat  of  summer's  sun^ 

Whii^  ill^hreath'd  dc^  the  raging  lion  chaseth, 
Thy  sp^dU«>d  flowers  do  make  of  colour  dun^ 
AimI  pruW  of  all  thy  greeny  hair  de&ceth ; 
Aiftd  in  thy  moisture-wanting  side, 
D^p  wounds  do  make,  and  gashes  wide  : 
Yet  as  thy  weat" 
Bv  Phoebus*  heat 
W  (urn  lo  wholesome  dryness  is  procured. 
So  Phoebus'  heat 
.   By  South-winds  weat 
lis  :MMtt  assuaged,  and  all  thy  wounds  recured. 

'*^  Such  heat  as  Phoebus  hath  me  almost  slain. 

A^  Phoebus'  heat  ?  ah !  no,  far  worse  than  his ; 
h  W  Astrba's  burning-hot  disdain 

TWt  parched  hath  the  root  of  aU  my  bliss : 

»  ^"^  Y0I  M  the$^  weat,"  in  the  third  edition,  but  corrected  in 
ll#  liwt«  on  the  authority  of  the  first  edition.  Weet  was  with 
iW  ^Moaire  poetical  licence  of  the  times  used  for  wet  whenever 
lb#  rhyuM)  required  it.  In  support  of  this  assertion.  Archdeacon 
has  cited  Spenser : — 
^«  And  so  from  side  to  side  till  all  the  world  is  weet." 


I 
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That  hath^  alas !  my  youth  defisu^d ; 
That  in  my  hce  deep  wounds  hath  placed. 
Ah !  that  no  heat<> 
Can  dry  the  weat. 
The  flowing  weat>  of  my  still  weeping  eyes ! 
Ah !  that  no  weat 
Can  quench  the  heat^ 
The  burning  heat  within  my  heart  that  lies ! 

"  Thou  dost^  poor  earth !  bear  many  a  bitter  stound ; 

While  greedy  swains^  forgetting  former  needj 
With  crooked  ploughs  thy  tender  back  do  wounds 
With  harrows'  biting  teeth  do  make  thee  bleed : 
But  earthy  so  may  those  greedy  swains 
With  piteous  eye  behold  thy  pains ! 
Oh,  earth !  tell  me. 
When  thou  dost  see 
Thy  fruitful  back  with  golden  ears  beset. 
Doth  not  that  joy 
Kill  all  annoy. 
And  make  thee  all  thy  former  wounds  forget  ? 

That  weal  was  so  used  in  the  text  is  manifest  from  the  sense  of 
this  line  and  the  following  ones,     yide  p.  53. 

o  In  Sir  Egerton  Brydges^s  edition,  a  note  gives  the  follow- 
ing reading  to  this  line : 


»  '^  All  three  have  weat ; 


»» 


but  no  authority  is^  dted  for  iU- 


54  POETICAL   KHAPBODY. 


i( 


(t 


And  I^  if  once  my  tired  heart  might  gain 

The  harvest  fedr  that  to  my  fEUth  is  due ; 
If  once  I  might  Astrea's  grace  r^ain ; 
If  once  her  heart  would  on  my  sorrows  rue : 
Alas !  I  could  these  plaintar  forego^ 
And  quite  forget  my  former  woe. 
But  J  oh !  to  speak 
My  heart  doth  break ; 
For  all  my  seryicOj  faiths  and  patient  mind^ 
A  crop  of  grief 
Without  relief, 
A  crop  of  scorn^  and  of  contempt  I  find. 

Soon  as  the  shepherd's  star  abroad  doth  wend^ 

Night's  harbinger^  to  shut  in  brightsome  day^ 
And  gloomy  nighty  on  whom  black  clouds  attend^ 
Doth^  tyrant-like^  through  sky  usurp  the  sway^ 
Thou  art,  poor  earth,  of  sun  depriv'd. 
Whose  beams  to  thee  all  joy  deriv'd ; 
But  when  Aurore 
Doth  ope  her  door. 
Her  purple  door,  to  let  in  Phoebus'  wane. 
The  night  gives  place 
Unto  his  race. 
And  then  with  joy  thy  son  returns  again. 

Oh !  would  my  sun  would  once  return  again ! 
Return,  and  drive  away  th'  infernal  night. 
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I  In  which  I  die>  since  she  did  first  refirain 

Her  heavenly  beams>  which  were  mine  only  light. 
In  her  alone  all  my  light  shin'd ; 
And  since  she  shin'd  not^  I  am  blind. 
Alas !  on  all 
Her  beams  do  fall^ 
Save  wretched  me,  whom  she  doth  them  deny ; 
And  blessed  day 
She  gives  alway 
To  all  but  me^  who  still  in  darkness  lie. 


\ 


'^  In  mournful  darkness  I  alone  do  lie> 

And  wish^  but  scarcely  hope^  bright  day  to  see; 
For  hop'd  so  long,  and  wish'd  so  long  have  I, 
As  hopes  and  wishes  both  abandon  me.*^ 
My  night  hath  lasted  fifteen  years^ 
And  yet  no  glimpse  of  day  appears ! 
Oh !  do  not  let 
Him  that  hath  set 
His  joy,  his  light,  his  life,  in  your  sweet  grace. 
Be  unreliev'd. 
And  quite  depriv'd 
Of  your  dear  sights  which  may  this  night  displace. 


f< 


Phoebus^  although  with  fiery-hoofed  steeds 
Thou  daily  do  the  steepy  welkin  beat^ 


p  *'  As  hopes  and  wishes  both  are  gone  from  me.**— ^dii/.  1602. 
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And  from  this  painful  task  art  never  freed^ 

But  daily  bound  to  lend  the  world  thy  heat ; 
Though  thou  in  fiery  chariot  ride. 
And  burning  heat  thereof  abide ; 
Yet  soon  as  night 
Doth  dim  the  light. 
And  hale  her  sable  cloak  through  vaulted  sky. 
Thy  journey 's  ceast. 
And  thou  dost  rest 
In  cooling  waves  of  Thetis*  sovereignty. 

Thrice  happy  Sun !  whose  pains  are  ceased  by  night: 

Oh,  hapless  I !  whose  woes  last  night  and  day ! 
My  pains  by  day  do  make  me  wish  for  night. 
My  woes  by  night  do  make  me  cry  for  day : 
By  day  I  turmoil  up  and  down. 
By  night  in  seas  of  tears  I  down  : 
O  painful  plight ! 
O  wretched  night. 
Which  never  finds  a  morn  of  joyful  light ! 
O  sad  decay ! 
O  wretched  day, 
That  never  feels  the  ease  of  silent  night  J 


it 


Ye  chirping  birds !  whose  notes  might  joy  my  mind. 
If  to  my  mind  one  drop  of  joy  could  sink ; 

Who  erst  through  Winter's  rage  were  almost  pin'd. 
And  kept  through  barren  firost  from  meat  or  drink ; 


PASTORALS  AND  ECLOGUES.         67 

A  blessed  change  ye  now  have  seen^ 
That  changed  hath  your  woeful  teen : 
By  day  you  sing. 
And  make  to  ring 
The  neighbour  groves  with  echo  of  your  song ; 
In  silent  nightj 
Full  closely  dight. 
You  soundly  sleep  the  bushes  green  among. 

"  But  I,  who  erst,  ah  !  woeful  word  to  say, 

Enjoy'd  the  pleasant  spring  of  her  sweet  grace. 
And  then  could  sing  and  dance,  and  sport  and  play; 
Since  her  fierce  anger  did  my  spring  displace. 
My  nightly  rest  have  turn'd  to  detriment. 
To  plaints  have  tum'd  my  wonted  merriment : 
The  songs  I  sing 
While  day  doth  spring. 
Are  bootless  plaints  till  I  can  plain  no  more ; 
The  rest  I  taste, 
Wliile  night  doth  last. 
Is  broken  sighs,  till  they  my  heart  make  sore. 

"  Thou  flower  of  the  field !  that  erst  didst  fiade. 

And  nipt  with  northern  cold  didst  hang  the  head; 
And  trees  whose  bared  boughs  have  lost  their  shade. 
Whose  wither'd  leaves  by  western  blasts  were  shed; 
Ye  'gin  to  bud  and  spring  again  : 
Winter  is  gone,  that  did  you  strain. 
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But  I^  that  late^ 

With  upright  gait^ 
Bare  up  my  head^  while  happy  favour  lasted^ 

Now  old  am  grown^ 

Now  overthrown. 
With  woe,  with  grief,  with  wailing  now  am  wasted. 


<c 


Your  springing  stalk  with  kindly  juice  doth  sprout. 

My  fainting  legs  do  waste  and  fall  away; 
Your  stretched  arms  are  clad  with  leaves  about^ 
My  grief-consumed  arms  do  fetst  decay ; 
You  'gin  again  your  tops  lift  up, 
I  down  to  earth- ward  'gin  to  stoop : 
Each  bough  and  twig 
Doth  wax  so  big. 
That  scarce  the  rind  is  able  it  to  hide ; 
I  do  so  fednt. 
And  pine  with  plaint. 
That  slops,  and  hose,  and  galage,'^  wax  too  wide. 


"  Echo,  how  well  may  she  that  makes  me  moan,    - 
By  thy  example  learn  to  rue  my  pain ! 
Thou  hear'st  my  plaints  when  as  I  wail  alone. 
And  wailing  accents  answerest  again : 

q  Galore  is  described  by  Archdeaoon  Nares  to  be  ''  a  clown's 
coarse  shoe.  The  word  gaUoohe  is  now.naturaliied  among  us 
for  a  kind  of  clog  worn  over  the  shoes." 
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When  as  my  breast  through  grief  I  beat^ 
That  woeful  sound  thou  dost  repeat; 
When  as  I  sob^ 
And  heartly  throbs 
A  doleful  sobbing  sound  again  thou  sendest ; 
And  when  I  weep. 
And  sigh  full  deep> 
A  weepy,  sighing  Yoice  again  thou  lendest. 

'^  But,  ah !  how  oft  have  my  sad  plaints  assay'd 
To  pierce  her  ears,  *deaf  only  unto  me  ! 
How  oft  my  woes,  in  mournful  ink  array'd. 
Have  tried  to  make  her  eyes  my  griefs  to  see ! 
And  you,  my  sighs  and  tears,  how  often 
Have  ye  sought  her  hard  heart  to  soften ! 
And  yet  her  eye 
Doth  still  deny. 
For  all  my  woes,  one  bitter  tear  to  shed ; 
And  yet  her  heart 
Wm  not  impart 
One  hearty  sigh  for  grief  herself  hath  bred. 


i< 


Nor  I,  alas !  do  wish  that  her  fair  eyes. 

Her  blessed-making  eyes,  should  shed  a  tear; 
Nor  that  one  sigh  ftom  her  dear  breast  should  rise. 
For  all  the  pains,  the  woes,  the  wrongs  I  bear : 
First,  let  this  weight  oppress  me  still. 
Ere  she  through  me  taste  any  ill. 
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Ah!  if  I  might 

But  gain  her  sights 
And  show  her  ere  I  die  my  wretched  case  : 

O  then  should  I 

Contented  die : 
But  ah  !  I  die,  and  hope  iiot  so  much  grace." 

With  that  his  fainting  legs  to  shrink  begun. 

And  let  him  sink  with  ghastly  look  to  ground ; 
And  there  he  lay,  as  though  his  life  were  done. 
Till  that  his  dog,  seeing  that  woeful  stound. 
With  piteous  howling,  kissing,  and  with  scraping. 
Brought  him  again  from  that  sweet  sour  escaping. 

Then  'gan  his  tears  so  swiftly  for  to  flow. 

As  forced  his  eyelids  for  to  give  them  way ; 
Then  blust'ring  sighs  too  boisterously  'gan  blow. 
As  his  weak  lips  could  not  his  fiiry  stay ;  ** 
And  inward  grief  withal  so  hugely  swell'd. 
As  tears,  sighs,  grief,  had  soon  all  words  expell'd. 

At  last,  when  floods  of  tears  began  to  cease. 
And  storms  of  weary  sighs  more  calm  to  blow 

As  he  went  on  with  words  his  grief  to  ease, ' 
And  remnant  of  his  broken  plaint  to  show,  ^ 

'  And  their  weak  lips  could  not  his  fury  stay.— «</t/.  1602. 
•  At  last,  when  as  his  tears  began  to  cease, 
And  weary  sighs  more  calmly  for  to  blow, 
As  he  began  with  words  his  grief  to  ease.— ^t/.  1602. 
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He  'spy'd  the  sky  o'erspread  with  nightly  clouds ; 
So  home  he  went,  his  flock  and  him  to  shroud. 


EUBULUS  HIS  EMBLEM. 


(TNI    MIITI    PERGAMA    RE8TANT. 


Francis  Davison. 


&t  TOimCAL   BHAFMMDY. 


ECLOGUE 


BNTITLBD   CUDDT. 


A  LiTTLS  herdgroom,  for  he  was  no  betf. 

When  coarse  of  years  retum'd  the  pleasant  spring. 
At  break  of  day,  Mrithouten  further  let. 
Cast  with  himself  his  flock  afield  to  bring ; 
And  for  they  had  so  long  been  pent  with  pain. 
At  sight  of  son  they  seem'd  to  live  again. 

Such  was  the  flock,  all  bent  to  browse  and  play. 

But  nothing  such  their  master  was  to  see  : 
Down  hung  his  drooping  head  like  rainy  day ; 
His  cheeks  with  tears  like  springs  bedewed  be  ; 
His  wringed  hand  such  silent  moan  did  make. 
Well  may  you  guess  he  was  with  love  y'take. 

The  while  his  flock  went  feeding  on  the  green. 
And  wantonly  for  joy  of  summer  play'd ;' 

All  in  despight,  as  if  he  n'ould  be  seen. 

He  cast  himself  to  ground  full  ill  appay'd.  , 

t  Not  inaerted  in  the  edition  of  1602. 
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Should  seem  their  pleasance  made  hhn  more  com- 
plain^ 
For  joy  in  sights  not  felt^  is  double  pain. 


Unhappy  boy !  why  livest  thou  still/*  quoth  he. 
And  hast  thy  deadly  wound  so  long  ago  ? 
What  hope  of  afterhap  sustaineth  thee. 

As  if  there  might  be  found  some  ease  of  woe  ? 
Nay,  better  die  ten  thousand  times  than  live. 
Since  every  hour  new  cause  of  death  doth  give. 

"  The  joyful  Sun,  whom  cloudy  Winter's  spight 

Had  shut  from  us  in  watery  fishes  haske, " 
Returns  again  to  lend  the  world  his  light. 
And  red  as  rose  begins  his  yearly  task : 
His  fiery  steeds  the  steepy  welkin  beat. 
And  both  the  horns  of  climbing  Bull  do  heat. 

''  But  ah  !  no  Sun  of  grace  appears  to  me ; 

Close  hid  she  lies,  from  whom  I  should  have  light ; 
The  clouds  of  black  disdain  so  foggy  be. 
That  blind  I  lie,  poor  boy,  bereft  of  sight : 

And  yet  I  see  the  Sun  I  seek  to  find ; 
^     And  yet  the  more  I  see,  the  more  am  blind. 


n  This  word  was  frequently  used  for  the  constellation  Pisces. 
See  Nares*  Ghssaiy^  in  which  this  line  is  cited  in  proof  of  it. 
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^'  Thrice  happy  ground!  whom^  spoiled  with  winter's 
rage. 
The  heat  of  pleasant  spring  renews  again  : 
Unhappy  I,  who,  in  my  spring  of  age. 

The  frost  of  cold  despair  hath  well  nigh  slain  ; 
How  shall  I  bide  your  stormy  winter's  smart. 
When  spring  itself  hath  froze  my  bloodless  heart? 

"  I  see  the  beauty  of  thy  flow'rs  renew  ; 

Thy  mantle  green  with  sundry  colours  spread : 
Thou  see'st  in  me  a  change  of  former  hue. 
Paleness  for  white,  blackness  for  lively  red. 
What  hope  of  harvest  fruit,  or  summer  flowers. 
Since  that  my  spring  is  drown'd  with  tears  like 
showers  ? 

"  And  last  of  all,  but  liev'st  of  all  to  me. 

Thou  leany  flock  that  didst  of  late  lament. 
And  witness  wast  for  shepherds  all  to  see ; 

Thy  knees  so  weak,  thy  fleece  so  rough  and  rent. 
That  thou  with  pain  didst  pine  away  unfed. 
All  for  thy  master  was  with  love  misled. 

^'  Thou  'ginst  at  erst  forget  thy  former  state, 
And  range  amid  the  busks  thyself  to  feed  : 
Pair  fall  thee,  little  flock  !  both  rathe  and  late  ; 
Was  never  lover's  sheep  that  well  did  speed. 
Thou  free,  I  bound  ;  thou  glad,  I  pine  in  pain  ; 
I  strive  to  die,  and  thou  to  live  full  fain. 


I 
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Woe  worth  the  stund,  wherein  I  took  delight 

To  fr^e  the  shifting  of  my  nimble  feet 
To  cheerful  sound  of  pipe  in  moonshine  night ! 
Such  pleasance  past  at  erst  now  makes  me  greet ;  * 
I  ween'd  by  night  have  shunn'd  the  parching  ray ; 
But  night  itself  was  twice  more  hot  than  day. 

Then  first  of  all,  and  all  too  soon  for  me, 

I  saw  thilke  Lass^  nay  graved  her  in  my  breast ; ' 
Her  chrystal  eyes  more  bright  than  moon  to  see> 
Her  eyes,  her  eyes,  that  have  robb'd  me  of  rest :  * 
On  them  I  gaz'd,  then  saw  I  to  my  cost. 
Through  too  much  sight  mine  only  sight  is  lost. 

Where  been  the  dapper  ditties  that  I  dight. 

And  roundelays,  and  virelays  so  soot  ? 
Whilom  with  Colin's  self  compare  I  might. 
For  other  swain  to  strive  was  little  boot, 
Such  skill  I  had  in  making  all  above ; 
But  all  too  little  still  to  conquer  love. 

What  helps  it  to  me  to  have  my  piping  praised 
Of  all  save  her,  whom  I  would  only  please  } 

Nought  care  I,  though  my  fame  to  skies  be  raised* 
For  pleasant  song  that  brings  my  heart  no  ease. 


*■  At  ent  does  gar  me  greeU^—edU,  1621. 

J  Yea  more  than  saw  her  too.    ibid, 
p  ■  Eyes  through  which  I  am  undo.    ibid. 

I  *  Nought  care  I  though  my  fame  to  sky  be  raisM.     ibid. 

P 
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Wherefore  both  pipe  and  song  I  all  forswear^ 
And  former  pleasance  wilfully  forbear. 


With  that  he  cast  his  look  to  welkin  high. 
And  saw  the  double  shadows  flit  away : 
And  as  he  glanced  half  in  despight  awry. 
He  spy'd  the  shepherds  star  shut  in  the  day ; 
Then  rose,  and  homeward  with  his  flock  he  went. 
Whose  voice  did  help  their  master's  case  lament. 


PASTOBALS    AND    ECLOGUKS.  67 


! 


CUDDY'S  EMBLEM. 


QUB8TO  PER   AMAR  s'AQUISTA. 


THE   CHRISTIAN   BTOICK. 

The  virtuous  man  is  free>  though  bound  in  ehains ; 

Though  poor  J  content ;  though  banish'd^  yet  no  stranger; 
Though  sick,  in  health  of  mind ;  secure  in  danger ; 

And  o'er  himself,  the  world,  and  fortune  reigns. 

Nor  good  haps,  proud,  nor  bad,  dejected  make  him ; 

To  Ood's,  not  to  Man's  will,  he  frames  each  action ; 
He  seeks  no  fame  but  inward  satisfaction ; 

And  firmer  stands,  the  more  bad  fortune  shakes  him. 


F  2 
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AN  ECLOGUE: 

MADB    LONG  SINCE    UPON  THE    DEATH   OF 
SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 


THBNOT.      PEBIN. 
THENOT. 

Pbrin  areed  what  new  mischance  betide> 
Hath  reft  thee  of  thy  wonted  merriment  ? 
Fair  feeds  thy  flock  this  pleasant  spring  beside ; 
Nor  loye>  I  ween^  hath  made  thee  discontent^ 
Sild  age  and  love  do  meet  in  one  consent. 

PERIN. 

Ah^  Thenot  !  where  the  joy  of  heart  doth  fail^ 
What  marvel  there^  it  mirth  and  music  quail  ? 
See  how  the  flow'rets  of  the  field  do  spring  ! 
The  purple  rose^  the  lily  white  as  snow. 
With  smell  and  colour  for  an  harvest  king, 
May  serve  to  make  us  young  again^  I  trow  : 
Yet  all  this  pride  is  quickly  laid  full  low : 
Soon  as  the  root  is  nipt  with  northern  cold, 
What  smelly  or  beauty^  can  we  then  behold  ? 
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THBNOT. 

As  good  not  hear,  as  heard^  not  understand : 
My  borrell  brains  through  eld  been  all  too  dull, 
Sike  mister  meaning  nill  by  me  be  scann'd. 
All  as  my  hce,  so  wrinkled  is  my  skull. 
Then  say  me,  Pebin,  by  thy  hope  of  wull. 

And  by  thine  ewes'  blown  bags,  and  bagpipes  sound. 

So  not  one  aneling  in  thy  flock  be  found. 

PERIN. 

Ah,  Thenot  !  by  thine  alderliefest  lass. 

Or  whatsoever  is  more  dear  to  thee. 

No  bagpipe  name ;  let  song  and  solace  pass ; 

Death  hath  undone  my  flock,  my  pipe  and  me  ; 

Dead  is  the  sheep's  delight,  and  shepherd's  glee ; 

Broke  is  my  pipe,  and  I  myself  forlorn  ; 

My  sheep  unfed,  their  fleeces  rent  and  torn. 

THENOT. 

I  mickle  mused  such  uncouth  change  to  see  : 
My  flocks  refused  to  feed,  yet  hale  they  were  ; 
The  tender  birds  sat  drooping  on  the  tree ; 
The  careless  lambs  went  wand'ring  here  and  there; 
Myself  unknown  a  part  of  grief  did  bear  : 
Nor  wist  I  why,  yet  heavy  was  my  heart,     - 
Untimely  death  was  cause  of  all  this  smart. 

Up,  Perin,  up,  advance  thy  mournful  lays ; 

Sound  loud  thy  pipe,  but  sound  in  doleful  wise. 
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PBRIK. 

Who  else  bat  Thbnot  can  the  Muses  raise^ 

And  teach  them  sing  and  dance  in  mournful  guise  ? 

My  finger 's  stiffs— ^my  voice  doth  hoarsely  rise. 

THEKOT. 

Ah !  where  is  Ck>LiN^  and  his  passing  skill  ? 
For  him  it.  fits  our  sorrow  to  fulfil. 

PERIN. 

T'way  sore  extremes  our  Colin  press  so  near : 
Alas  that  such  extremes  should  press  him  so  ! 
The  want  of  wealthy  and  loss  of  love  so  dear : 
Scarce  can  he  breathe  from  under  heaps  of  woe : 
He  that  bears  heaven^  bears  no  such  weighty  I  trow. 

TllENOT. 

,  Hath  he  such  skill  in  making  all  above, 
And  hath  no  skill  to  get,  or  wealthy  or  love  ? 

PERIN. 

Praise  is  the  greatest  prize  that  Poets  gain^ 
A  simple  gain  that  feeds  them  ne'er  a  whit. 
The  wanton  lass  for  whom  he  bears  such  pain^ 
Like  running  water  loves  to  change  and  flit. 
But  if  thou  list  to  hear  a  sorry  fit. 
Which  CuDDT  could  in  doleful  verse  indite. 
Blow  thou  thy  pipe,  while  I  the  same  recite. 
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THBNOT. 

'Grin  when  thou  list,  albeit  my  skill  but  small. 
My  forward  mind  shall  make  amends  for  all. 

PBRIN. 

Yb  nymphs  that  bathe  your  bodies  in  the  spring, 
Your  tender  bodies,  white  as  driven  snow ; 
Ye  virgins  chaste  which  in  this  grove  do  sing, 
Which  neither  grief  of  love,  nor  death  do  know : 
So  may  your  streams  run  dear  for  aye  I 
So  may  your  trees  give  shade  alway ! 

Depart  a  space. 

And  give  me  place 
To  wail  with  grief  my  restless  woe  alone ; 

For  fear  my  cries 

Constrain  your  eyes 
To  shed  forth  tears,  and  help  lament  my  moan. 

And  thou,  my  Muse,  that  whilom  wont  to  ease 
Thy  master's  mind  with  lays  of  sweet  delight. 
Now  change  those  tunes,  no  joy  my  heart  can  please : 
Qone  is  the  day,  come  is  the  darksome  night. 
Our  sun  close  hid  in  clouds  doth  lie : 
We  live,  indeed ;  but  living  die. 
No  light  we  see. 
Yet  wander  we; 
We  wander  &r  and  near  without  a  guide : 
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And  all  astray 
We  lose  our  way^ 
For  in  this  world  n'is  such  sun  beside. 

Ye  shepherds'  boys  that  lead  your  flocks  afield 
The  whilst  your  sheep  feed  safely  round  about. 
Break  me  your  pipes  that  pleasant  sound  did  yield ; , 
Sing  now  no  more  the  songs  of  Colin  Clout. 
Lament  the  end  of  all  our  joy, 
Lament  the  source  of  all  annoy. 

Willy  is  dead. 

Who  wont  to  lead 
Our  flocks  and  us  in  mirth  and  shepherd's  glee  : 

Well  could  he  sing^ 

Well  dance  and  spring ; 
Of  all  the  shepherds  was  none  such  as  he. 

How  often  has  his  skill  in  pleasant  song 
Drawn  all  the  water  nymphs  from  out  their  bow'rs  ? 
How  have  they  lain  the  tender  grass  along, 
And  made  him  garlands  gay  of  smelling  flow'rs  ! 
Phoebus  himself,  that  conquer'd  Pan, 
Striving  with  Willy,  nothing  wan. 

JMethinks  I  see 

The  time  when  he 
Pluck'd  from  his  golden  locks  the  laurel  croAvn  ; 

And  so  to  raise 

Our  Willy's  praise, 
Bedeck'd  his  head,  and  softly  set  I^im  down. 
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The  learned  Muses  flock'd  to  hear  his  skilly 
And  quite  forgot  their  water^  wood,  and  mount; 
They  thought  his  songs  were  done  too  quickly  still ; 
Of  none  but  Willy's  pipe  they  made  account.         ^ 
He  sang^  they  seem'd  in  joy  to  flow ; 
He  ceas'd,  they  seem'd  to  weep  for  woe. 

The  rural  rout. 

All  round  about. 
Like  bees  came  swarming  thick  to  hear  him  sing ; 

Not  could  they  think 

On  meat  or  drink 
While  Willy's  music  in  their  ears  did  ring. 

But  now,  alas !  such  pleasant  mirth  is  past ! 
Apollo  weeps,  the  Muses  rend  their  hair ; 
No  joy  on  earth  that  any  time  can  last : 
See  where  his  breathless  corpse  lies  on  the  bier ! 
That  selfsame  hand  that  reft  his  life 
Hath  turned  shepherds'  peace  to  strife. 
Our  joy  is  fled. 
Our  life  is  dead, 
Qur  hope,  our  help,  our  glory  all  is  gone ; 
«  Our  poet's  praise. 

Our  happy  days, 
^Vnd  nothing  left  but  grief  to  think  thereon. 

What  Thames,  what  Severn,  or  what  western  seas. 
Shall  give  me  floods  of  trickling  tears  to  shed  ? 
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What  comfort  can  my  restless  grief  appease  ? 
Oh  that  mine  eyes  were  fountains  in  my  head ! 
Ah^  CoLiN^  I  lament  thy  case : 
For  thee  remains  no  hope  of  grace. 

The  best  relief 

Of  Poet's  grief 
Is  dead  and  wrapp'd  full  cold  in  filthy  clay ; 

And  nought  remains 

To  ease  our  pains> 
But  hope  of  death  to  rid  us  hence  away. 

Phillis,  thine  is  the  greatest  grief,  above  the  rest. 
Where  bin  thy  sweetest  posies  featly  dight^ 
Thy  garlands  with  a  true-love's  knot  addrest^ 
And  all  that  erst  thou  Willy  didst  behight  ? 
Thy  labour  all  is  lost  in  vain ; 
The  grief  shall  aye  remain. 
The  sun  so  bright 
That  falls  to-night. 
To-morrow  from  the  East  again  shall  rise ; 
But  we  decay 
And  waste  away. 
Without  return :  alas  !  thy  Willy  dies. 

See  how  the  drooping  flocks  refuse  to  feed ! 
The  rivers  stream  with  tears  about  the  bank ; 
The  trees  do  shed  their  leaves,  to  wail  agreed ; 
The  beasts,  unfed,  go  mourning  all  in  ranks ; 
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The  sun  denies  the  earth  hit  U^t ; 
The  spring  is  kill'd  with  winter's  mi^t ; 
The  flowers  spills 
The  birds  are  stilly 
No  voice  of  joy  is  heard  in  any  place ; 
The  meadows  green 
A  change  have  seen. 
And  Fi^OBA  hides  her  pale  disfigor'd  hee. 

Watch  now,  ye  shepherds'  boys,  with  waking  eye, 
And  lose  your  time  of  sleep  to  leam  to  sing. 
Unhappy  skill,  what  good  is  got  thereby 
But  painted  praise  that  can  no  profit  bring  ? 
If  skill  could  move  the  sisters  three. 
Our  Willy  still  alive  should  be. 

The  wolf  so  woo'd 

Amazed  stood 
At  sound  of  Willy's  pipe,  and  left  his  prey. 

Both  pipe  and  skill 

The  sisters  spill : 
So  worse  than  any  wicked  wolf  are  they. 

O  flatt'ring  hope  of  mortal  men's  delight ! 

So  fair  in  outward  show,  so  foul  within : 

The  deepest  streams  do  flow  full  calm  to  sight  ; 

The  rav'ning  wolves  do  jet  in  wether's  skin. 
We  deem'd  our  Willy  aye  should  live, 
So  sweet  a  sound  his  pipe  could  give. 
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But  cruel  death 

Hath  stopp'd  his  breath : 
Dttmb  lies  his  pipe  that  wont  so  sweet  to  sound : 

Our  flocks  lament 

His  life  is  spent. 
And  careless  wander  all  the  "woods  around. 

^'  Ck)me  now,  ye  shepherds'  daughters,  come  no  more 
To  hear  the  songs  that  Cuddt  wont  to  sing  : 
Hoarse  is  my  Muse,  my  throat  with  crying  sore ; 
These  woods  with  echo  of  my  grief  do  ring. 
Your  Willy's  life  was  Cuddy's  joy  ; 
Your  Willy's  death  hath  kiU'd  the  boy : 

Broke  lies  my  pipe 

Till  reeds  be  ripe 
To  make  a  new  one,  but  worse  I  fear : 

Save  year  by  year 

To  wail  my  dear. 
All  pipe  and  song  I  utterly  fcnrswear." 

THENOT. 

Alack  and  well-a-day  !  may  shepherds  cry, 
Our  Willy  dead,  our  Colin  kiU'd  with  care! 
Who  shall  not  loath  to  live,  and  long  to  die  ? 
And  will  not  grief  our  little  Cuddy  spare. 
But  must  he  too  of  sorrow  have  a  share  ? 

Aye  how  his  rueful  verse  hath  prick*d  my  heart ! 

How  feelingly  hath  he  express'd  our  smart ! 
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FRRIN. 

Ah^  Thenot  !  hadst  thou  seen  his  sorry  look^ 
His  wringed  hands^  his  eyes  to  heaven  upcast^ 
His  tears  that  stream'd  like  water  in  the  brook. 
His  sighs,  that  made  his  rhymes  seem  rudely  drest. 
But  hie  we  homeward ;  night  approacheth  near. 
And  rainy  clouds  in  southern  skies  appear. 


A.  W. 
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ECLOGUE. 
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8HEPHBRD.   HBRDMAN. 
SHEPHERD. 

CoME^  gentle  herdman^  sit  by  mey 

And  tune  thy  pipe  by  mine^ 
Here  underneath  this  willow  tree^ 

To  shield  the  hot  sunshine ; 
Where  I  have  made  my  summer  bower. 

For  proof  of  summer  beams  ; 
And  deck'd  it  up  with  many  a  flower^ 

Sweet  seated  by  the  streams; 
Where  gentle  Daphne  once  a  day 

These  flow'ry  banks  doth  walk^ 
And  in  her  bosom  bears  away 

The  pride  of  many  a  stalk ; 
But  leaves  the  humble  heart  behind^ 

That  should  her  garland  dight ; 
And  she,  sweet  soul !  the  more  unkind 

To  set  true  loves  so  light: 
But  whereas  others  bear  the  bell^ 

As  in  her  favour  blest^ 
Her  shepherd  loveth  her  as  well 

As  those  whom  she  loves  best. 
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HEBDMAN. 

Alas>  poor  pastor  !  I  find 

Thy  love  is  lodg'd  so  high. 
That  on  thy  flock  thou  hast  no  mind> 

But  feed'st  a  wanton  eye. 
If  dainty  Daphne's  looks  hesot 

Thy  doating  heart's  desire. 
Be  sure,  that  far  above  thy  lot 

Thy  liking  doth  aspire. 
To  love  so  sweet  a  nymph  as  she. 

And  look  for  love  again. 
Is  fortune  fitting  high  d^ee. 

Not  for  a  shepherd's  swain. 
For  she  of  lordly  lads  becoy'd. 

And  sought  of  great  estates ; 
Her  favour  scorns  to  be  enjoy'd 

By  us  poor  lowly  mates. 
Wherefore  I  warn  thee  to  be  wise ; 

Qo  with  me  to  my  walk. 
Where  lowly  lasses  be  not  nice ; 

There  like  and  choose  thy  make : 
Where  are  no  pearls  or  gold  to  view. 

No  pride  of  silken  sight. 
But  petticoats  of  scarlet  hue. 

Which  veil  the  skin  snow-white. 
There  truest  lasses  be  to  get 

For  love  and  little  cost : 
There  sweet  desire  is  paid  his  debt, 

And  labour  seldom  lost. 


POETICAL    HHAFSOOr. 
eaRPBEBD. 

No,  herdman,  no!  thon  rav'st  too  loud, 

Our  trade  bo  rile  to  hold ; 
My  weed  as  great  a  heart  doth  shroud. 

As  Uh  that 's  clad  in  _guld. 
And  take  the  trutli  that  I  thee  tell,    * 

This  song  fair  Daphne  sings. 
That  Cupid  will  be  served  as  well 

Of  shepherds  as  of  kings. 
For  proof  whereof,  old  books  record 

That  VenuS]  queen  of  love. 
Would  set  aside  ber  warlike  lord. 

And  youthiiil  pastor's  prove ; 
How  Paris  was  as  well  beloved 

As  simple  shepherd's  boy. 
As  after  when  that  he  was  proved 

King  Priam's  son  of  Troy, 
And  therefore  have  I  better  hope. 

As  had  those  lads  of  yore : 
My  courage  takes  as  large  a  scope, 

AlthoDgb  their  haps  were  more- 
And  that  thou  shalt  not  deem  I  jest. 

And  bear  a  mind  more  base, 
No  meaner  hope  shall  haunt  my  breast 

Than  dearest  Daphne's  grace. 
My  mind  no  other  thought  retains ; 

Mine  eye  nought  else  admires ; 
My  heart  no  other  poasion  stnins. 

Nor  other  hap  desires. 
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My  Muse  of  nothing  else  entreats. 

My  pipe  nought  else  doth  sound, 
My  veins  no  other  fever  heats. 

Such  faith's  in  shepherds  found. 

HERDMAN. 

Ah !  shepherd,  then  J  isee,  with  grief, 

Thy  care  is  past  all  cure ; 
No  remedy  for  thy  relief. 

But  patiently  endure. 
Thy  wonted  liberty  is  fled. 

Fond  fancy  breeds  thy  bane. 
Thy  sense  of  folly  brought  abed. 

Thy  wit  is  in  the  wane. 
I  can  but  sorrow  for  thy  sake. 

Since  love  lulls  thee  asleep ; 
And  whilst  out  of  thy  dream  thou  walce, 

God  shield  thy  straying  sheep  ! 
Thy  wretched  flock  may  rue  and  curse 

This  proud  desire  of  thine. 
Whose  woeful  state  from  bad  to  worse 

Thy  careless  eye  will  pine. 
And  even  as  they>  thyself  likewise 

With  them  shall  wear  and  waste 
To  see  the  spring  before  thine  eyes. 

Thou  thirsty  canst  not  taste. 
Content  thee,  therefore,  with  conceit. 

Where  others  gain  the  grice ; 

G 
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And  think  thy  fbrtnne  at  the  height^ 

To  see  but  Daphne's  face. 
Although  thy  truth  deserred  well 

Reward  above  the  rest^ 
Thy  haps  shall  be  but  means  to  tell 

How  other  men  are  blest. 
So>  gentle'  shepherd^  farewell  now ! 

Be  warned  by  my  reed; 
For  I  see  written  in  thy  brow, 

Thy  heart  for  love  doth  bleed. 
Yet  longer  with  thee  would  I  stay. 

If  aught  would  do  thee  good ; 
But  nothing  can  the  heat  allay. 

Where  love  inflames  the  blood. 

SHEPHERD. 

Then,  herdman,  since  it  is  my  lot. 

And  my  good  liking  such. 
Strive  not  to  break  the  ^Euthful  knot 

That  thinks  no  pain  too  much : 
For  what  contents  my  Daphne  best 

I  never  will  despise. 
So  she  but  wish  my  soul  good  rest 

When  death  shall  close  mine  eyes. 
Then,  herdman,  &rewell  once  again. 

For  now  the  day  is  fled : 

So  ought  thy  cares,  poor  shepherd's  swain. 

Fly  from  thy  careful  head  I 

Ignoto.' 

b  Edii.ie02» 


ECLOGUE. 

CONCERNING  OLD  AGE. 

[The 'beginning  and  end  of  this  Eclogue  are  wanting.] 


PERIN.   WRENOCK. 
PERIN. 

For  when  thou  art  not  as  thou  wont  of  yore^ 
No  cause  why  life  should  please  thee  any  more. 
Whilom  I  was  in  course  of  former  years. 
Ere  freezing  Eld  had  cool'd  my  youthful  rage ; 
Of  mickle  worth  among  my  shepherds'  peers. 
Now  for  I  am  some-deal  'ystept  in  age. 
For  pleasance,  strength,  and  beauty  'gins  assuage. 
Each  little  herd-groom  laughs  my  wrinkled  face 
Each  bonny  lass  for  Cuddy  shuns  the  place : 
For  all  this  woe  none  can  we  justly  twight. 
But  hateful  Eld,  the  foe  to  pleasant  rest. 
Which  like  a  thief  doth  rob  us  of  delight. 

WRENOCK. 

Perin,  enough ;  few  words  be  always  best ; 
Needs  must  be  borne  that  cannot  be  redrest. 

o2 
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Self  am  I  as  thou  seest  in  thilke  estate ; 

The  grief  is  eath  to  bear  that  has  a  mate : 
But  sicker  for  to  speak  the  truths  indeed. 
Thou  seem'st  to  blame  that  blameless  seems  to  me. 
And  hurtless  Eld  t6  sneb ;  ill  mought  he  speed. 
That  slays  the  dog,  for  wolves  so  wicked  be ; 
The  faults  of  men  thou  lay'st  on  age,  I  see ; 

For  which  if  Eld  were  in  itself  to  blame. 

Then  1  and  all  my  peers  should  taste  the  same. 

PERIN. 

Wrenock,  I  ween,  thou  doat'st  through  rusty  Eld, 

And  think'st  with  feigned  words  to  blear  mine  eye ; 

Thou  for  thy  store  art  ever  blessful  held : 

Thy  heaps  of  gold,  nil  let  thee  sorrow  spy : 

Thy  flocks  full  safe  here  under  shade  do  lie  ; 

Thy  weanlings  fat,  thine  ewes  with  bladder  blown  : 

A  jollier  shepherd  have  we  seldom  known. 

WRENOOK. 

• 

For  thilke  my  store,  great  Pan  y'herried  be : 
But  if  for  thee  mine  age  with  joy  I  bear. 
How  falls  it  that  thyself  unlike  to  me. 
Art  vexed  so  with  grief  and  bootless  fear  ? 
Thy  store  will  let  thee  sleep  on  either  ear. 

But  neither  want  makes  age  to  wise  men  hard ; 

Nor  fools  by  wealth  from  grievous  pain  are  barr'd. 
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Seest  not  how  free  yond'  lambkin  skips  and  plays^ 
And  wags  his  tail^  and  buts  with  tender  head  ? 
All  for  he  feels  the  heat  of  youthly  days. 
Which  secret  law  of  kind  hath  inly  bred. 
Thilke  ewe  from  whom  all  joy  with  youth  is  fled. 

See  how  it  hangs  the  head,  as  it  would  weep; 

Whilom  it  skipp'd,*  neaths  now  may  it  creep. 

WRENOCK. 

No  fellowship  hath  state  of  beasts  with  man  ; 

In  them  is  nought  but  strength  of  limb  and  bone. 

Which  ends  with  age,  as  it  with  age  began. 

But  man  they  say'n  as  other  creature  none ; 

Hath  uncouth  fire  convey'd  from  h^ven  by  one: 
His  name,  I  wist,  that  yields  him  inward  light, 
Sike  fire  as  Welkin  shows  in  winter  night. 

Which  neither  age  nor  time  can  wear  away  ; 

Which  waxeth  bett'  for  use,  as  shepherd*s  crook. 

That  ever  shineth  brighter  day  by  day. 

Also  though  wrinkled  seems  the  aged  look. 

Bright  shines  the  fire  that  from  the  stars  we  took. 
And  sooth  to  say«  thilke  ewe  laments  the  pain 
That  thilke  same  wanton  lamb  will  like  sustain. 

c  Wrig8 edit.  1C02. 
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PBRIN. 

Ah,  Thenot !  be  not  all  thy  teeth  on  edge^ 

To  see  youth's  folk  to  sport  in  pastimes  gay  ? 

To  pith  the  ban*,  to  throw  the  weighty  sledge ; 

To  dance  with  Phillis  all  the  holy-day ; 

To  hunt  by  day,  the  fox ;  by  night,  the  gray  ?  * 
Sike  peerless  pleasures  wont  us  for  to  queem. 
Now  lig  we  laid,  as  drown'd  in  heavy  dream. 

DBE8T.* 

d  A  ^  badger.*     The  same  term  appears  to  be  applied  to  that 
animal,  in  the  Canterbury  Tales : 

^^  I  saw  his  sieves  purlited  at  the  bond 
With  gri$^  and  that  the  finest  of  the  lond.*' 
Mr.  Tyrwhitt  states  that  he  is  not  dear  what  species  of  fur 
was  meant :  but  the  folloiving  passage  from  Skelton^s  Crottme  of 
Lawrell  tends  to  prove  that  gris  or  grey  meant  the  badger : 

*■''  In  general  wordes  I  say  nat  greatly  nay, 
A  poet  somtyme  may  for  his  pleasaure  taimt, 
Spekyng  in  parables,  howe  the  fox,  the  grey^ 
The  gander,  the  goose,  and  the  huge  oliphant.*' 

In  the  will  of  Thomas  Mussenden,  dated  in  1402,  the  ex- 
pression  also  occurs, 

''  A  gown  of  skarlet  furred  with  red  gray,"** 
And  again  in  that  of  Lady  Elizabeth  Andrews,  in  H7^-— ^^'^* 
menta  Vehuta^  pp.  161  and  330. 

•  Omitted  in  the  fourth  edition* 
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A  COMPLAINT. 

OF    WHICH    ALL    THE    STAVES    END   WITH    THE    WORDS    OF 
THE    FIRST,    LIKE    A    SE8TINE. 

I. 

Ye  ghastly  groves,  that  hear  my  woeful  cries. 
Whose  shady  leaves  do  shake  to  hear  my  pain ; 
Thou  silver  stream,  that  dost  with  tears  lament 
The  cruel  chance  that  doth  my  grief  increase ; 
Ye  chirping  birds,  whose  cheerless  notes  declare 
That  ye  bewail  the  woes  I  feci  in  mind ! 
Bear  witness  how  with  care  I  do  consume. 
And  hear  the  cause  why  thus  I  pine  away ! 
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II. 

Love  is  the  cause  that  makes  me  pine  away> 
And  makes  you  hear  the  echo  of  my  cries^ 
Through  grief's  increase  :  and  though  the  cause  of  pain 
Which  doth  enforce  me  still  thus  to  lament^ 
Proceed  from  love,  and  though  my  pain  increase 
By  daily  cries  which  do  that  pain  declare. 
And  witness  are  of  my  afflicted  mind. 
Yet  cry  I  will,  till  crying  me  consume. 

III. 
For  as  the  fire  the  stubble  doth  consume. 
And  as  the  wind  doth  drive  the  dust  awav. 
So  j>ensive  hearts  are  spent  with  doleful  cries. 
And  cares  distract  the  mind  with  pinching  pain. 
But  all  in  vain  I  do  my  cares  lament ; 
My  sorrow  doth  my  sobs,  sighs,  tears  increase : 
Though  sobs,  sighs,  tears,  my  torments  do  declare. 
Sobs,  sighs,  nor  tears,  move  not  her  flinty  mind. 

IV. 

I  am  cast  out  of  her  ungrateful  mind ; 
And  she  hath  sworn  I  shall  in  vain  consume 
My  weary  days — my  life  must  waste  away. 
Consumed  with  pain,  and  worn  with  restless  cries.' 
So  Philomel,  too  much  opprcss'd  with  pain. 
By  his  misdeed  that  causeth  her  lament. 
Doth  day  and  night  her  mournful  lays  increase. 
And  to  the  woods  her  sorrows  doth  declare. 

'  Consumed  with  deadly  paia  and  restlen  cries. — edii,  1621. 
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V. 

Some  ease  it  is,  hid  sorrows  to  declare;*^ 
But  too  small  ease  to  such  a  grieved  mind. 
Which  by  repeating  woes  doth  more  consume. 
To  end  which  woes  I  find  at  all  no  way; 
A  simple  salve  to  cure  so  great  a  pain ; 
But  to  death's  deafened  ears  to  bend  my  cries. 
Come,  then,  ye  ghastly  owls,  help  me  lament ! 
And  as  my  cries,  so  let  your  shrieks  increase. 

g  ''*•  The  conclusion  of  this  poem,"  remarks  the  accurate  Mr. 
Haslewood  in  a  note  to  Sir  Egerton  Brydges*  reprint,  ^^  is  mate- 
rially varied  in  the  fourth  edition,  with  an  addition  of  four 
lines  :  it  is  thus  printed  :*' 

It  is  some  ease,  hid.  sorrows  to  declare,   ** 
But  too  small  ease  to  such  a  grieved  mind ; 
As  by  repeating  cries  doth  more  consimie. 
To  end  that  which  he  finds  at  all  no  way. 
But  careful  sighs  mingled  with  ruthless  cries, 
(A  simple  salve  to  cure  so  great  a  pain :) 
Come  then,  ye  ghastly  owls,  help  me  lament. 
With  fearful  shrieks,  and  as  your  shrieks  increase. 

VI. 

M^hen  as  the  sun  departing  doth  increase 
Tlie  doubted  shadows  which  as  signs  declare 
The  night  draws  near :  so  I  to  ease  my  mind, 
Here  will  augment  my  plaints  ;  so  to  consume 
My  wasted  life :  and  though  you  fly  away 
Soon  as  the  day  returns  and  cease  your  cries ; 
Yet  T,  unhappy  wretch,  oppressed  with  pain. 
But  day  and  night  am  forced  to  lament 
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VI. 

For  as  your  shrieks  the  tunes  of  death  increase^ 
When  sun  is  set  and  shadows  do  declare 
The  night's  approach ;  so  I  from  my  dark  mind> 
Since  my  bright  sun  is  fled^  in  cries  consume 
My  night  of  woes ;  and  though  you  fly  away 
Soon  as  the  day  returns  and  cease  your  cries^ 
Yet  I  by  day  find  no  release  of  pain^ 
But  day  and  night  so  foul  a  change  lament. 

VII. 

So  foul  a  change :  but  while  I  thus  lament 
My  g^ef  with  tears,  the  more  for  to  increase 
My  woe  with  scoffs,  my  state  she  doth  declare 
To  him  who  first  from  me  her  wanton  mind 
By  gifts  did  win ;  since  when  I  still  consume 
Ay  more  and  more ;  ne  find  1  any  way 
To  ease  my  mind  :  but  thus  with  mournful  cries 
I  living  die,  and  dying  live  in  pain. 

VIII. 

And  now  adieu  delight,  and  farewell  pain ; 
Adieu  vain  hope ;  I  shall  no  more  lament 
Her  feigned  faith  which  did  my  woes  increase  ! 
And  ye  to  whom  my  griefs  I  thus  declare ; 
Ye  which  have  heard  the  secrets  of  my  mind, 
And  seen  my  lingering  life  in  pain  consume ; 
Adieu,  ye  woods  and  waters  !  hence  away ; 
By  death  I  must,  and  cease  my  ruthful  cries. 

Ye  which  hear  not  my  cries,  nor  know  my  pain. 
Yet  do  my  chance  lament :  let  pity  increase  : 
Your  grief  by  tears  dedaie,  to  ease  your  mind : 
Witness  how  I  consume  and  waste  away. 
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VII. 

But  while  I  thus,  to  senseless  things  lament^ 
Ruth  of^y  case  in  them  thereby  d'  increase^ 
Which  she  feels  not^  with  scoffs  she  doth  declare 
My  pangs  to  him,  who  first  her  wanton  mind 
From  me  did  win :  since  when  I  still  consume 
Like  wax  'gainst  fire^  like  snow  that  melts  away 
Before  the  sun  :  thus^  thus,  with  mournful  cries 
I  living  die,  and  dying  live  in  pain. 

VIII. 

And  now  adieu  delight,  and  farewell  pain ; 
Adieu  vain  hope ;  I  shall  no  more  lament 
Her  feigned  faith  which  did  my  woes  increase  ! 
And  ye  to  whom  my  griefs  I  thus  declare ; 
Ye  which  have  heard  the  secrets  of  my  mind ; 
And  seeing  then  my  ling'ring  life  in  pain  consume^ 
Grove,  brook,  and  birds  adieu  !  now  hence  away  ; 
By  death  I  will,  and  cease  my  deadly  cries. 

Francis  Davison. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


THISBE. 
Ye  woeful  sires,  whose  causeless  hate  hath  bred 
Grief  to  yourselves,  death  to  my  love  and  me. 
Let  us  not  be  disjoin'd  when  we  are  dead. 
Though  we  edive  conjoin'd  could  never  be. 
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Though  cruel  stars  deny'd  us  two  one  bed^ 
Yet  in  one  tomb  us  two  entombed  see. 
Like  as  the  dart  was  one,  and  one  the  knife,    ^ 
That  did  begin  our  love  and  end  our  life. 

CLYTEMNESTRA  TO  HER  SON  ORESTES, 

COMING   TO   KILL   HER   FOR   MUROBRING  HIS  FATHER 

AGAMEMNON. 

Hold  !  hold  thy  hand,  vile  son  of  viler  mother ! 
Death  I  deserve,  but  oh  not  by  thy  knife. 
One  parent  to  revenge  wilt  thou  kill  the  other. 
And  give  her  death  that  gave  thee,  wretch,  thy  life  ? 
Furies  will  plague  thy  murder  execrable. 
Stages  will  play  thee,  and  all  mothers  curse  thee. 
To  wound  this  womb  or  breast,  how  art  thou  able. 
When  the  one  did  bear  thee,  and  the  other  nurse  thee  ? 

AJAX. 

This  sword  is  mine,  or  wiW  Laertes'  son 
Win  this  as  he  Achilles'  armour  won. 
This  sword,  which  you,  O  Greeks,  oft  bathed  have  known 
In  Trojan  blood,  I'll  now  bathe  in  mine  own. 
This  fearless  breast,  which  all  mine  enemies  fierce 
Have  left  unpierced,  now  I  myself  will  pierce. 
So  men  shall  say,  Ajax  to  none  did  yield. 
But  t*  Ajax'  self ;  and  Ajax,  Ajax  kill'd. 
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ROMULUS. 


No  common  womb  was  fit  me  forth  to  bring, 
But  a  pure  virgin  priest>  child  to  a  king : 
No  mortal  father  worthy  was  to  breed  me ; 
Nor  human  milk  was  fierce  enough  to  feed  me. 
Therefore  the  God  of  war  by  wonder  bred  me. 
And  a  she-wolf  by  no  less  wonder  fed  me. 
In  fine,  the  Gknls,  because  earth  was  too  base, 
T'  entomb  me  dead,  did  me  in  heaven  place. 


FABRITIUS  CURIO, 

WHO   REFUSED   GOLD   OF   THE    8AMNITES,    AND   DIS- 
COVERED  TO   KINO  FYRRHU8   HIS   PHYSICIAN, 
WHO   SOUGHT   TO   POISON   HIM. 

My  famous  country  values  gold  far  less 

Than  conquest  brave  of  such  as  gold  possess. 

To  be  o'ercome  with  wealth  I  do  not  use. 

And  to  o'ercome  with  poison  I  refuse. 

No  hands  loves  more  than  mine  to  give  to  many  ; 

No  heart  hates  more  than  mine  to  take  of  any. 

With  so  firm  steel  virtue  my  mind  hath  armed; 

That  not  by  gold  nor  iron  can  it  be  harmed. 
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CATO  UTICAN, 

WHO  SLEW  HIHSELF   BECAUSE  HE   WOULD   NOT 
FALL   INTO  CiESAR's   HANDS. 

CiBSAR,  thou  hast  o'ercome^  to  thy  great  fiEune^ 
Proud  G^ermans>  valiaut  Ghiuls^  aud  Britous  rude^ 
Rome's  liberty ;  but  to  thine  eternal  shame^ 
And  her  great  Champion  thou  hast  each  subdued. 
Yet  neither  shall  thy  triumphs  with  my  name 
Be  graced,  nor  sword  be  with  my  blood  imbru'd  : 

Though  all  the  conquered  earth  do  now  serve  thee, 

Cato  will  die  unconquered  and  free ! 


A  DIALOGUE, 

IN  IMITATION  OF  THAT  BETWEEN  HORACE  AND  LYDIA^ 
BEOIKNINO,   '^  DONEC,   O&ATUS   ERAM   TIBI,**   6u^ 


LOVER. 

While  thou  didst  love  me^  and  that  neck  of  thine. 
More  sweety  white^  soft  than  roses'  silver  down. 
Did  wear  a  necklace  of  no  arms  but  mine, 
I  envy'd  not  the  King  of  Spain  his  crown. 
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LADT. 

While  of  thy  heart  I  was  scde  sovereign^ 
And  thou  didst  sing  none  but  Melina's  name^ 
Whom  for  brown  Chloe  thou  dost  now  disdain. 
Nor  envy'd  I  the  Queen  of  England's  fame. 

LcrvER. 
Though  Chloe  be  less  fair,  she  is  more  kind ; 
Her  graceful  dancing  doth  so  please  mine  eye; 
And  through  mine  ears  her  voice  so  charms  my  mind. 
That  so,  dear,  she  may  live,  I  '11  willing  die. 

LADT. 

Though  Cbibfus  cannot  sing  my  praise  in  verse^ 
I  love  him  so  for  skill  in  tilting  shown. 
And  graceful  managing  of  coursers  fierce, 
That  his  dear  life  to  save  I  '11  lose  mine  own. 

LOVER. 

What  if  I  sue  to  thee  again  for  grace. 
And  sing  thy  praises  s^veeter  than  before. 

If  out  of  my  heart  I  blot  Chlob's  face, 

• 

Wilt  thou  love  me  again,  love  him  no  more  ? 

LADT. 

Though  he  be  fairer  than  the  morning  star ; 
Though  lighter  than  the  floating  cork  thou  be ; 
And  than  the  Irish  sea  more  angry  fiar; 
With  thee  I  wish  to  Uve»  and  die  with  thee. 
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MADRIGALS. 


I. 

Though  you  be  not  content 

That  I,  poor  worm,  should  love  you. 
As  Cupid  s  power  and  your  sweet  beauty  cause  me ; 

Yet,  dear,  let  pity  move  you 

To  give  me  your  consent 
To  love  my  life,  as  law  of  nature  draws  me : 
And  if  my  life  I  love,  then  must  I  too 
Love  your  sweet  self,  for  my  life  lives  in  you. 

II. 

BORROWED   OUT   OF   A   GREEK   EPIGRAM. 

He  's  rich  enough  whose  eyes  behold  thee ; 

Who  hears  thee  sing,  a  monarch  is : 

A  demi-god  who  doth  thee  kiss ; 

And  love  himself  whose  arms  enfold  thee. 

III. 

UPON   HER   DREAMING   THAT   SHE    SAW    HIM    DEAD. 

O  fair,  yet  murd'ring  eyes. 

Stars  of  my  miseries. 
Who  while  night  clouds  your  beams. 
How  much  you  wish  my  death  show  in  your  dreams! 
Is 't  not  enough  that  waking  you  do  spill  me. 

But  you  asleep  must  kill  me  ? 
O  kill  me  still  while  you  your  sleep  are  taking, 
So  you  lend  me  kind  looks  when  you  are  waking  ! 


i 
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The  sound  of  thy  sweet  name,  my  dearest  treasure. 
Delights  me  more  than  sight  of  other  fEU^s : 
A  glimpse  of  thy  sweet  hcQ  breeds  me  more  pleasure. 
Than  any  other's  kindest  words  and  graces. 

One  gracious  word  that  from  thy  lips  proceedeth, 
I  value  more  than  others'  dove-like  kisses : 
And  thy  chaste  kiss  in  my  conceit  exceedeth 
Others'  embraces,  and  love's  chiefest  blisses. 


SONNET. 

When  trait'rous  Photine,  Caesar  did  present 
With  his  great  rival's  honourable  head. 
He  taught  his  eyes  a  stream  of  tears  to  shed. 
Hiding  in  his  false  heart  his  true  content. 

« 

And  Hannibal,  when  Fortune's  balance  light 

Raised  low-brought  Rome  and  sway'd  proud  Carthage 

down. 
While  all  but  h^  bewail'd  their  yielding  town. 
He  laugh'd  to  ease  his  swelling  ]ieart's  despight. 

Thus  cunning  minds  can  mask  with  diverse  art. 
Grief  under  feigned  smiles,  joy  under  tears : 
Like  Hannibal,  I  cannot  hide  my  fears. 
Setting  clear  looks  upon  a  cloudy  heart. 

H 
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But  let  me  joys  enjoy>  dear>  you  shall  try, 
Caesar  did  not  his  joys  so  well  as  I* 


SONNET. 

* 

While  love  in  you  did  live,  I  only  liv'd  in  you ; 
While  you  for  me  did  burn,  for  you  alone  I  burned ; 
While  you  did  sigh  for  me,  for  you  I  sigh'd  and 

mourned ; 
Till  you  prov'd  false  to  me,  to  you  I  was  most  true. 
But  since  love  died  in  you,  in  you  I  live  no  more. 
Your  heart  a  servant  new,  mine  a  new  saint  enjoyeth  : 
My  sight  offends  your  eyes,  mine  eyes  your  sight  an- 

noyeth : 
Since  you  held  me  in  scorn,  by  you  I  set  no  store. 
Yet  if  dead  love,  if  your  late  flames  return. 

If  you  lament  your  change,  and  count  me  your  sole 

treasure, 
]\Iy  love  more  fresh  shall  spring,  my   flame  more 

,    bright  shall  burn ; 
I  '11  love  none  else  but  you,  and  love  you  without 
measure : 
If  not,  untrue^  "farewell :  in  sand  I  'U  sow  no  grain^ 
Nor  plant  my  love,  but  where  love  yields  me  love  again. 
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TO   MISTRESS   DIANA. 

Pfl<EBUS  of  all  the  Grods  I  wish  to  be ; 
Not  of  the  world  to  have  the  overseeing : 
For  of  all  things  in  the  world's  circuit  being. 
One  only  thing  I  always  wish  to  see. 

Not  of  all  herbs  the  hidden  force  to  know, 
For  ah !  my  wound  by  herbs  cannot  be  cured  : 
Not  in  the  sky  to  have  a  place  assured, 
For  my  ambition  lies  on  earth  below. 

Not  to  be  prince  of  the  celestial  quire. 

For  I  one  nymph  prize  more  than  all  the  Muses : 
Not  with  his  bow  to  offer  love  abuses. 
For  I  Love's  vassal  am,  and  dread  his  ire : 

But  that  thy  light  from  mine,  might  borrow'd  be. 

And  fair  Diana  might  shine  under  me. 


>fADRIGAL,    UPON    HIS   DEPARTURE. 

Sure,  dear,  I  love  you  not;  for  he  that  loveth. 
When  he  from  her  doth  part. 
That 's  mistress  of  his  heart, 

A  deadly  pain,  a  hellish  torment  pjoveth. 
But  when,  sad  fates  did  sever 

Me  far  from  seeing  you,  I  would  see  ever ; 
I  felt  in  my  absenting 
No  pain,  nor  no  tormenting. 

For  sense  of  pain  how  could  he  find. 

That  left  his  heart  and  soul  behind  ?. 

H  2 
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EPIGRAMS, 


TRANSLATED  OUT  OF   MARTIAL. 


AD  MhlAM,  20.   1.  1. 

Si  memini,  fuerant  tibi  quatuor,  Aelia,  dent«, 
Exsptdt  una  duos  tUMis,  et  una  duo8. 

Jam  secura  potes  totis  tussire  diebus, 
Nil  istuc  quod  agat  tertia  tussis  habet. 

Four  teeth  of  late  you  had^  both  black  and  shaking. 
Which  durst  not  chew  your  meat  for  fear  of  aching ; 
But  since  your  cough,  without  a  barber's  aid. 
Hath  blown  them  out,  you  need  not  be  a£raid 
On  either  side  to  chew  hard  crusts,  for  sure 
Now  from  the  tooth-ache  you  live  most  secure. 

IN    HERM.  15.   1.  2, 

Quod  null!  calicem  tuum  propinas, 
Humane  facis,  Herme;  non  superbe. 

A   MONSIEUR   NA80,   VEROLE. 

Naso  lets  none  drink  in  his  glass  but  he. 
Think  you,  'tis  curious  pride  ?  'Tia  courtesy. 
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DB  CODRO,    15,  1.  3. 

Plus  credit  nemo,  quam  tola  Codnu  in  urbe. 
Cmn  sit  tarn  pauper,  quomodo?  cascus  amat. 

CoDRU8>  although  but  of  mean  estate^ 
Trusts  more  than  any  merchant  in  the  city ; 
For  being  old  and  blind,  he  hath  of  late 
Married  a  wife>  young,  wanton,  fair,  and  witty. 


AD  QUINTUM,   ^6,  1.5. 

QusB  legis  causa  nupsit  tibi  Lselia,  Quinte^ 
Uxorem  banc  poteris  dicere  legitimam. 

Tht  lawful  wife  fair  Loelia  needs  must  be^ 
For  she  was  forc'd  by  law  to  marry  thee. 


IN   MARONEM,   68.   1.  11. 

Nil  mibi  das  vivus,  dicis  post  fata  daturum. 
Si  non  es  stultus,  sds,  Maro,  quid  cupiam. 

TO  A.  8. 

Rich  Chremes  while  he  lives  will  nought  bestow 

On  his  poor  heirs,  but  all  at  his  last  day. 

If  he  be  half  as  wise  as  rich,  I  trow. 

He  thinks  that  for  his  life  they  seldom  pray. 
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Semper  ens  pauper,  si  pauper  es,  iEmilianr. 
Dantur  opes  nullis  nunc  nisi  divitibus.* 

TO   ALL   POOR   SCHOLARS. 

» 

Fail  ye  of  wealthy  of  wealth  ye  still  will  fell. 
None  but  fat  sows  are  now  greas'd  in  the  tail. 


*  The  foUowing  translations  of  this  Epigram,. amongst  which 
are  two,  excepting  in  a  mere  verbal  alteration,  the  same  as  that  in 
the  text,  together  with  the  others  which  follow  them,  are  taken 
from  Harl.  MS8.  290^  and  the  grounds  on  which  they  are  attri- 
buted to  Francis  Davison  are  fully  explained  in  the  memoir  of 
his  life  at  the  commencement  of  this  volume.  The  words  omitted 
are  rendered  illegible  by  the  carelessness  of  the  binder;  in  one  or 
two  places  the  words  apparently  defaced  are  supplied,  and  placed 
within  brackets. 

Semper  eris  pauper^  &c. 

If  thou  he  poor,  poor  shalt  thou  still  remain. 

Little  grows  less,  but  wealth  more  wealth  doth  gain. 

[Those  who]  are  poor  shall  yet  be  nearer  driv*n : 
[For]  only  to  the  rich  are  all  things  giv'n. 

The  rich  find  friends ;  the  poor  stand  [quite]  aloue : 
They  wealth  and  honour  gain ;  the  poor  get  none. 

[Failest]  thou  of  wealth?  of  wealth  thou  still  wilt  fail; 
[Now]  men  grease  none  but  fat  sows  in  the  tail. 

If  thou  be  poor,  thou  wilt  be  poorer  yet. 
For  fat  sows*  tails  now  all  the  grease  do  get. 

If  thou  be  poor,  poor  still  thou  *lt  be,  that 's  flat ; 
No  sows*  tails  now  are  greased,  but  those  are  fat. 

Nothing  hangs  now  for  poor  raen*s  mouths  at  all ; 
But  all  good  haps  in  rich  men*s  mouth  do  fall. 

Dost  thou  want  wealth  ?  *faith  thou  shalt  want  it  more 
But  hast  thou  much  ?  thou  shalt  have  greater  store. 

Honour  and  wealth  are  wit  and  virtue's  nuiset ; 
And  wit  and  virtue,  wealth  and  honour  merit  i. 
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IN   CINNAM,   43.   1.   7* 

Primum  est  ut  pnestes,  si  quid  te,  Cinna,  rogabo, 
Iliad  deinde  sequens,  ut  cito,  Cinna,  neges. 

Diligo  praestantem,  non  odi,  Cinna,  negantem, 
Sed  tu  uec  praestas,  nee  citu,  Cinna,  negas. 

TO   HIS   FRIENDS. 

My  just  demands  so  one  grant  or  soon  deny; 
Th'  one  friendsliip  shows^  and  th'  other  courtesy. 
But  who^  nor  soon  doth  grants  nor  soon  say  no^ 
Doth  not  true  friendship,  and  good  manners  know. 


But  wit  and  virtue  joinM  with  empty  purses, 
[Nor]  wealth,  nor  honour,  in  this  time  inherit. 

burthen  that  doth  bear  the  steye 

....  of  so  sore  a  weight  as  poverty. 

Want 's  like  an  Irish  Ix^,  wherein  who  sticketh, 
By  striving  to  get  out,  still  deeper  siuketh. 

Virtue  and  learning  were  in  former  time 
Sure  ladders  by  the  which  a  man  might  dimb 
To  honoris  seat :  but  now  they  will  not  hold, 
Unless  the  mounting  steps  be  made  of  gold. 

Virtue  and  learning,  that  were  late  neglected. 
And  now  (oh  !  happy  times  !)  restored  to  grace ; 
And  nothing  now  in  suitors  in  I'espected, 
But  that  they  have  good  gifts  fit  for  the  place. 

Who  seeks  promotion  now  is  not  respected. 
Except  he  have  good  gifts  for  the  place. 

The  following  translations,  which  have  not  before  been  printed, 
were  taken  from  the  same  MS. 

Hand  facile  emergunt. 
Virtue,  thou  canst  not  now  to  honour  flee 
Except  thy  wings  with  gold  well . .  .ped  be. 
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IN  CINNAMj  61.  1.   3. 

Etse  nihil  dicis,  qnioquid  petis,  imprube  Giima  ; 
Si  nil,  Cinna,  petis,  nil  tibi,  Cinna  nego. 

Whatso'br  you  coggingly  require^ 
'Tis  nothing,  Cinna,  still  you  cry : 
Then,  Cinna,  you  hare  your  desire; 
If  you  ask  nought,  nought  I  deny. 

DE  PHILONE,  48.  1.  5. 

Nonquam  se  OGBnasse  domi  Philo  jurat,  et  hoc  est, 
Non  (xenat  quoties  nemo  vocavit  eum. 

Philo  swears  he  ne'er  eats  at  home  a-nights : 
He  means,  he  fasts  when  no  man  him  invites. 


If  Virtue's  wings  be  dypt  by  poverty, 
She  cannot  now  unto  preferment  fly. 

Funi  gestato  geritur  nunc  funi  sacerdas, 
Et  juguium  qui  obiit  pectara  funis  obit. 
A  rope  bears  him  who  late  a  rope  did  bear  ; 
And  what  his  reins  late  wore,  his  neck  doth  wear. 

Who  bore  a  rope,  now  by  a  rope  is  borne ; 

And  now  his  neck  wears  that,  his  back  hath  worn. 

Who  bare  a  rope,  now  by  a  rope  is  borne. 
And  what  his  loins  wore,  by  his  nedc  is  worn. 

Te  speculum  faility  &c. 
Gellia,  thy  glass  extremely  flatters  thee : 
For  if  thy  filthy  face  thou  once  shouldst  see 
In  a  true  glass,  doubtless  thou  wouldst  refrain 
From  ever  looking  in  a  glass  again.  D. 
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]2.  1.  12. 


You  promise  mountains  still  to  me> 
When  over-night  stark  drunk  you  be ; 
But  nothing  you  perform  next  day : 
Henceforth  be  morning  drunk^  I  pray. 

AD   PB8SIM08   CONJUGBS^   35.   1.   8. 

Cum  sitis  similes,  paresque  vita : 
Uxor  pessima,  pessimus  maritus, 
Miror  non  bene  oonvenire  vobis. 

Why  do  your  wife  and  you  so  ill  agree, 
Since  you  in  manners  so  well  matched  be  ? 
Thou  brazen-fac'd ;  she  impudently  bold; 
Thou  still  dost  brawl ;  she  evermore  doth  scold. 
Thou  seldom  sober  art ;  she  often  drunk  ; 
Thou  a  whore-hunting  knave;  she  a  known  punk. 
Both  of  you  filch,  both  swear,  and  damn,  and  lie ; 
•And  both  take  pawns,  and  Jewish  usury. 

Not  manners  like,  make  man  and  wife  agree ; 

Their  manners  must  both  like  and  virtuous  be. 


EPIGRAMS. 


A    RULE    FOB   COUBTIEBS. 

He  that  will  thrive  in  courts  must  oft  become. 
Against  his  will,  both  blind^  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 
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ON  A  PAINTED   COURTESAN. 

Whosoever  saith  thou  sellest  all^  doth  jest : 
Thou  buy'st  thy  beauty,  that  sells  all  the  rest. 

IN   AULAM. 

Her  sons  rich  Aula  terms  her  lechers  all. 

Whom  other  dames,  loves,  friends,  and  servants  call. 

And  sure  methinks  her  wit 

Gives  them  a  name  more  lit; 
For  if  all  mothers  them  their  sons  do  call. 
Whom  they  have  only  borne  nine  months  in  all; 
May  she  not  call  them  sons  with  better  reason,^ 
Whom  she  hath  borne  nine  times  as  long  a  season  ? 
■ 

FOR   A    LOOKING-GLASS. 

If  thou  be  fair,  thy  beauties  beautify 
With  virtuous  deeds  and  manners  answerable  ; 
If  thou  be  foul,  thy  beauties  want  supply. 
With  a  fair  mind  and  actions  commendable. 

IN    ASINIUM. 

Thou  still  wert  wont,  in  earnest  or  in  jest. 

To  praise  an  ass  as  a  most  worthy  beast. 
Now  like  an  ass  thyself  thou  still  commendest, 
Whats'e'er  thou  speakest,  with  thine  own  praise  thou 
endest. 

Oh !  I  perceive  thou  praisest  learnedly. 

An  ass  in  Thesi  and  Hippotkesi. 
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ON   A    LIMPING  CUCKOLD. 

Thou  evermore  dost  ancient  poets  blaine> 
For  feigning  Venus  wife  to  Vulcan  lame. 
I  blame  the  stars^  and  Hymen  too,  that  gave 
A  ^Eur  straight  wife  to  thee,  a  foul  lame  knave : 
And  nought  doth  ease  my  grief  but  only  this^ 
Thy  Venus  now  hath  got  a  Mars  to  kiss. 

ON   CRAMBO,   A   LOUSY   SHIFTER. 

By  want  of  shift  since  lice  at  first  are  bred ; 
And  afiter,  by  the  same  increased  and  fed  : 
Crambo,  I  muse  how  you  have  lice  so  many; 
Since  all  men  know  you  shift  as  much  as  any. 

IN   QUINTUM. 

QuiNTus  is  burnt,  and  may  thereof  be  glad; 
For  being  poor,  he  hath  a  good  pretence 
At  every  church  to  crave  benevolence. 
For  one  that  had  bv  five  lost  all  he  had. 

m 

IN    SABAM. 

Why  will  not  Saba  in  a  glass  behold 
Her  face,  since  she  grew  wrinkled,  pale  and  old  ? 
Doubtless,  I  think  she  doubts  that  ugly  sights 
Like  cow-tum'd  lo  would  herself  afiright. 
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SONNETS. 


OBDIOATION  OF  THB8B   BHTMB8  TO  HIS  FIRST  LOVB. 

If  my  harsh  humble  8tyle>  and  rhymes  ill  dressed^ 
Arrive  not  to  your  worth  and  beauty  glorious. 
My  Muse's  shoulders  are  with  weight  oppressed. 
And  heavenly  beams  are  o*er  my  light  victorious. 

If  these  dim  colours  have  your  worth  expressed. 
Laid  by  love's**  hand,  and  not  by  art  laborious. 
Your  sun-like  rays  have  my  wits'  harvest  bftssed. 
Enabling  me  to  make  your  praise  notorious. 

But  if,  alas !  alas  !  the  heavens  defend  it ! 
My  lines  your  eyes,  my  love  your  heart  displeasing. 
Breed  hate  in  you,  and  kill  my  hope  of  easing ; 
Say,  with  yourself,  how  can  the  wretch  amend  it  ? 
I  wond'rous  fair,  he  wond'rous  dearly  loving. 
How  can  his  thoughts  but  make  his  pen  be  moving  ? 


THAT  HE  CANNOT  HIDB  OB  DIS8EMBLB  HIS  AFFECTION. 

I  BEND  my  wits,  and  beat  my  weary  brain. 
To  keep  my  inward  grief  from  outward  show. 
Alas,  I  cannot;  now  'tis  vain,  I  know, 
To  hide  a  fire  whose  flame  appeareth  plain. 
I  force  my  will,  my  senses  I  constrain, 
T'  imprison  in  my  heart  my  secret  woe  : 

h  hoven^-cdit.  1608. 
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But  musing  thoughts,  deep  sighs^  or  tears  that  flow^ 

Discover  what  my  heart  hides  all  in  vain. 

Yet  blame  not^  dear>  this  undissembled  passion ; 

For  well  may  love,  within  small  limits  bounded^ 

Be  wisely  mask'd  in  a  disguised  fashion: 

But  he  whose  heart,  like  mine,  is  thoroughly  wounded, 

Can  never  feign,  no,  though  he  were  assured 

That  feigning  might  have  greater  grace  procured. 


UPON   HIS   ABSENCE   FROM   HER. 

The  fairest  eye^  O  eyes  in  blackness  fair! 
That  ever  shin'd^  and  the  most  heavenly  face, 
The  daintiest  smiling,  the  most  conquering  grace. 

And  sweetest  breath  that  e'er  perfumed  the  air; 

Those  cherry  lips,*  whose  kiss  might  well  repair 
A  dead  man's  state;  that  speech  which ^  did  displace 
All  mean  desires^  and  all  affections  base^ 

Clogging  swift  hope,  and  winging  dead  despair; 

That   snow-white  breast>  and  all  those  faultless  fea- 
tures. 
Which  made  her  seem  a  personage  divine^ 

And  far  excelling  fairest  human  creatures^ 
Hath  absence  banish'd  from  my  cursed  eyne. 

But  in  my  heart,  as  in  a  mirror  clear. 

All  these  perfections  to  my  thoughts  appear. 

i  The  cberrist  lips_«/t^.  1602. 
^  Omitted.-^di/.  1610  and  1621. 
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UPON    PRESENTING   HER    WITH    THE    SPEECH    OP 
ORAY's-INN   mask,   at   THE   COURT,    1595, 

Coniitting  of  Three  Parts — The  Story  of  Proteus*  Transforma. 
tioiis,  The  M^onden  of  the  Adamantine  Rock,  and  a  Speech 
to  Her  Majesty. ' 

Who  in  these  lines  may  better  claim  a  part. 
That  sing  the  praises  of  the  maiden  Queen, 
Than  you,  fair  sweet,  that  only  sovereign  been 
Of  the  poor  kingdom  of  my  faithful  heart  ? 

Or  to  whose  view  should  I  this  speech  impart. 
Where  th'  adamantine  rock's  great  power  is  shown ; 
But  to  your  conq'ring  eyes,  whose  force  once  known. 
Makes  even  iron  hearts  loath  thence  to  part  ? 

Or  who  of  Proteus'  sundry  transformations. 
May  better  send  you  the  new-feigned  story. 
Than  I,  whose  love  unfeign'd  felt  no  mutations. 
Since  to  be  yours  I  first  received  the  glory? 
Accept,  then,  of  these  lines,  though  meanly  penn'd. 
So  fit  for  you  to  take,  and  me  to  send. 

1  Some  observations  on  this  Masque,  and  of  the  part  taken  in 
it  by  Francis  Davison,  will  be  found  in  the  Memoir  of  him  in 
this  volume.  That  portion  of  it  which  is  considered  to  have 
been  written  by  Davison  is  inserted  in  a  subsequent  page. 


ELEGY. 

HE    BKNOUNCETH   HIS   FOOD,  AND  FORMER  DELIGHT 
IN   MU8IC,    POESY,   AND   PAINTING. 


Sitting  at  board  sometimes,  prepared  to  eat> 
If 't  hap  my  mind  on  these  my  woes  to  think, 

Sighs  fill  my  mouth  instead  of  pleasant  meat> 
And  tears  do  moist  my  lips  in  lieu  of  drink : 

But  yet,  nor  sighs,  nor  tears,  that  run  amain. 

Can  either  starve  my  thoughts,  or  quench  my  pain. 

Another  time  with  careful  thought  o'erta'en, 
I  thought  these  thoughts  with  music's  might  to  chase : 

But  as  I  'gan  to  set  my  notes  in  i^me, 
A  sudden  passion  did  my  song  displace : 

Instead  of  rests,  sighs  horn  my  heart  did  rise; 

Instead  of  notes,  deep  sobs  and*  mournful  cries. 

Then,  when  I  saw,  that  these  my  thoughts  increased. 
And  that  my  thoughts  unto  my  woes  gave  fire^ 

I  hop'd  both  thoughts  and  woes  might  be  releas'd. 
If  to  the  Muses  I  did  me  retire  ; 

Whose  sweet  delights  were  wont  to  ease  my  woe; 

But  now,  alas !  they  could  do  nothing  so. 
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For  trying  oh,  alas!  yet  still  in  vain^ 
To  make  some  pleasant  numbers  to  arise^ 

And  beating  oft  my  dullen"  weary  brain^ 
In  hope  some  sweet  conceit  for  to  devise: 

Out  of  my  mouth  no  words  but  groans  would  come ; 

Out  of  my  pen  no  ink  but  tears  would  run. 

Of  all  my  old  delights  yet  one  was  left ; 

Painting  alone  to  ease  my  mind  remain'd ; 
By  which^  when  as  I  look'd  to  be  bereft 

Of  these  heart-vexing  woes  that  still  me  strain'd. 
From  forth  mine  eyes  the  blood  for  colours  came, 
And  tears  withal  to  temper  so  the  same. 

Adieu>  my  food!  that  wont'st  my  taste  to  please. 
Adieu,  my  songs !  that  bred  mine  ears'  delight ; 

Adieu,  sweet  Muse !  that  oft  my  mind  didst  ease ; 
Painting,  adieu !  that  oft  reftesh'd  my  sight ; 

Since  neither  taste,  nor  ears,  nor  sight,  nor  mind. 

In  your  delights  can  aught,  save  sorrow,  find. 

°>  Dulled. — edit,  1G08.    The  proper  reading  appears  to  be, 
^^  And  beating  oft  my  dull  and  weary  brain.** 


SONNET. 

TO   PITY. 


Waks^  Pity>  wake!  for  thou  bast  slept  too  long 
Witliin  the  tig'risli  heart  of  that  fierce  fair. 
Who  ruins  most  where  most  she  should  repair. 

And  where  she  owes  most  right,  doth  greatest  wrong. 

Wake,  Pity,  wake !  Oh  do  no  more  prolong 
Thy  needful  help,  but  quickly  hear  my  prayer ; 
Quickly,  alas !  for  otherwise  despair. 

By  guilty  death,  will  end  my  guiltless  wrong. 

Sweet  Pity,  wake,  and  tell  my  cruel  sweet. 
That  if  my  death  her  honour  might  increase, 
I  would  lay  down  my  life  at  her  proud  feet. 

And  willing  die,  and  dying,  hold  my  peace. 

And  only  live,  and  living,  mercy  cry. 

Because  her  glory  in  my  death  will  die." 

A  Thia  sonnet,  in  the  first  edition,  concludes  thus  : 
'•'•  Tell  her  I  live,  and  living,  cry  for  grace. 
Because  my  death  her  glory  would  deface.** 
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ODE. 


THAT  ONLY   HER  BBi^UTY   AND  VOIOB   PLEASE   HIM. 


I. 

Passion  may  my  judgment  blear^ 
Therefore  sure  I  will  not  swear 

That  others  are  not  pleasing : 
But,  I  speak  it  to  my  pain. 
And  my  life  shall  it  maintain. 

None  else  yields  my  heart  easing. 

II. 
Ladies  I  do  think  there  be 
Other-some  as  fair  as  she^ 

Though  none  have  fairer  features ; 
But  my  turtle-like  affection. 
Since  of  her  I  made  election^ 

Scorns  other  fairest  creatures. 

lU. 

Surely  I  will  not  deny 

But  some  others  reach  as  high 

With  their  sweet  warbling  voices  ; 
But  since  her  notes  charmed  mine  ear. 
Even  the  sweetest  tunes  I  hear. 

To  me  seem  rude  harsh  noises. 


MADRIGALS. 


TO  OVPID. 

Love,  if  a  God  thou  art. 

Then  evermore  thou  must 

Be  merciful  and  just. 
If  thou  be  just,  oh  wherefore  doth  thy  dart 
Wound  mine  alone,  and  not  my  Lady's  heart  ? 

If  merciful,  then  why 

Am  I  to  pain  reserv'd, 

Who  have  thee  truly  senr'd  ; 
While  she  that  by  thy  power  sets  not  a  fly. 
Laughs  thee  to  scorn,  and  lives  at®  liberty  ? 

Then,  if  a  Ood  thou  wilt^*  accounted  be. 
Heal  me  like  her,  or  else  wound  her  like  me. 

o  In  Uberty.-^</i/.  1602.  p  Wouldst.— mft/.  1602. 
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UPON   HIS  MI8TBB88'  SICKNESS,  AND  HIS  OWN 

HEALTH. 

In  health  and  ease  am  I ; 
Yet,  as  I  senseless  were,  it  nought  contents  me. 

You  sick  in  pain  do  lie ; 
And,  ah,  your  pain  exceedingly  torments  .me. 
Whereof  I  can  this  only  reason  give. 
That  dead  unto  myself,  in  you  I  live.** 


HE    BEOS   A    KISS. 

Sorrow  slowly  killeth  any, 
Sudden  joy  soon  murders  many  f 
Then,  sweet,  if  you  would  end  me, 

'Tis  a  fond  course  with  lingering  grief  to  spend  me. 
For,  quickly  to  dispatch  me. 

Your  only  way  is,  in  your  arms  to  catch  me. 
And  give  me  dove-like  kisses ;' 

For  such  excessive  and  unlook'd-for  blisses. 
Will  so  much  over-joy  me. 
As  they  will  straight  destroy  me, 

4  In  the  first  edition  the  concluding  lines  are, 
*•*'  Whereof  this  only  is  the  reason  true,. 
That  dead  unto  myself  I  live  in  you.'* 

r  ^^  Sorrow  seldom  killeth  any. 

Sudden  joy  hath  murderM  many.**— eeii/.  1602. 

*      And  give  me  a  sweet  kiss—- iMc^ 
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UPON   ▲  KISS   RBOBIVBD.* 

SiNCB  I  your  cherry  lips  did  kiss. 
Where  nectar  and  ambrosia  is. 
My  hungry  maw  no  meat  requires ; 
*Mj  thirsty  throat  no  drink  desires. 
For  by  your  breath  which  then  I  gained, 
Camelion-like,  my  life's  maintained. 

O  grant  me  then  those  cherries  still," 

And  let  me  feed  on  them  my  fill. 

If  by  a  surfeit  death  I  get. 

Upon  my  tomb  let  this  be  set : 

By  cherries  twain  his  life  he  cherish'd^ 

By  cherries  twain  at  length  he  perish'd." 

^  This  Madrigal  begins  thus  in  the  first  Edition : 
*'  Since  your  sweet  cherry  lip  I  kiss, 
No  want  of  food  I  once  have  mist ; 
My  stomach  now  no  meat  requires, 
My  throat  no  drink  at  aU  requires.** 

°      Then  grant  me,  dear,  those  cherries  still, 

O  let  me  feed  &c 
>  The  last  lines  are  materially  different  in  the  first  edition. 
^^  Here  lieth  he  whom  cherries  two 
Made  both  to  live,  and  love  forego.** 
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ODE.' 

UPON   HER  PROTESTATION  OF   KIND  AFFECTION^ 
HAVINO  TRIED   HIS   SINCERE   FIDELITY. 


I. 

Lady^  you  are  with  beauties  so  enriched 

Of  body  and  of  mind, 

As  I  can  hardly  find^ 
Which  of  them  all  hath  most  my  heart  bewitched. 

*ii. 

Whether  your  skin  so  white^  so  smooth^  so  tender^ 

Or  face  well  form'd  and  fair^ 

Or  heart-ensnaring  hair/ 
Or  dainty  hand^  or  leg  and  foot  so  slender. 

III. 
Or  whether  your  sharp  wit  and  lively  spirit. 

Where  pride  can  find  no  place : 

Or  your  enchanting  grace,* 
Or  speech,  which  doth  true  eloquence  inherit. 

y  The  title  in  the  first  edition  is,  *^  Upon  her  protesting  that 
now  having  tried  his  sincere  affection,  she  loved  him." 
>  Or  face  so  hvely  fair, 

Long  heart  binding  hair.— ^di/.  1602. 
a  Or  your  mott  pleasing  grace. — ibid. 
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IV. 

Most  lovely  all,  and  each  of  them  do  move  me, 

More  than  words  can  express ; 

But  yet  I  must  confess^ 
I  love  you  most^  because  you  please  to  love  me. 


HIS   RESTLESS   ESTATE. 

Your  presence  breeds  my  anguish^ 

Your  absence  makes  me  languish  : 

Your  sight  with  woe  doth  fill  me ; 

And  want  of  your  sweet  sights  alas>  doth  kill  me. 

If  those  dear  eyes  that  bum  me> 

With  mild  aspect  you  turn  me. 

For  life  my  weak  heart  panteth; 

If  frowningly,  my  sp'rit  and  life  blood  fainteth. 

If  you  speak  kindly  to  me, 

Alas !  kind  words  undo  me : 

Yet  silence  doth  dislike  me, 

And  one  unkind  ill  word,  stark  dead  would  strike  me. 

Thus,  sun  nor  shade  doth  ease  me; 
Nor  speech,  nor  silence  please  me : 
Favours  and  frowns  annoy  me; 
Both  want  and  plenty  equally  destroy  me. 
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ELEGY. 


LBTTBR8   IN   VER3E. 


My  dearest  Sweety  if  these  sad  lines  do  hap 
The  raging  fury  of  the  sea  to  'scape^ 
Oh  be  not  you  more  cruel  than  the  seas^ 
Let  pity  now  your  angry  mind  appease ; 
So  that  your  hand  may  be  their  blessed  port. 
From  whence  they  may  unto  your  eyes  resort ; 
And  at  that  throne  pleading  my  wretched  case. 
May  move  your  cruel  heart  to  yield  me  grace. 
So  may  no  clouds  of  elder  years  obscure 
Your  sun-like  eyes,  but  still  as  bright  endure. 
As  then  they  shone  when  with  one  piercing  ray 
They  made  my  self  their  slave,  my  heart  their  prey ; 
So  may  no  sickness  nip  those  flowers  sweet. 
Which  ever  flowering  on  your  cheeks  do  meet : 
Nor  all  defacing  time  have  power  to  'rase. 
The  goodly  building  of  that  heavenly  hce. 

II. 
Fountain  of  bliss,  yet  well-spring  of  my  woe. 
Oh  would  I  might  not  justly  term  you  so ! 
Alas,  your  cruel  dealing,  and  my  £Eite, 
Have  now  reduc'd  me  to  that  wretched  state^ 
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That  I  know  not  how  I  my  style  may  frame 

To  thanks,  or  grudging;  or,  to  praise,  or  blame : 

And  where  to  write  I  all  my  powers  do  bend. 

There  wot  I  not  how  to  begin  or  end. 

And  now  my  drizzling  tears  trill  down  apace. 

As  if  the  latter  would  the  former  chase. 

Whereof  some  few  on  my  pale  cheeks  remain. 

Like  wither'd  flowers,  bedew'd  with  (drops  of  rain : 

The  other  falling  in  my  paper  sink. 

Or  dropping  in  my  pen  increase  my  ink. 

Which  sudden  passion's  cause  if  you  would  find, 

A  trembling  fear  doth  now  possess  my  mind. 

That  you  will  not  vouchsafe  these  lines  to  read. 

Lest  they  some  pity  in  your  heart  may  breed : 

But,  or  with  angry  frowns  refuse  to  take  them. 

Or  taking  them  the  fire's  fuel  make  them : 

Or,  with  those  hands,  made  to  a  milder  end. 

These  guiltless  leaves  all  into  pieces  rend. 

O  cruel  Tyrant !  yet  beloved  still. 

Wherein  have  I  deserv'd  of  you  so  ill. 

That  all  my  love  you  should  with  hate  requite^ 

And  all  my  pains  reward  with  such  despite  ? 

Or  if  my  fault  be  great,  which  I  protest 

Is  only  love,  too  great  to  be  exprest. 

What,  have  these  lines  so  harmless,  innocent, 

Deserv'd  to  feel  their  master's  punishment  ? 

These  leaves  are  not  unto  my  fault  consenting. 

And  therefore  ought  not  to  haye  the  same  tormenting. 
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When  you  have  read  them,  lue  tham  as  you  ] 
F<«  by  your  sight  they  shall  be  folly  blest : 
Bat  till  you  read  them,  let  the  woes  I  have. 
This  harmless  paper  from  your  fiiry  save. 


Clear  up,  mine  eyes,  and  dry  youreeivea,  my  tears, 

And  thou,  my  heart,  banish  these  deadly  fears: 

Persuade  thyself,  that  though  lier  heart  disdain 

£ither  to  love  thy  love,  or  rue  thy  pain. 

Yet  her  fair  eyes  will  not  a  look  deny 

To  this  sad  story  of  thy  misery. 

Oh  then,  my  dear,  behold  the  portraiture 

Of  him  that  doth  all  kind  of  woes  endure ; 

Of  him  whose  head  is  made  a  hive  of  woes. 

Whose  swarming  number  daily  greater  grows ; 

Of  him  whose  senses  like  a  rack  are  beut. 

With  diverse  motions  my  poor  soul  to  rent ; 

Whose  mind  a  mirror  is,  which  only  shews 

The  ugly  image  of  my  present  woes : 

Whose  memory's  a  poison'd  knife  to  tear 

The  ever  bleeding  wound  my  breast  doth  bear; 

The  ever  bleeding  wound  not  to  he  cured. 

But  by  those  eyes  that  first  the  same  procured. 

And  that  poor  heart,  so  faithful,  constant,  true. 

That  only  loves,  and  serves,  and  honours  you. 

Is  like  a  feeble  ship,  which,  torn  and  rent. 

The  maat  of  bqte  being  broke,  and  tackling  spent; 
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Reason^  the  pilot,  dead,  the  stara  obacnred. 
By  which  alone  to  sail  it  was  enured ; 
No  port,  no  land,  no  comfort  once  expected. 
All  hope  of  safety  utterly  neglected  ; 
With  dreadful  terror  tumbling  up  and  down 
Passion's  uncertain  waves  with  hideous  sound. 
Doth  daily,  hourly,  minutely  expect. 
When  either  it  should  run,  and  so  be  wreck'd^ 
Upon  Despair's  sharp  rock,  or  be  o'erthrown 
With  storm  of  your  disdain  so  fiercely  blown. 

IV. 

But  yet  of  all  the  woes  that  do  torment  me. 
Of  all  the  torments  that  do  daily  rent  me,** 
There's  none  so  great,  although  I  am  assured 
That  even  the  least  cannot  be  long  endured^ 
As  that  so  many  weeks,  nay  months  and  years. 
Nay  tedious  ages,  for  it  so  appears. 
My  trembling  heart,  besides  so  many  anguishes, 
'Twixt  hope  and  fear  uncertain,  hourly  languishes : 
Whether  your  hands,  your  eyes,  your  heart  of  stone. 
Did  take  my  lines,  and  read  them,  and  bemoan 
With  one  kind  word,  one  sigh,  one  pitying  tear, 
Th'  unfeigned  grief  which  you  do  make  me  bear,° 

b  But  yet  of  all  the  woes  that  do  torment  my  heart. 

Of  all  the  torments  that  do  daily  rent  my  heart.— ^i/.  1602. 
r  Th*  unfeigned  grief  which  for  your  love  I  hear. — ibkL 
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Whether  y'  accepted  that  last  monoment 

Of  my  dear  lore,  the  book  I  mean^  I  sent 

To  your  dear  self,  when  the  respectless  wind 

Bore  me  away>  leaving  my  heart  behind. 

And  deign^  sometimes^  when  you  the  same  do  view. 

To  think  on  him  who  always  thinks  on  you : 

Or  whether  you,  as  oh,  I  fear  you  do^ 

Hate  both  my  self,  and  gifts,  and  letters  too. 

V. 

I  must  confess.  Unkind,  when  I  consider,* 
How  ill,  alas,  how  ill  agree  together. 
So  peerless  beauty  to  so  fierce  a  mind. 
So  hard  an  Inside  to  so  fair  a  rind, 
A  heart  so  bloody  to  so  white  a  breast. 
So  proud  disdain  with  so  mild  looks  supprest  ; 
And  how,  my  dear,  oh,  would  it  had  been  never. 
Accursed  word !  nay  would  it  might  be  ever : 
How  once,  I  say,  till  our  heart  was  estranged, 
Alas,  how  soon  my  day  to  night  was  changed ! 
You  did  vouchsafe  my  poor  eyes  so  much  grace. 
Freely  to  view  the  riches  of  your  face. 
And  did  so  high  exalt  my  lowly  heart. 
To  call  it  yours,  and  take  it  in  good  part. 
And,  which  was  greatest  bliss,  did  not  disdain. 
For  boundless  love  to  y^^ld  some  love  again. 

d  I  must  confess  (unkind)  when  I  do  oontider,     edit,  1602. 
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When  this^  I  say,  I  call  unto  my  mind^ 

And  in  my  heart  and  soul  no  cause  can  find. 

No  fact,  no  word,  whereby  my  heart  doth  merit. 

To  lose'  that  love,  which  once  I  did  inherit. 

Despair  itself  cannot  make  me  despair 

But  that  you  11  prove  as  kind  as  you  are  hix, 

And  that  my  lines,  and  book.  Oh  would  't  were  true. 

Are,  though  I  know't  not  yet,  received  by  you ; 

And  often  have  your  cruelty  repented. 

Whereby  my  guiltless  heart  is  thus  tormented. 

And  now  at  length,  in  lieu  of  passed  woe. 

Will  pity,  kindness,  love  and  favour  shew/ 

VI. 

But  when  again  my  cursed  memory. 
To  my  sad  thoughts  confounded  diversly. 
Presents  the  time,  the  tear-procuring  time. 
That  wither'd  my  young  joys  before  their  prime : 
The  time  when  I  with  tedious  absence  tired. 
With  restless  love  and  rnck'd  desire  inspired. 
Coming  to  find  my  earthly  Paradise, 
To  glass  my  sight  in  your  two  heavenly  eyes. 
On  which  alone  my  earthly  joys  depended. 
And  wanting  which,  my  joy  and  life  were  ended, 

e  To  love  that  love,  in  the  second,  third,  and  fourth  editions, 
but  it  is  evidently  a  misprint.    In  the  first  edition  it  stands. 
No  fact,  no  word,  whereby  my  heart  hath  merited, 
Of  your  sweet  iove  to  be  thus  disinherited.— .^(ii/.  1802. 

f  Will  pity,  gpraoe,  and  love,  and  favour  shew. — ibid,  1602. 
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No  no^  I  think,  and  sad  despair  says  for  me. 
You  hate,  disdain,  and  utterly  abhor  we. 

VII. 

Alas,  my  Dear,  if  this  you  do  devise. 
To  try  the  virtue  of  your  murdering-  eyes. 
And  in  the  glass  of  bleeding  hearts,  to  view 
The  glorious  splendour  of  your  beauty's  hue. 
Ah,  try  it  on  rebellious  hearts,  and  sprites** 
That  do  withstand  the  power  of  sacred  lights. 
And  make  them  feel,  if  any  such  be  found. 
How  deep  and  cureless  your  eyes  can  wound. 
But  spare,  oh  spare  my  yielding  heart,  and  save 
Him  whose  chief  glory  is  to  be  your  slave  : 
Make  me  the  matter  of  your  clemency. 
And  not  the  subject  of  your  tyranny. 

h  In  the  second,  third,  and  fourth  editions,  this  line  is  printed 
'^  Ah  try  it  on  rebellious  hearts  and  eyei^^ 
but  as  this  ill  agrees  with  the  sense  and  not  at  all  with  the 
rhyme,  Sir  Egerton  Brydges  has,  with  his  usual  ingenuity,  sug- 
gested that  the  concluding  word  of  the  next  line  '^  lights**  was 
a  "misprint  for  '^  sighs;"  and  though  this  correction  would  im- 
prove the  passage,  still  the  idea  of  trying  the  effect  of  beauty's 
resplendent  hue  on 

rebellious  hearts  and  «ye< 
That  do  withstand  the  power  of  sacred  ^ghs^ 
approached  too  nearly  to  nonsense,  for  it  to  have  been  the  poet's 
meaning.  The  first  edition  of  the  Rhapsody,  which  was  not  dis- 
covered when  the  Lee  Priory  Edition  was  printed,  but  from  which 
the  text  was  corrected,  has,  however,  perfectly  explained  the  lines 
in  question,  and,  as  it  now  stands,  the  simile  is  highly  beautiful. 


1S8  POETICAL   EHAP80DY. 


ODE. 

BSINO  BT  HIS  AB8ENCB   IN  ITALY    DBPRIYBD  OF  HBR 

LOOKS,   WORDS,   AND  GESTURES,  HE   DESIRETH 

HBR   TO   WRITE    UNTO  HIM.' 


I. 

My  only  star. 
Why,  why  are  your  dear  eyes. 
Where  all  my  life's  peace  lies,^ 

With  me  at  war  ? 
Why  to  my  ruin  tending. 

Do  they  stiU  lighten  woe, 
On  him  that  loves  you  so, 
Tliat  all  his  thoughts  in  you  have  birth  and  ending? 

II. 

Hope  of  my  heart. 
Oh  wherefore  do  the  words. 
Which  your  sweet  tongue  affords. 

No  hope  impart  ? 

I  In  the  first  Edition  the  title  of  this  Ode  is  ^^  Being  deprived 
of  her  sweet  looks,  words  and  gestures,  by  his  absence  in  Italy,  he 
desires  her  to  write  unto  him.*'  It  is  stated  in  the  Memoir  of 
Frands  Davison,  in  this  volume,  that  he  was  in  Italy  in  159^  at 
whioh  time  this  Ode  was  probaUy  written. 

k  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  fourth  edition,  but  probably  by 
aoddent. 
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But  cruel  without  measure^ 
To  my  eternal  pain^ 
Still  thunder  forth  disdain 
On  him  whose  life  depends  upon  your  pleasure. 

III. 

Sunshine  of  joy^ 
Why  do  your  gestures,  which 
All  eyes  and  hearts  bewitch^ 
My  bliss  destroy  ? 
And  pity's  sky  o'erclouding. 

Of  hate  an  endless  show'r 
On  that  poor  heart  sfiU  pour. 
Which  in  your  bosom  seeks  his  only  shrouding  ? 

IV. 

Balm  of  my  wound/ 
Why  are  your  lines,  whose  sight 
Should  cure  me  with  delight. 

My  poison  found  ? 
Which  through  my  veins  dispersing. 

Make  my  poor  heart  and  mind," 
And  all  my  senses,  find 
A  living  death,  in  torments  past  rehearsing. 

1  Blame  of  my  wound,  in  each  of  the  former  editions,  but  it 
is  presumed  to  have  been  a  misprint. 

*  Doth  make  my  heart  and  mind.— ^t/.  1002. 
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V. 


Alas !  my  fate 
Hath  of  your  eyes  depriv'd  me. 
Which  both  kill'd  and  reviv'd  me. 

And  sweeten'd  hate ; 
Your  sweet  voice,  and  sweet  graces. 
Which  cloth'd  in  lovely  weeds 
Your  cruel  words  and  deeds. 
Are  intercepted  by  far  distant  places. 


VI. 


But,  oh  !  the  anguish 
Which  presence  still  presented, 
Absence  hath  not  absented. 

Nor  made  to  languish  ; 
No,  no,  t'  increase  my  paining. 

The  cause  being,  ah !  removed. 
For  which  th'  effect  I  loved, 
Th'  effect  is  still  in  greatest  force  remaining. 

Yll. 

Oh !  cruel  tiger. 
If  to  your  hard  heart's  centre 
Tears,  vows,  and  prayers  may  enter. 

Desist  your  rigour  ; 
And  let  kind  lines  assure  me. 

Since  to  my  deadly  wound 
No  salve  else  can  be  found. 
That  you  that  kill  me,  yet  at  length  will  cure  me. 


1 
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ALLUSION   TO   THE   CONFUSION  OF   BABBL. 


The  wretched  life  I  live. 

In  my  weak  senses  such  confusion  maketh. 
That,  like  the  accursed  rabble 
That  built  the  tower  of  Babel, 
My  wit  iTiistaketh, 
And  unto  nothing  a  right  name  doth  give. 

I  term  her  my  dear  love,  that  deadly  hates  me ; 

My  chief  est  good,  her  that 's  my  chief  est  evil ; 

Her  saint  and  goddess,  who 's  a  witch,  a  devil ; 
Her  my  sole  hope,  that  with  despair  amates°  me ; 

My  balm  I  call  her,  that  with  poison  fills  me ; 

And  her  I  term  my  life,  that  daily  kills  me. 

*>  Daunts,  disheartens. — Naret. 


K   2 
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SONNET. 

UPON   HEB  ACKNOWLEDGING  HIS  DESERT^   YET 
REJECTING  HIS  AFFECTION. 


If  love  conjoin'd  with  worth  and  great  desert. 
Merit  like  love  in  every  noble  mind^ 
Why  then  do  I  you  still  so  cruel  find. 
To  whom  you  do  such  praise  of  worth  impart  ? 

And  if,  my  dear,  you  speak  not  from  your  heart. 
Two  heinous  wrongs  you  do  together  bind. 
To  seek  with  glozing  words  mine  eyes  to  blind. 
And  yet  with  hateful  deeds  my  love  to  thwart. 

To  want  what  one  deserves,  engrieves  his  pain. 
Because  it  takes  away  all  self-accusing; 
And  under  kindest  words  to  mnsk°  disdain. 
Is  to  a  vexed  soul  too  much  abusing. 

Then  if  *t  be  false,  such  glozing  words  refrain ; 

If  true,  oh  !  then  let  worth  his  due  obtain. 

HER   ANSWER   IN    THE    SAME    RHYMES. 

If  your  fond  love  want  worth  and  great  desert. 
Then  blame  yourself  that  you  me  cruel  find : 
If  worth  alone  move  every  noble  mind. 
Why  to  no  worth  should  I  my  love  impart  P 

o  AIak€y  in  the  third  edition,  bat  probably  a  misprint. 
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And  if  the  less  to  grieve  your  wounded  heart, 
I  seek  your  dazzled  eyes  with  words  to  blinds 
To  just  disfavour  I  great  favour  bind^ 
With  deeds  and  not  with  words  your  love  to  th\vart. 

The  freeing  of  your  mind  from  self  accusing, 
By  granting  your  deserts  should  ease  your  pain ; 
And  since  love  is  your  fault,  'twere  some  abusing. 
With  bitter  words  to  envenom  just  disdain. 

Then  if 't  be  true,  all  glozing  I  refrain ; 

If  false,  why  should  no  worth  worth's  due  obtain  ? 


HIS    FAREWELL    TO   HIS    UNKIND    AND    INCONSTANT 

MISTRESS. 

Sweet,  if  you  like  and  love  me  still. 
And  yield  me  love  for  my  good  will. 
And  do  not  from  your  promise  start. 
When  your  fair  hand  gave  me  your  heart ; 

If  dear  to  vou  I  be. 

As  you  are  dear  to  me ; 
Then  your's  I  am,  and  will  be  ever. 
Nor  time  nor  place  my  love  shall  sever ; 
But  faithful  still  I  will  persever. 

Like  constant  marble  stone. 

Loving  but  you  alone. 

But  if  you  favour  more  than  me. 

Who  love  thee,  dear,  and  none  but  thee  ;^ 

P  Who  love  thee  still  and  none  but  thee,^€dit,  1G02. 
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• 

If  others  do  the  harvest  gain^ 
That 's  due  to  me  for  all  my  pain ; 

If  you  delight  to  range,** 

And  oft  to  chop  and  change ; 
Then  get  you  some  new-fangled  mate ; 
My  doating  love  shall  turn  to  hate. 
Esteeming  you,  though  too,  too  late. 

Not  worth  a  pehble  stone. 

Loving  not  me  alone. 


A  PROSOPOPOEIA, 

whkrein  his  heart  speaks  to  his  second 

lady's  breast. 

I  DARE  not  in  mv  master's  bosom  rest. 

That  flaming  ^tna  would  to  ashes  bum  me ; 

Nor  dare  I  harbour  in  his  mistress'  breast,     ' 
The  frosty  climate  into  ice  would  turn  me ; 

So  both  from  her  and  him  I  do  retire  me. 

Lest  th'  one  should  freeze  me,  and  th'  other  fire  me. 

Wing'd  with  true  love,  I  fly  to  this  sweet  breast. 
Whose  snow,  I  hope,  will  cool,  but  t*  ice  not  turn  me; 

Where  fire  and  snow,  I  trust,  so  tempered  rest. 
As  gentle  heat  will  warm,  and  yet  not  bum  me. 

4  If  that  you  love  to  wn^^-^^ii*  I(N)2. 


■ 
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But  oh  dear  breast !  from  thee  I  '11  ne'er  retire  me. 
Whether  thou  cool,  or  warm,  or  freeze,  or  fire  me. 


UPON   HER   GIVING   HIM   BACK   THE    PAPER   WHEREON 

THE     FORMER    SONG   WAS   WRITTEN,   AS   THOUGH 

IT   HAD   BEEN   AK   ANSWER   THEREUNTO. 

Lady  of  matchless  beauty ; 
When  into  your  sweet  bosom  I  delivered 
A  paper,  with  wan  looks,  and  hand  that  quivered 
'Twixt  hope,  fear,  love,  and  duty; 
Thought  you  it  nothing  else  contain'd 
But  written  words  in  rhyme  restrained  ? 
Oh  then  your  thought  abused  was; 
My  heart  close  \vrapt  therein,  into  your  breast  infused 
was. 

When  you  that  scroll  restor'd  me 
With  grateful  words,  kind  grace,  and  smiling  merrily. 
My  breast  did  swell  with  joy,  supposing  verily. 
You,  answer  did  afford  me. 
But  finding  only  that  I  writ, 
I  hop'd  to  find  my  heart  in  it : 

But  you  my  hope  abused  had. 
And  poison  of  despair  instead  thereof  infused  had. 

Why,  why  did  you  torment  me. 
With  giving  back  my  humble  rhymes  so  hatefully  ? 
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You  should  have  kept  both  heart  and  paper  gratefiilly. 
Or  both  you  should  have  sent  me. 
Hope  you  my  heart  thence  to  remove^ 
By  scorning  me^  my  lines,  my  love  ? 
No,  no ;  your  hope  abused  is. 
Too  deep  to  be  remov'd,  it  in  your  breast  infused  is. 

Oh,  shall  I  hide  or  tell  it  ? 
Dear,  with  so  spotless,  zealous,  firm  affection, 
I  love  your  beauty,  virtue,  and  perfection. 
As  nothing  can  expel  it. 
Scorn  stiU  my  rhymes,  my  love  despite. 
Pull  out  my  heart,  yea  kill  me  quite ; 
Yet  will  your  hate  abused  be. 
For  in  my  very  soul,  your  love  and  looks  infused  be. 


COMMENDATION    OF    HER   BEAUTY,    STATURE,  BEHAVIOUR^ 

AND   WIT. 

Some  there  are  as  fair  to  see  too ; 
But  by  art  and  not  by  nature ; 
Some  as  tall  and  goodly,  be  too  p 
But  want  beauty  to  their  stature. 

Some  have  gracious  kind  behaviour ; 
But  are  foul  or  simple  creatures : 
Some  have  wit,  but  want  sweet  favour. 
Or  are  proud  of  their  good  features. 
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* 

Only  jaa,  and  yon  want  pity^ ' 
Are  moat  fair,  tall,  kind^  and  witty. 


TO  HER   HAND,   UPON    HER   01  VINO    HIM   HER   OLOVE. 

Oh  HAND !  of  all  hands  living 

The  softest,  moistest,  whitest : 
More  skill'd  than  Pu(ebu8  on  a  lute  in  running. 
More  than  Minerva  with  a  needle  cunning. 

Than  Mercury  more  wily. 

In  stealing  hearts  most  slily : 
Since  thou,  dear  hand,  in  theft  so  much  delightest, 

Why  fall'st  thou  now  a  giving  ? 
Ay  me!  thy  gifts  are  thefts,  and  with  strange  art» 
In  giving  me  thy  glove,  thou  steal'st  my  heart. 


CUPID   PROVED   A    FKNCKH. 

Ah,  Cupid,  I  mistook  thee : 
I  for  an  archer,  and  no  fencer  took  thee. 
But  as  a  fencer  oft  feigns  blows  and  thrusts, 

Where  he  intends  no  harm,* 

Then  tflrns  his  baleful  arm, 
And  wounds  that  part  which  least  his  foe  mistrusts : ' 

So  thou,  with  fencing  art, 
Feigning  to  wound  mine  eyes,  hast  hit  my  heart. 

'  Only  you  in  court  and  city .~^€dU.  1602. 

*  Where  lie  doth  mean  no  harm.— i^l<i. 

^  And  wounds  hit  foe  whereat  he  least  mittruttt.— 46<J. 
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UPON   HER   COMMENDING  (tHOUOH   MOST    UNDESER- 
VEDLY)   HIS   VERSES   TO   HIS   FIRST    LOVE. 

Prais^  you  those  barren  rhymes  long  since  composed^ 
Which  my  great  love,  her  greater  cruelty. 
My  constant  faith,  her  false  inconstancy. 
My  praises'*  style,  her  o'er-praised  worth  disclosed  ? 

Oh,  if  I  lov'd  a  scornful  dame  so  dearly; 
If  my  wild  years  did  yield  so  firm  affection  : 
If  her  moon-beams,  short  of  your  sun's  perfection. 
Taught  my  hoarse  Muse  as  you  say  to  sing  clearly. 

How  much,  how  much  should  I  love  and  adore  you, 
Divinest  creature,  if  you  deign'd  to  love  me ! 
What  beauty,  fortune,  time  should  ever  move  me. 
In  these  stay'd  years,  to  like  aught  else  before  you  ? 

And  oh,  how  should  my  Muse  by  you  inspired 

Make  heaven  and  earth  resound  your  praise  admired  ! 

My  then  green  heart  so  hrighilif  did  injiame. 


HE    COMPARES   HIMSELF   TO   A   CANDLK-FLY 

Like  to  the  seely  fly. 
To  the  dear  light  I  fly 
Of  your  disdainful  eyes. 
But  in  a  diverse  wise : 
She  with  the  flame  doth  play 
By  night  alone,  and  I,  both  night  and  d 

*>  Praiuless  in.  the  Lee  Priory  edition. 
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She  to  a  candle  mxu ; 
I  to  a  lights  far  brighter  than  the  sun's. 

She  near  at  hand  is  fired ; 
I  both  near  hand^  and  far  away  retired.  « 

She  fondly  thinks^  nor  dead,  nor  hurt  to  be ; 
But  I  my  burning  and  my  death  foresee. 


ANSWER   TO   HER   QUESTION^   WHAT   LOVE    WAS. 

If  I  behold  your  ey^. 
Love  is  a  paradise : 
But  if  I  view  my  heart, 
'Tis  an  infernal  smart. 


THAT  ALL  OTHER  CBEATURES  HAVE  THEIR  ABimSO 

IN  HEAVEN^  HELL,  EARTH,  AIR,  WATER  OR 

FIRE,  BUT  HE  IN  ALL  OF  THEM. 

In  heaven  the  blessed  angels  have  their  being ; 
In  hell  are  fiends  appointed  to  damnation; 
To  men  and  beasts  earth  yields  firm  habitation  ; 
The  wing'd  musicians  in  the  air  ar^  fleeing ; 

With  fins  the  people  gliding 

Of  water  have  the  enjoying; 

In  fire,  all  else  destroying. 
The  salamander  finds  a  strange  abiding: 
But  I,  poor  wretch,  since  I  did  first  aspire 
To  love  your  beauty,  beauties  all  excelling^ 

Have  my  strange  diverse  dwelling, 
In  heaven,  hell,  earth,  water,  air,  and  fire. 
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Mine  ear^  while  you  do  sing,  in  heav'n  remaiueth  : 
My  mind  in  hell^  through  hope  and  fear's  contention : 
Earth  holds  my  drossy  wit  and  dull  invention : 
Th'  iR  f(9od  of  airy  sighs  my  life  sustaineth. 

To  streams  of  tears  still  flowing. 

My  weeping  eyes  are  turned : 

My  constant  heart  is  burned 
In  quenchless  fire  within  my  bosom  glowing. 
Oh  fool,  no  more,  no  more  so  high  aspire : 
In  heav'n  is  no  beauty  more  excelling, 

In  hell  no  such  pride  dwelling. 
Nor  heart  so  hard  in  earth,  air,  water,  fire. 


UPON   HIS   TIMOBOUS   SILENCE    IN    HER   PRESENCE. 

Abe  lovers  full  of  fire  ? 
How  comes  it  then  my  verses  are  so  cold  ? 
And  how,  when  I  am  nigh  her. 
And  fit  occasion  wills  me  to  be  bold. 
The  more  I  burn,  the  more  I  do  desire. 
The  less  I  dare  require  ? 
Ah  love !  this  is  thy  wond'rous  art. 
To  freeze  the  tongue,  and  fire  the  heart. 


UPON   HER    LONG   ABSENCE. 


If  this  most  wretched  and  infernal  anguish. 
Wherein  so  long  your  absence  makes  me  languish. 
My  vital  spirits  spending, 
Do  not  work  out  my  ending ; 


i 
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Nor  yet  your  long  expected  safe  retuniiiigy 
To  beav'nlj  joj  my  hellisli  torments  turning. 

With  joy  so  overfill  me,  ^ 

As  presently  it  kill  me : 
I  will  oonclade,  hows'ever  schools  deceive  a  man. 
No  joy,  nor  sorrow,  can  of  life  bereave  a  man. 


UPON   8R&INO   HIS   PACK   IN    HEB   BTB. 

Fairest  and  kindest  of  all  woman-kind : 

Since  you  did  me  the  undeserved  grace 

In  your  fair  eye  to  shew  me  my  bad  face ; 

With  loan  I'll  pay  you  in  the  self-same  kind : 
Look  in  mine  eye,  and  I  will  shew  to  you 
The  fairest  face  that  heaven's  eye  doth  view. 

But  the  small  worthless  glass  of  my  dim  eye 
Scarce  shews  the  picture  of  your  heav'nly  face. 
Which  yet  each  slightest  turn  doth  straight  deface. 
But  could,  oh  could  you  once  my  heart  espy. 

Your  form  at  large  you  there  engrav'd  should  see, 
Which,  nor  by  time,  nor  death  can  rased  be. 
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UPON   HER   HIDING   HER  FACE    FROM   HIM. 

#  Qo,  wailing  accents  go^ 

'With  my  warm  tears  and  scalding  tears  attended. 

To  th'  author  of  my  woe. 
And  humbly  ask  her,  why  she  is  offended. 

Say,  dear,  why  hide  you  so  • 

From  him  your  blessed  eyes. 
Where  he  beholds  his  earthly  paradise. 

Since  he  hides  not  from  you 
His  heart,  wherein  love's  heav'n  you  may  view  ? 


UPON   HER   BEAUTY  AND   INOONSTANCY. 

Whosoever  longs  to  try 

Both  love  and  jealousy, 
My  hJT  inconstant  lady  let  him  see. 
And  he  will  soon  a  jealous  lover  be. 

Then  he  by  proof  shall  know. 

As  I  do  to  my  woe. 
How  they  make  my  poor  heart  at  once  to  dweU, 
In  fire  and  frost,  in  heaven  and  in  hell. 


A  DIALOGUE, 

BETWEEN   A    LOVER's   FLAMINOvHEART,   AND   HIS 

lady's  frozen  breast. 


HEART.  Shun  not;  sweet  breast^  to  se^  me  all  of  fire. 

breast.  Fly  not;  dear  hearty  to  find  me  all  of  snow. 

heart.  Thy  snow  inflames  these  flames  of  my  desire. 

BREAST.  And  I  desiro;  Desire's  sweet  flames  to  know. 

HEART.  Thy  snow  n'ill  hurt  me. 

BREAST.  Nor  thy  fire  will  harm  me. 

HEART.  This  cold  will  cool  me; 

BREAST.  And  this  heat  will  warm  me. 

HEART.     Take  this   chaste  fire  to  that  pure   virgin 

snow. 
BREAST.   Being  now  thus  warm'd,  I'll  ne'er  seek  other 
.  fire. 
P  HEART.     Thou  giVst  more  bliss  than   mortal  hearts 

may  know. 
BREAST.    More  bliss  I  take  than  angels  can  desire. 
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BOTH   TOOETHBR. 

Let  one  }oj  fill  us^  as  one  grief  did  harm  us  ;* 
Let  one  death  kill  us^  as  one  love  doth  warm  us. 


FOR  WHAT  CAUSE   HE   OBTAINS  NOT  HIS   LADY  8 

FAVOUR. 

Dear^  why  hath  my  long  love^  and  ^th  unfeigned^ 
At  your  fair  hands  no  grace  at  all  ohtained  ? 

Is 't  that  my  pock-hol'd  face  doth  heauty  lack  ? 
No :  Your  sweet  sex,  sweet  beauty  praiseth : 
Ours,  wit  and  valour  chiefly  raiseth. 

Is't  that  my  muskless  clothes  are  plain  and  black  ? 
No :  What  wise  lady  loves  fine  noddies^ 
With  poor-clad  minds,  and  rich  clad  bodies  ? 

Is*t  that  no  costly  gifts  mine  agents  are? 
No :  My  true  heart,  which  I  present  you. 
Should  more  than  pearl  or  gold  content  you. 

Is't  that  my  verses  want  invention  rare  ? 
No :  I  was  never  skilful  poet, 
I  truly  love,  and  plainly  shew  it. 

V  In  the  first  edition  these  lines  stand  thus : 
*^  Let  one  grief  harm  us,  let  one  joy  fill  us. 
Let  one  love  warm  ui^  and  let  one  death  kill  as.*' 
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Is't  that  I  vaant,  or  am  effeminate  ? 
Oh  scornful  vices !  I  abhor  you^ 
Dwell  still  in  courts  the  place  fit  for  yon. 

Is't  that  yon  fear  my  love  soon  turns  to  hat^  ? 
No :  Though  disdain'd,  I  can  hate  never ; 
But  lov'd,  where  once  I  love,  love  ever. 

Is't  that  your  favours  jealous  eyes  suppress? 
No:  only  virtue  never  sleeping^ 
Both  your  fair  mind  and  body's  keeping. 

Is't^  that  to  many  more  I  love  profess  ? 
Goddess,  you  have  my  heart's  oblation ; 
And  no  saint  else  lips  invocation. 

No,  none  of  these.     The  cause  I  now  discover ; 
No  woman  loves  a  fedthful  worthy  lover. 


A  QUATRAIN. 

If  you  reward  my  love  with  love  again. 

My  bliss,  my  life,  my  heaven  I  will  deem  you ; 

But  if  you  proudly  'quite  it  with  disdain. 

My  curse,  my  death,  my  hell  I  must  esteem  you. 

^  3ty  cune,  my  hell  I  must  esteem  you.— edi/.  1621. 

L 
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SONNET 

TO  A  WORTHY   LORD,*  NOW  DBAD,  UPON  PRK8ENTINO 

HIM,   FOR  A   NEW  YEAR's  GIFT,   WITH 

CXBAB'B   commentaries   and   CORNELIUS   TACITUS. 

Worthily  fiEunous  lord,  whose  virtaes  rare. 
Set  in  the  gold  of  never-stain'd  nobility. 
And  noble  mind  shining  in  true  humility. 
Make  you  admir'd  of  all  that  virtuous  are : 

If,  as  your  sword  with  envy  imitates 
Great  Csesar's  sword  in  all  his  deeds  victorious; 
So  your  leam'd  pen  would  strive  to  be  glorious. 
And  write  your  acts  performed  in  foreign  States ; 

Or  if  some  one,  with  the  deep  wit  inspired 
Of  matchless  Tacitus,  would  them  historify. 
Then  Cesar's  works  so  much  we  should  not  glorify^ 
And  Tacitus  would  be  much  less  desired. 

But  till  yourself,  or  some  such  put  them  forth. 

Accept  of  these  as  pictures  of  your  worth. 

X  Probably  the  unfortanate  Robert  Earl  of  Essex,  who,  as  is 
stated  in  the  Memoir,  was  In  some  degree  the  patron  of  Francis 
Davison. 


TO 


SAMUEL  DANIEL,> 

PRINCE    OF   ENGLISH    POBT>i^ 
UPON   HIS   THREE    SEVERAL    SORTS   OF   POESY. 

LYI^ICAL,   IK   HIS   SOXKET8 ; 

TRAGICAL,   IN   BOSAMOND   AND   CLEOPATRA; 

HEROICAL,   IK   HIS   CIVIL   WARS. 

Olympia's  matchless  son^  when  as  he  knew 

How  many  crowns  his  father's  sword  had  gain'd, 
With  smoking  sighs,  and  deep-fetch'd  sobs  did  rue. 
And  his  brave  cheeks  with  scalding  tears  bedew ; 

Because  that  kingdoms  now  so  few  remain'd 

By  his  victorious  arms  to  be  obtain'd* 

y  Samuel  Dakiel,  who  is  here  emphatically  styled  ^  The 
Prince  of  English  Poets,**  was  the  son  of  a  music-master,  and  was 
bom  near  Taunton,  in  Somersetshire,  in  1562.  In  1579  he  was  ad- 
mitted a  commoner  of  Magdalen  Hail,  Oxford ;  but,  perhaps  from 
that  want  of  application  which  is  too  often  the  companion  of  ge- 
nius, he  left  the  University  without  having  g^raduated,  and  devoted 
himself  to  History  and  the  Muses,  instead  of  Logic  and  Theo- 
logy. His  tiwislation  of  Paulus  Jovius,  and  a  ^«  DiscouMe  on 
rare  Inventions,**  or,  more  probably  the  interest  of  his  brother-in- 
Uiw,  the  well  known  John  Fbrio,  obtained  him  the  appointment 
M  Gentlerafm  Extraordinary,  and  afterwards,  of  Groom  of  t1i«i 

Is  2 
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So^  learned  Daniel>  when  as  thou  didst  see. 

That  Spenser  erst  so  far  had  spread  his  £une^ 
That  he  w^s  monarch  deem'd  of  Poesy, 
Thou  didst,  I  guess,  even  bum  with  jealousy. 
Lest  laurel  were  not  left  enough  to  frame 
A  nest  sufficient  for  thine  endless  name. 

But*a8  that  pearl  of  Greece  soon  after  pass'd 
In  wond'rous  conquests  his  renowned  sire. 
And  others  all,  whose  names  by  Fame  are  pipc'd 
In  highest  seat :  so  hath  thy  Muse  surpassed 
Spenser,  and  all  that  do  with  hot  desire 
To  the  thunder-scorning  laurel-crown  aspire. 

Chamber,  to  Queen  Anne,  ooniort  of  James  I.  His  reputation 
both  as  a  Poet  and  an  Historian,  wa&  about  this  time  at  its 
meridian ;  and  according  to  Antony  Wood,  he  succeeded  Spen- 
ser as  the  Poet  Laureat.  Of  his  life  little  is  recorded,  possibly 
because  it  presented  few  incidents  beyond  those  of  ordinary 
men ;  for,  with  very  few  exceptions,  the  lives  of  scholars  afford 
but  scanty  materiab  for  biography.  It  appears  that  in  his  latter 
years  he  retired  near  to  the  place  where  he  was  bom,  and  died 
in  October  1619,  aged  about  fifty-seven,  at  Beckington  near 
PhilipVNorton  in  Somersetshire.  Having  been  the  tutor  to 
Ann,  daughter  and  sole  heiress  of  George  Clifford  Earl  of  Cum- 
berland, she,  from  a  feelingwhich  reflects  honour  on  her  character, 
erected  a  monument  to  his  memory,  on  which  he  is  described  as 
«( that  excellent  Poet  and  Historian.** 

Daniel's  chief  productions  are,  ^^  The  Complaint  of  Rosamond  ;** 
various  ^^  Sonnets  to  Delia;"  a  tragedy  entitled  *'  Cleopatra  ;**  au 
historical  poem  on  «^  The  Ciyil  Wan  between  the  Hooaei  4if 
Vork  and  Lancaster;**  ^  The  Vision  of  the  Twelva  God- 
desses;*' dec.  His  Poetical  Woika  were  edited  by  hi^  brother 
John  Daniel,  in  1623. 
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And  as  his  empire's  linked  force  was  known^ 
Wlien  each  of  those  that  did  his  kingdom  share> 

The  mightiest  kings  in  miffht  did  match  alone ; 

So  of  thy  skill  the  greatness  thus  is  shown ; 

That  each  of  those,  great  poets  deemed  are. 

Who  may  in  no  one  kind  with  thee  compare. 

.  ■ 

One  shar'd  out  Greece,  another  Asia  held. 

And  fertile  Egypt  to  a  third  did  fall  ; 
But  only  Alexander  all  did  wield. 
So  in  soft  pleasing  lyrics  some  are  skill'd. 

In  tragic  some,  some  in  heroical ; 

But  thou  alone  art  matchless  in  them  all. 

NGN   BQUII>BM    IN  VIDEO,   MIROR   MAOI8. 


THREE  EPITAPHS 

UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  RARE  CHILD  OP 
SIX  YEARS  OLD. 

I. 

Wit's  perfection.  Beauty's  wonder. 
Nature's  pride,  the  Ghraces'  treasure. 
Virtue's  hope,  his  friends'  sole  pleasure. 

This  small  marble  stone  lies  under ; 

Which  is  often  moist  with  tears. 

For  such  loss  in  such  young  years. 
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II. 

Lovely  boy !  tboa  art  not  dead. 
But  from  earth  to  hearen  fled  ; 
For  base  earth  was  far  unfit 
For  thy  beauty,  grace>  and  wit. 


*  •  III. 

Thou  alive  on  earth,  sweet  boy, 
Hadst  an  angel's  wit  and  face ; 
And  now  dead,  thou  dost  enjoy. 
In  high  Heaven^  an  angel's  place. 


AN    INSCRIPTION   FOll    THE    STATUE    OF    DIDO. 

Oil  must  unhappy  Dido  ! 

Unhappy  wife,  and  more  unhappy  widow ! 

Unhappy  in  thy  mate. 

And  in  thy  lover  most  unfortunate : 

By  treason  th'  one  was  reft  thee ; 

By  treason  th'  other  left  thee. 

That  left  thee  means  to  fly  with  ; 

This  left  thee  means  to  die  with. 

The  former  being  dead. 

From  brother's  sword  thou  fliest : 

The  latter  being  fled. 

On  lover's  sword  thou  diest. 

piu  meritabb,  che  c0n8k6uirb. 

Francis  Davison. 
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SONNET  I. 

UB   DEMANDS  PARDON  FOR   LOOKING^    LOVING,  AND 

WRITING. 

Let  not^  sweet  saint !  let  not  these  lines  offend  you ; 
Nor  yet  the  message  that  these  lines  impart : 
The  message  my  unfeigned  love  doth  send  you, 
Love^  which  yourself  hath  planted  in  my  heart. 

For  heing  charm'd  by  the  bewitching  art 
Of  those  inveigling  graces  which  attend  you. 
Love's  holy  fire  makes  me  breathe  out  in  part 
The  never-dying  flames  my  breast  doth  lend  you. 

Then  if  my  lines  offend,  let  Love  be  blamed ; 
And  if  my  love  displease,  accuse  mine  eyes : 
If  mine  eyes  sin,  their  sin's  cause  only  lies 
,On  your  bright  eyes,  which  have  my  heart  inflamed. 

Since  eyes,  love,  lines,  err  then  by  your  direction. 

Excuse  mine  eyes,  my  Unes,  and  my  affection. 
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SONNET  II. 

I<OVK   IN   JU8TICK   PUNIBHABLK  ONLY   WITH    I/IKB 
^  LOVK. 

But  if  my  lines  maj  not  be  held  excnsed. 
Nor  yet  my  love  find  fevour  in  your  eyes; 
But  that  your  eyet  as  judges  shall  be  used. 
Even  of  the  feult  which  from  themaelvea  doth  rise. 

Yet  this  my  humble  suit  do  not  despise  ; 
Let  me  be  judged  as  I  stand  accused: 
If  but  my  fault  my  doom  do  equalize, 
Whate'cr  it  be,  it  shall  not  be  refused. 

Aud  since  my  love  already  is  expressed. 
And  that  I  caimot  stand  upon  denial, 
I  freely  put  myself  upon  my  trial ; 
Let  justice  judge  me  as  I  have  confessed:       « 

For  if  my  doom  in  Justice'  scales  be  weigh'd 

With  equal  love,  my  love  mast  be  repaid. 


SONNET  IIL 

HB   CALLS   HI8   BARS,   EYES,   AND   HEART   AS   WIT* 

NE8SE8  OP  HBR  SWEET  VOICE,   BEAUllf,   AND 

INWARD  VIRTUOUS  PERFECTIONS. 

Fair  is  thy  face,  and  great  thy  wit's  perfection ; 
So  fair,  alas,  so  hard  to  be  exprest. 
That  if  my  tired  pen  should  never  rest. 
It  shovld  not  Uase  thy  wortlf>  but  my  affection : 
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Yet  let  me  say^  the  Muses  make  election  - 
Of  your  pure  mind,  there  to  erect  their  nest ; 
And  that  your  face  is  such,  a  flint-hard  breast. 
By  force  thereof,  without  force  feels  subjection. 

Witness  mine  ear,  ravish'd  when  you  it  hears  ; 
Witness  mine  eyes,  ravish'd  when  you  they  see  i  ^ 
Beauty  and  virtue,  witness  eyes  and  ears. 
In  you,  sweet  Saint,  have  equal  sovereignty. 

But  if  nor  eyes  nor  ears  can  prove  it  true. 

Witness  my  heart,  there 's  none  that  equals  you ; 

How  they  make  my  poor  heart  at  once  to  dwell. 

In  fire  and  frost,  in  heaven  and  in  hell ! 


SONNET  IV. 

PRAISE   OF   HER   EYES,   EXCELLING  ALL   COMPARISON. 

I  BEND  my  wit,  but  wit  cannot  devise 

Wor&  fit  to  blaze  the  worth  your  eyes  contains. 
Whose  nameless  worth  their  worthless  name  disdains. 
For  they  in  worth  exceed  the  name  of  eyes. 

Eyes  they  be  not,  but  worlds,  in  which  there  lies 
More  bliss  than  this  wide  world  besides  contains. 
Worlds  they  be  not,  but  stars,  whose  influence  reigns 
Over  my  life  and  life's  felicities. 

Stars  they  be  not,  but  suns,  whose  presence  drives 
Darkness  from  night,  and  doth  bright  day  impart: 
Suns  they  be  not,  which  outward  heat  derives, 
But  these  do  inwardly  inflame  my  heart. 

Since  then  in  earth,  nor  heaven,  they  equall'd  are, 

I  must  confess  they  be  beyond  compare. 


154  POETICAL    KHAPSODY. 


ODE    I. 

HIS  "LADT  TO  BE   CONDEMNED  OF  IGNORANCE 

OB  CRUELTY. 

As  she  is  fair,  so  fiuthful  I ; 

My  service  she,  her  grace  I  merit ; 
Her  beauty  doth  my  love  inherit. 

But  grace  she  doth  deny. 
Oh,  knows  she  not  how  much  I  love  ? 

Or  doth  knowledge  in  her  move 
No  small  remorse? 

For  the  guilt  thereof  must  lie 
Upon  one  of  these  of  force. 
Her  ignorance,  or  cruelty. 

As  she  is  fisdr,  so  cruel  she : 

I  sow  true  love,  but  reap  disdaining ; 

Her  pleasure  springeth  from  my  paining, 

Which  Pity's  source  should  be. 
Too  well  she  knows  how  much  I  love. 

Yet  doth  knowledge  in  her  move 
No  small  remorse. 

Then  the  guilt  thereof  must  lie 
Upon  this  alone  of  force. 
Her  undeserved  cruelty. 
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As  she  is  fair,  so  were  she  kind, 
Or  being  cruel,  could  I  waver. 
Soon  should  I  either  win  her  favour. 

Or  a  new  mistress  find. 
But  neither  out,  alas,  may  be. 
Scorn  in  her,  and  love  in  me^ 

So  fixed  are. 
Yet  in  whom  most  blame  doth  lie, 
Judge  she  may,  if  she  compare 
My  love  unto  her  cruelty. 


SONNET  V. 

CONTENTION   OF   LOVE   AND   REASON   FOR  HIS   HEART, 

Reason  and  Love  lately  at  strife  contended. 

Whose  right  it  was  to  have  my  mind's  protection. 

Reason  on  his  side,  Nature's  will  pretended ; 

Love's  title  was,  my  Mistress'  rare  perfection. 
Of  power  to  end  this  strife,  each  makes  election : 

Reason's  pretence  discoursive  thoughts  defended  ; 

But  Love  soon  brought  those  thoughts  into  subjection 

By  Beauty's  troops,  which  on  my  saint  depended. 
Yet  since  to  rule  the  mind  was  Reason's  duty. 

On  this  condition  it  by  Love  was  render'd  ; 
That  endless  praise  by  Reason  should  be  tendered. 

As  a  due  tribute  to  her  conquering  beauty. 
Reason  was  pleas'd  withal,  and  to  Love's  royalty 
He  pledg'd  my  heart,  as  hostage  for  his  loyalty. 
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SONNET  VI. 

THAT  8BB    HATH   GRBATBB    POWER    OVBB    B18    HAP- 
PINESS AND  LIFK^  THAN  EITHER  FORTUNE^ 

FATE^  OR  STARS. 

Let  Fate^  my  Fortune^  and  my  Stars  conspire^ 
Jointly  to  pour  on  me  their  worst  disgrace  ; 
So  I  be  gracious  in  your  heavenly  fioce^ 
I  weigh  not  Fates,  nor  Stars,  nor  Fortune's  ire. 

'Tis  not  the  influence  of  heaven's  fire 

Hath  power  to  make  me  blessed  in  my  race ; 
Nor  in  my  happiness  hath  Fortune  place. 
Nor  yet  can  Fate  my  poor  life's  date  expire. 

'Tis  your  fair  eyes,  my  Stars,  all  bliss  do  give; 
'Tis  your  disdain,  my  Fate,  hath  power  to  kiU ; 
'Tis  you,  my  Fortune,  make  me  happy  live. 
Though  Fortune,  Fate,  and  Stars  conspire  mine  ill. 

Then,  blessed  Saint,  into  your  favour  take  me ; 

Fortune,  nor  Fate,  nor  Stars  can  wretched  make  me. 


SONNET  VII. 


OF   HIS   LADYS    WEEPING. 

What  need  I  say  how  it  doth  wound"  my  breast. 
By  fate  to  be  thus  ravish'd '  from  thine  eyes. 
Since  your  own  tears  with  me  do  sympathize. 
Pleading  with  slow  departure  there  to  rest  ^  i 
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For  when  with  floods  of  tears  they  were  opprCBt, 
Over  those  irorj*  banks  they  did  not  rise. 
Till  others,  envying  their  felicities. 
Did  press  them  forth,  that  they  might  there  be  blest.' 

Some  of  which  tears,  press'd  forth  by  violence, 
Yoor  lips  with  greedy  kissing  straight  did  drinJt: 
And  other  some,  nnwilling  to  port  thence, 
Enamour'd  on  your  cheeks  in  them  did  sink  ; 

And  some  which  from  your  (ace  were  forc'd  away. 

In  sign  of  love,  did  on  your  garments  stay. 


SONNET  Vril. 

HE    POINTS  OUT   HIS  TOBHBNT. 

Sweet,  to  my  cursed  life  some  favour  show, 
*  Or  let  me  not,  accurs'd,  in  life  remain : 

Let  not  my  senses,  sense  of  life  retain. 

Since  sense  doth  only  yield  me  sense  of  woe. 
For  rfow  mine  eyes  only  your  frowns  do  know ; 

Mine  ears  hear  nathing  else  but  your  disdain  ; 

My  lips  taste  nought  but  tears  ;  and  smell  is  pain ; 

Banisfa'd  your  lips,  where  Indian  odours  grow. 
And  my  devoted  heart,  your  beauty's  slave. 

Feels  nought  but  scorn,  oppressions,  and  distress  ; 

Made  e'en  of  wAtchedness  the  wretched  cave, 

Nay,  too,  too  wretched  for  vile  wretchedness. 
For  even  sad  sighs,  as  loathing  there  to  rest. 
Struggle  for  passage  from  my  grief-swoln  breaat. 
•  tbvn;  bear  rr^t.~-£dil.  IGOS. 
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ODE    II. 
A  DIAI«06ITB   BSTW8KN   HIM   ASD  HIS  HBABT. 

At  her  fiur  hands  how  have  I  grace  entreated. 

With  prayers  oft  repeated. 

Yet  still  my  lore  is  thwarted : 
Heart,  let  her  go,  for  she  11  not  be  conrerted. 

Say^  shall  she  go  ? 

Oh !  no,  no,  no,  no,  no ; 
She  IS  most  £air^  though  she  be  marble-hearted. 

How  often  hare  my  sighs  dedar'd  mine  anguish. 

Wherein  is  daily  anguish  ? 

Yet  doth  she  still  procure  it : 
Heart,  let  her  go,  for  I  cannot  endure  it. 

Say,  shall  she  go  ? 

Oh  !  no,  no,  no,  no,  no; 
She  gare  the  wound,  and  she  alone  must  cure  it. 


The  trickling  tears  that  down  my  cheeks  have  flowed. 

My  love  **  have  often  showed ; 

Yet  still  unkind  I  prove  her: 
Hearty  let  her  go,  for  nought  I  do  can  move  her. 

Say,  shall  she  go  } 

Oh  t  nO|  no^  no,  no,  no; 
Tliough  me  the  hates,  I  cannot  choose  but  love  her. 

b  Ufe.— #<ii<.  1611. 
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But  shall  still  a  true  affection  owe  hejr/ 

Which  prayers,  sighs,  tears,  do  show  her. 

And  shall  she  still  disdain  me  ? 
Heart,  let  her  go,  if  they  no  grace  can  give  me- 

Say,  shall  she  go? 

Oh!  no,  no,  no,  no,  no; 
She  made  me  her's,  and  her's  she  will  retain  me. 

But  if  the  love  that  hath,  and  still  doth  bum  me. 

No  love  at  length  return  me. 

Out  of  my  thoughts  I  'U  set  her. 
Heart,  let  her  go ;  oh  heart !  I  pray  thee,  let  her. 

Say,  shall  she  go  ? 

Oh !  no,  no,  no,  no,  no  ; 
Fix*d  in  the  heart,  how  can  the  heart  forget  her  ? 


But  if  I  weep  and  sigh,  and  often  wail  me. 

Till  tears,  sighs,  prayers,  foil  me. 

Shall  yet  my  love  preserver  ?  * 
Heart,  let  her  go,  if  she  will  right  thee  never. 

Say,  shall  she  go  ? 

Oh  !  no,  no,  no,  no,  no ; 
Tears,  sighs,  prayers,  foil ;  but  true  love  lasteth  ever. 

^  *•*>  But  shall  I  ttill  a  true  affection  owe  her.*'-.^i/.  1608. 
^  In  the  Lee  Priory  edition  this  word  is  altered  to  penever. 
It  is  somewhat  doubtful  whether  the  true  reading  should  be, 

^^  Shall  yet  my  love  preserve  her  ?** 
or, 

"  Shall  yet  my  love  persevere  ?" 
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SONNET  VII. 

HIS  8IOH8  AND   TEARS  ARB   BOOTLESS. 

I  HATE  entreated^  and  I  have  complained ; 
I  have  disprais'd^  and  praise  I  likewise  gave ; 
All  means  to  win  her  grace  I  tried  have; 
And  still  I  love>  and  still  I  am  disdained. 

So  long  I  have  my  tongue  and  pen  constrained 
To  praise^  dispraise^  complain,  and  pity  crave. 
That  now  nor  tongue,  nor  pen,  to  me  her  sl^ve 
Remains,  whereby  her  grace  may  be  obtained. 

Yet  you,  my  sighs,  may  purchase  me  relief; 
And  ye,  my  tears,  her  rocky  heart  may  move : 
Therefore,  my  sighs,  sigh  in  her  ear  my  grief; 
And,  in  her  heart,  my  tears,  imprint  my  love. 

But  cease,  vain  sighs ;  cease,  cease,  ye  fruitless  tears; 

Tears  cannot  pierce  her  heart,  nor  sighs  her  «ars. 


SONNET  VIII. 

HER   BEAUTY   MAKES   HIM   LIVE   EVEN   IN   DESPAIR. 

Wounded  with  grief,  I  weep,  and  sigh,  and  plain; 
Yet  neither  plaints,  nor  sighs,  nor  tears  do  good. 
But  all  in  vain  I  strain  against  the  floods 
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(jaining  but  grief  for  grief,  and  pain  for  pain. 

Yet  though  in  vain  my  tears  my  cheeks  distain^ 
Leaving  engraven  sorrow  where  they  stood; 
And  though  my  sighs  consuming  up  my  bloody 
For  love  deserv'd,  reap  undeserved  disdain ; 

And  though  in  vain  I  know  I  beg  remorse 

At  your  remorseless  hearty  more  hard  than  steel; 
Yet  such^  alas,  such  is  your  beauty's  force^ 
Charming  my  sense,  that  though  this  hell  I  feel. 

Though  neither  plaints,  nor  sighs,  nor  tears  can  move  you, 

Yet  must  I  still  persist  ever  to  love  you. 


SONNET  IX. 

WHY  HSB  LIPS  YIELD  HIM  NO  W0BD8  OF  COMFORT. 

Oft  do  I  plain,  and  she  my  plaints  doth  read. 
Which  in  black  colours  do  paint  forth  my  woe, 
So  that  of  force  she  must  my  sorrow  know; 
And  know,  for  her  disdain  my  heart  doth  bleed : 

And  knowledge  must  of  force  some  pity  breed. 
Which  makes  me  hope,  she  will  some  favour  show, 
And  from  her  sugar'd  lips  cause  comfort  flow 
Into  mine  ears,  my  heart  with  joy  to  feed : 

Yet  though  she  reads,  and  reading  knows  my  grief, 
And  knowledge  moves  her  pity  my  distress ; 
Yet  do  her  lips,  sweet  lips,  yield  no  relief. 
Much  do  I  muse,  but  find  no  cause  in  this. 

That  in  her  lips,  her  heavenly  lips  that  bliss  them. 

Her  words  loath  thence  to  part>  stay  there  to  kiss  them. 

u 


b 


ISi  roe  Til  AL  ehapsodt. 

SONNKT  X. 

ri>M?ABISON  or  HI5  HXABT  TO  A 

BEATKN  SHIP. 


Like  a  sei-to(»eti  bark,  with  teykling  speat. 
And  ntm  ohnxui'd.  his  Ti-dt'ry  joumeT'ft  guide. 
By  liNiii  tenip«*stuou5  windti  and  TBging  tide, 
Frum  wjve  ti>  waw  with  dreadful  fiuy  sent ; 

Fan»  mT  p«.^Hr  heart,  uxj  heart-strings  being  mat. 
And  quite  disabled  your  fierce  wrath  to  bide. 
Since  vi.Hir  fair  eres,  mv  stars,  themselves  do  hide^ 
Clouding  their  li^ht  iu  frowns  and  discontent : 

For  from  your  fri>wns  do  sprin*:  my  sighs  and  tears ; 
Tears  Aow  like  seas,  and  sii^hs  like  ^inds  do  blow> 
Whoee  joined  rage  most  violently  bears 
My  tempest -beaten  heart  from  woe  to  woe. 

And  if  voureves  shine  not  that  I  mav  shun  it. 

On  rock  Despair,  my  sighs,  and  tears  will  run*  it. 


ELEGY. 

TO  HIS  LADY,  WHO  HAD  VOWED  VIRGINITY/ 

I. 

Ev'n  as  my  hand  my  pen  and  paper  lays, 
iMy  trembling  hand,  my  pen  from  jmper  stays. 

*•  nie  it.-'-ediL  1011,  but  apparently  a  misprint. 
f  The  Editor  has,  with  great  reluctance,  felt  obliged  to  take 
c-onniderablc  liberties  in  the  arrangement  of  this  Elegy.    The 
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Lest  that  thine  eyes^  which  shining  made  me  love  you, 
Should  frowning  on  my  suit  bid  cease  to  move  you ; 

inaccuracy  of  the  copy  given  in  the  edition  from  which  this 
has  been  reprinted,  was  too  manifest  to  allow  him  to  follow  the 
phm  of  adhering  to  the  text  of  that  impression ;  and,  being  thus 
forced  to  deviate  from  the  rule  he  had  prescribed  to  himself, 
it  was  his  next  object  to  render  the  copy  in  this  edition  as 
perfect  as  possible.  In  this  attempt  he  is  under  aaruch  obli- 
gation to  Mr.  Haslewood,  not  only  by  availing  himself  of  that 
gentleman*s  suggestion  in  the  note  to  the  Lee  Priory 
edition,  but  also  for  his  prompt  replies  to  the  Editor*s  personal 
inquiries.  It  appears  from  a  note  in  Mr.  Park's  MS.  in  the 
Editor's  copy,  that  in  the  first  edition  no  mmibers  were  afiixed 
to  the  stanzas;  that  in  the  second  they  were  introduced  as  given 
above;  whilst  in  the  third  and  fourth  editions,  the  1st  stanza 
was  No.  6,  and  those  marked  in  the  second  edition,  and 
in  that  by  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  2,  3,  4,  5,  and  part  of  6,  were 
totally  omitted.  The  cause  of  this  omissiontfs  justly  attributed 
by  Mr.  Haslewood  to  the  copy  of  this  Elegy,  from  which  the 
third  edition  was  printed,  being  imperfect ;  and  from  the  fourth 
edition  having  been  printed  from  the  third.  Under  these  circum- 
stances the  Editor  has  given  this  Elegy  from  the  Lee  Priory 
edition  of  the  Rhapsody,  with  the  slight  alteration  of  having 
taken  the  concluding  b'nes  of  the  3rd  stanza  from  the  4th, 
with  which  that  stanza  commences  in  the  second  Edition — a 
change  which  it  is  hoped  the  obvious  construction  and  sense 
of  that  stanza  justifies;  and  whicli  is  supported  by  Mr.  Ha- 
slewood's  conjecture,  as  Expressed  in  a  note  to  the  lines  in  ques- 
tion. It  is  with  no  assumed  diffidence  that  the  Editor  hazards^ 
the  conjeeture  with  respect  to  the  arrangement  of  this  Elegy,  that  it 
ought  not  to  be  divided  into  stanzas,  but  should  form  a  consecutive 

M   2 


164  PO£TICAL    RHAPSODY. 

So  that  I  fear  like  one  at  his  wits'  end. 

Hoping  to  gain  and  fearing  to  offend. 

What  pleaseth  hope,  the  same  despair  mislikes. 

What  hope  sets  down,  those  lines  despair  out  strikes ; 

So  that  my  nursing  murdering  pen  affords 

A  grave  and  cradle  to  my  new-bom  words. 

But  whilst,  like  clouds  tost  up  and  down  the  air, 

I  racked^hang  'twixt  hope  and  sad  despair^ 

Despair  is  beaten  vanquished  from  the  field. 

And  unto  conq'ring  hope  my  heart  doth  yield. 

poem.  For  tlie  grounds  of  this  hypothesis,  (which  is  unfortu- 
nately at  rariance  with  the  different  copies,  he  refers  to 
the  circumstance  of  the  stanzas  in  the  first  edition  being 
unnumbered ;  to  the  irregular  numbering  of  the  stanzas  in  the 
third  edition  ;  and  still  more  to  the  unequal  and  indeed  inexpli- 
cable division  of  the  poem  in  the  second  and  third  editions ;  that 
in  the  edition  of  ]A)8  being  as  follows:  1st  stanza,  14  lines;  2nd 
stanza,  20  lines  ;  3rd  stanza,  C  lines;  4th  stanza,  14  lines;  6th 
stanza,  14  lines;  Cth  stanza,  22  lines;  7th  stanza,  16  lines; 
8th  stanza,  20  lines ;  9th  stanza,  10  lines ;  10th  stanza,  10 
lines  : — whilst  in  the  third  edition,  the  stanza,  number  6,  con- 
tains 24  lines;  number  7,  16  lines;  number  8,  19  lines; 
number  9,  11  lines ;  number  1 0,  9  lines ;  but  one  line  is  ob- 
viously omitted  by  mistake. 

It  is  fair  to  conclude  that,  if  in  the  first  edition  the  poem  is 
divddcd  into  stanzas,  though  unnumbered,  the  division  arose 
from  the  carelessness  of  the  compositor ;  and  that  in  the 
second  edition,  figures  were  placed  between  each  division,  per- 
haps from  no  other  reason  than  because  there  was  a  space  left 
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II. 

For  when  mine  eyes  impartially  are  fixed 
On  thy  rose  cheeks^  with  lilies  intermixed ; 
And  on  thy  forehead,  like  a  cloud  of  snow. 
From  under  which  thine  eyes  like  suns  do  show ; 
And  all  those  parts,  which  curiously  do  meet 
'Twixt  thy  large  spreading  hair  and  pretty  feet ; 
Yet  looking  on  them  all,  discern  no  one. 
That  owes  not  homage  unto  Cupids  throne. 
Then  Chastity,  methinks,  no  claim  should  lay 
To  this  fiair  palm,*  under  Love's  sceptre's  sway : 
For  only  to  the  Queen  of  amorous  pleasure 
Belongs  thy  beauty's  tributary  treasure : 
(Treasure,  which  doth  more  than  those  riches  please. 
For  which  men  plough  long  furrows  in  the  seas.) 
If  you  were  wrinkled,  old,  or  Nature's  scorn. 
Or  time  your  beauty's  colours  had  out- worn ; 
Or  were  you  mewed  up  from  gazing  eyes. 
Like  to  a  cloister'd  nun,  which,  living,  dies ; 
Then  might  you  wait  on  Chastity's  pale  Queen, 
Not  being  fair,  or  being  fair,  not  seen. 

for  them  in  the  first  edition.  In  the  third  edition  a  new 
Gsprice  is  evinced  in  the  arrangement  as  well  as  in  the  number- 
ing ;  and  ample  proof  has  just  been  cited  of  the  careless  manner 
in  which  the  Elegy  in  question  is  inserted  in  the  edition  of  1611, 
and  adopted  in  that  of  1621. 

s  Realm.— eeft/.  1602. 
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III. 

But  you  are  fair,  so  passing,  passing  fiedr. 

That  love  I  mast,  though  loving  I  despair ; 

For  when  I  saw  your  eyes,  O,  cursed  bliss! 

Whose  light  I  would  not  leave,  nor  yet  would  miss ; 

(For  'tis  their  life**  alone  by  which  I  live. 

And  yet  their  sight  alone  my  death's  wound  give  ;) 

Looking  upon  your  heart's  entangling  look, 

I,  like  a  heedless  bird,  was  snar'd  and  took. 

IV. 

It  lies  not  in  our  will  to  hate  or  love ; 
For  Nature's  influence  our  will  doth  move  : 
And  love  of  beauty.  Nature  hath  innated 
In  hearts  of  men,  when  first  they  were  created. 
For  e'en  as  rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 
Returning  back  from  whence  they  first  begun ; 
Or  as  the  sky  about  the  earth  doth  wheel. 
Or  giddy  air  like  to  a  drunkard  reel  : 
So  with  the  course  of  Nature  doth  agree. 
That  eyes,  which  beauty's  adamant  do  see. 
Should  on  affection's  line  trembling  remain. 
True  subject-like,  eyeing  their  sovereign. 

V. 

If  of  mine  eyes  you  also  could  bereave  me. 
As  you  already  of  mine  heart  deceive  me ; 

^  Light.— «(/i/.  1602. 
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Or  could  shut  up  my  ravish'd  ears,  through  which 
You  likewise  did  my  enchanted  heart  bewitch ; 
Or  had  in  absence  both  'these  ills  combin'd, 
(For  by  your  absence  I  am  deaf  and  blind. 
And  neither  ears  nor  eyes  in  aught  delight 
But  in  your  charming  speech  and  gracious  sight:) 
To  root  out  love  all  means  you  can  invent. 
Were  all  but  labour  lost,  and  time  ill  spent ; 
For  as  the  sparks  being  spent  with  *  fire  procure. 
The  fire  doth  brightly  burning  still  endure; 
Through  absence  so  your  sparkling  eyes  remove. 
My  breast  still  burns  in  endless  flames  of  love. 

VI. 

Then  strive  not  'gainst  the  stream  to  none  effect  ; 

But  let  due  love  yield  love  a  due  respect : 

Nor  seek  to  ruin  what  yourself  begun. 

Or  loose  a  knot  that  cannot  be  undone  ; 

But  unto  Cupid's  bent  conform  your  will. 

For  will  you,  nill  you,  I  must  love  you  still. 

But  if  your  will  did  s^vim  with  reason's  tide. 

Or  followed  Nature's  never  erring  guide. 

It  cannot  choose  but  bring  you  unto  this. 

To  tender  that  which  by  you  gotten  is. 

Why  were  you  fair  to  be  besought  of  many. 

If  you  live  chaste  not  to  be  won  of  any  ? 

For  if  that  Nature  love  to  Beauty  offers. 

And  Beauty  shun  the  love  that  Nature  proffers : 

»  Which.— ^di7.  1602. 
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Then,  either  unjtut  Beauty  is  to  blame. 
With  sGom  to  quench  a  lawful  kindled  flame; 
Or  else  unlawfully  if  love  we  must. 
And  be  unlov'd,  then  Nature  is  unjust. 
Unjustly  then  Nature  hatb  hearts  created. 
There  to  love  most,  where  most  their  lore  is  hated. 
And  flattering  them  vith  a  fur-seeming  iU, 
To  poison  them  with  Beauty's  sugar'd  pill. 

VII. 

Think  yon  that  Beauty's  admirable  worth 
Was  to  no  end,  or  idle  end  brought  forth  ? 
No  no :  from  Nature  never  deed  did  pass. 
But  it  by  Wisdom's  hand  subscribed  was. 
But  you  in  vain  are  fair,  if  fair,  not  viewed. 
Or  being  seen,  men's  hearts  be  not  subdued, 
Or  mailing  each  man's  heart  yoir  beauty's  thrall. 
You  be  enjoyed  of  no  one  at  all. 
For  as  the  lion's  strength  to  seize  his  prey. 
And  fearful  hart's'  light  foot  to  run  away. 
Are  as  an  idle  talent  but  abused. 
And  fruitless  had,  if  had,  they  be  not  used ; 
So  you  in  vain  have  beauty's  bonds  to  show. 
By  which  men's  eyes  engaged  hearts  do  owe. 
If  time  shall  cancel  them  before  you  gain 
Th'  indebted  tribute  to  your  beauty's  reign. 

V!II. 

But  if,  these  reasons  being  vainly  spent. 
You  fight  it  out  to  the  last  argument, 

''  hesrta — vUt.  1611.    hare — Lee  FHory  edition. 
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Tell  me  but  how  one  body  can  enclose, 
As  loving  friends,  two  deadly  hating  foes? 
But  when  as  contraries  are  mix'd  together. 
The  colour  made,  doth  differ  much  from  either ; 
Whilst  mutually  at  strife  they  do  impeach 
The  gloss  and  lustre  proper  unto  each ; 
So,  where  one  body  jointly  doth  invest 
An  angel's  face  and  cruel  tiger's  breast^ 
There  dieth  both  allegiance  and  command. 
For  self-divided  kingdoms  cannot  stand : 
But  as  a  child  that  knows  not  what  is  what. 
Now  craveth  this,  and  now  affecteth  that. 
And  having,  weighs  not  that  which  he  requires. 
But  is  unpleased,  even  in  his  pleas'd  desires  : 
Chaste  Beauty  so  both  will,  and  will  not  have 
The  self-same  thing  it  childishly  doth  crave ; 
And  wanton-like,  now  love,  now  hate  affecteth. 
And  love  or  hate  obtained,  as  fast  neglecteth. 

IX. 

So,  like  the  web  Penelope  did  weave. 
Which  made  by  day,  she  did  at  night  unreave. 
Fruitless  affections'  endless  thread  is  spun. 
At  one  self-instant  twisted,  and  undone. 
Nor  yet  is  this  chaste  beauty's  greatest  ill ; 
For  where  it  speaketh  fair,  it  there  doth  kill. 
A  marble  heart  under  an  amorous  look 
Is  of  a  flattering  bait  the  murdering  hook  : 
For  from  a  lady's  shining-frowning  eyes, 
l>eath'8  sable  dart,  and  Cupid's  arrow  flies. 
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X. 


Since  then  from  Chastity  and  Beauty  spring 

Such  muddy  streams^  where  each  doth  reign  as  king; 

Let  tyrant  Chastity's  usurped  throne 

Be  made  the  seat  of  Beauty's  grace  alone : 

And  let  your  beauty  be  with  this  suffic'd^ 

That  my  heart's  city  is  by  it  surpris'd. 

Rase  not  my  hearty  nor  to  your  beauty  raise 

Blood-gilded  trophies  of  your  beauty's  praise ; 

For  wisest  conquerors  do  towns  desire 

On  honourable  terms^  and  not  with  fire. 


SONNET  XI. 

THAT   HE   CANNOT   LEAVE    TO   LOVE,    THOUGH 

COMMANDED. 

How  can  my  love  in  equity  be  blamed. 
Still  to  importune,  though  it  ne'er  obtain. 
Since  though  her  face  and  voice  will  me  refrain. 
Yet  by  her  voice  and  face  I  am  inflamed  ? 

For  when,  alas  !  her  face  with  frowns  is  framed. 
To  kill  my  love,  but  to  revive  my  pain ; 
And  when  her  voice  commands,  but  all  in  vain, 
That  love  both  leave  to  be,  and  to  be  named : 
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Her  syren  voice  doth  such  enchantment  moye^ 
And  though  she  firown^  eir'n  frowns  so  lovely  make 

her. 
That  I  of  force  am  forced  still  to  love. 
Since  that*  I  must,  and  yet  cannot  forsake  her, 

My  fruitless  prayers  shall  cease  in  vain  to  move  her ; 

But  my  devoted  heart  ne'er  cease  to  love"  her. 


SONNET  XII. 

HE   DESIRES   LEAVE   TO  WRITE   OF   HIS   LOVE. 

Must  my  devoted  heart  desist  to  love  her  ? 
No :  love  I  may,  but  I  may  not  confess  it. 
What  harder  thing  than  love,  and  yet  depress  it  ? 

Love  most  concealed,  doth  most  itself  discover. 

Had  I  no  pen  to  shew  that  I  approve  her ; 

Were  I  tongue-tied,  that  I  might  not  address  it. 
In  plaints  and  prayers  unfeigned  to  express  it. 
Yet  could  I  not  my  deep  affection  cover. 
Had  I  no  pen,  my  very  tears  would  shew  it. 

Which  write  my  true  affection  in  my  face. 
Were  I  tongue-tied,  my  sighs  would  make  her  know  it. 
Which  witness  that  I  grieve  at  my  disgrace. 

1  theii_^t^.  1602. 
"  more.-^€tiii.  1008,  but  probably  a  misprint. 
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Since  then^  though  silent^  I  my  love  discoyer. 
Oh  let  my  pen  have  leave  to  say^  I  love  her ! 


QUID    PLUlfA    LBVIU8?    FULVIS.  QUID    PULVBBB  ? 

YBNTUS. 
QUID  VBNTO?      MULIEB.      QUID   MULIEBB  ?    NIHIL. 

TBANSLATED   THUS. 

Dust  is  lighter  than  a  feather^ 
And  the  wind  more  light  than  either : 
But  a  Woman's  fickle  mind^ 
More  than  feather^  dust^  or  wind. 

W.  D." 


•>  Walter  Davison, 


• .  * 


SONNETS,   ODES,   ELEGIES, 
AND  OTHER  POESIES. 

TEN  SONNETS  BY  T.  W. 


A  DIALOGUE 

i 

BETWEEN    THE    LOVER  AND    HIS  HEART.® 

LOVER.     Speak,  gentle  heart,  where  is  thy  dwelling- 
place? 

HEART.     With  her  whose  birth  the  heav'ns  themselves 

have  blest. 

LOVER.     What    dost  thou    there?"* — heart.     Some- 
times behold  her  face, 
And  lodge   sometimes  within   her  chrystal 
breast. 

lover.     She  cold,  thou  hot,  how  can  you  then  agree  ? 

heart.    Not  Nature  now,  but  Love  doth  govern  me. 

«  A  note  to  Sir  Egerton  Brydges*8  edition  informs  us,  that  this 
sonnet  and  the  following,  with  some  slight  variations  by  Thomas 
Watson,  were  inserted  in  the  Hekatompathia,  or  Patsionaie 
Century  of  Love.  They  were  not  introduced  in  the  first  edition 
of  the  ^^  Rhapsody." 

p  "  Here."— «rft/.  1621. 
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LOVER.  With  her  wilt  thoa  remain,  and  let  me  die  ? 

HEART.  If  I  return^  we  both  shall  die  fbr  grief. 

LOVER.  If  still  thou  stay,  what  shall  I  get  thereby  ?*> 

HEART.  1 11  move  her  heart  to  purchase  thy  relief. 

LOVER.  What  if  her  heart  be  hard,  and  stop  his  ears  ? 

HEART.  1 11  sigh  aloud,  and  make  him  soft  with  tears. 

LOVER.  If  that  prevail,  wilt  thou  return  from  thence? 

HEART.  Not  I  alone,  my  heart  shall  come  with  me. 

LOVER.  Then  will  you  both  live  under  my  deface  ? 

HEART.  So  long  OS  life  will  let  us  both  agree. 

LOVER.'  Why   then   despair  ?     Gro  pack   thee  hence 

away; 
I  live  in  hope  to  have  a  happy  day.* 


A  DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN   A    LOVER,    DEATH,    AND   LOVE. 

LOVER.     Comb,  gentle  Death. — death.    WTio  calls? 

LOVER.    One  that 's  opprest. 
DEATH.     What  is    thy    will? — lover.     That    thou 

abridge  my  woe, 

«i  "  what  f<ood  shall  grow  thereby  ?" — Century  of  Love,       ' 

r  The  initial  L.  ig  omitted  in  the  edition  of  1600. 

•  In  the  fourth  edition  the  initial  H.  is  prefixed  to  this  line. 
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By  cutting  off  my  life.— death.    Cease  thy 

request, 
I  cannot  kill  thee  yet. — lovbr.  Alas!  why  so? 
DEATH.     Thou  want'st  thy  heart. — loveb.   Who  stole 

that  same  away? 
DEATH.     Love,   whom  thou  serv'st;   entreat  him  if 

thou  may. 

LOVER.     Come,   Cupid,  come. — Cupid.   Who  caileth 

me  so  oft  ? 
LOVER.     Thy  vassal  true,  whom  thou  shouldst  know 

by  right. 
CUPID.     What  makes  thy  cry  so  feint  ? — lover.   My 

voice  is  soft. 
Quite  broke  and  spent  with  crpng  day  and 

night. 
CUPID.     Why  then   what  's  thy  request  ?  —  lover. 

That  thou  vestore 
To  me  my  heart,  and  steal  the  same  no  more. 

*  And  thou,    O    Death,  when  I  possess  my 

heart. 
Dispatch  me  then  at  once.— -death.    Alas ! 
why  so  ? 
LOVER.     By  promise  thou  art  bound  to  end  my  smart. 
DEATH.    But  if  thy  heart  return,  then  what's  thy  woe  ? 
LOVER.     That  brought  from  frost,  it  never  will  desire 
To  rest  %vith  me,  that  am  more  hot  than  Gre. 
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THAT   TIMB   HATH    NO    POWER   TO   END  OR   DUIINIBH 

HIS   LOVE. 

Tims  wasteth  years^  and  months,  and  days,  and  hours; 

Time  doth  consume  fame,  riches,  wit,  and  strength; 

Time  kills  the  greenest  herbs,  and  sweetest  flowers ; 

Time  wears  out  youth,  and  beauty's  pride  at  length; 

Time  maketh  every  tree  to  die  and  rot; 

Time  tumeth  oft  our  pleasures  into  pain ; 

Time  causeth  wars  and  wrongs  to  be  forgot  ; 

Time  clears  the  sky  that  first  hung  full  of  rain ; 

Time  brings  to  nought  the  mightiest  prince's  state ; 

Time  brings  a  flood  from  new-resolved  snow ; 

Time  calms  the  sea,  where  tempests  roared  late ; 

Time  eats  whatsoe'er  the  moon  doth  see  below  : 
Yet  shall  no  timej^n  my  heart  prevail. 
Nor  any  time  shall  make  my  love  to  fail. 


LOVE  8   HYPERBOLES. 

If  Love  had  lost  his  shafts,  and  Jove  do%vn  threw 
His  thunder-bolts,  or  spent  his  forked  fire. 
They  only  might  recovered  be  anew 
From  out  my  heart,  cross-wounded  with  desire. 
Or  if  debate  by  Mars  were  lost  a  space. 
It  might  be  found  within  the  self-same  place. 
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If  Neptune's  waves  were  all  dried  up  and  gone. 

My  weeping  eyes  so  many  tears  distill. 

That  greater  seas  might  grow  by  them  alone : 

Or  if  no  flame  were  yet  remaining  still 

In  Vulcan's  forge,  he  might  from  out  my  breast 
Make  choice  of  such  as  should  befit  him  best. 

If  Mole  were  deprived  of  his  charge. 
Yet  soon  could  I  restore  his  winds  again. 
By  sobbing  sighs,  which  forth  I  blow  at  large 
To  move  her  mind,  that  pleasures  in  my  pain» 
What  man  but  I  could  thus  incline  his  will. 
To  live  in  love,  that  hath  no  end  of  ill  ?  / 


Aff  INVECTIVE   AQAiyST   LOVE. 

Love  is  a  sour  delight,  a  sugar'd  grief, 
A  living  death,  an  ever-dying  life, 
A  breath  of  reason's  law,  a  secret  thief, 
A  sea  of  tears,  an  everlasting  strife : 
A  bait  for  fools,  a  scourge  of  noble  wits, 
A  deadly  wound,  a  shot  that  ever  hits. 

Love  is  a  blinded  god,  a  wayward  boy, 
A  labjnrinth  of  doubts,  an  idle  lust ; 

N 
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A  slave  of'  beauty's  will,  a  witless  toy, 
A  ravenous'  bird,  a  tyrant  most  unjust : 
A  burning  heat  in  frost ',  a  fiattcring  foe, 
A  private  bell,  a  very  world  of  woe. 

Yet,  mighty  Love,  regard  not  what  I  say. 
Who  in  a  trance  do  lie,  reft'  of  my  wits ; 
But  blame  the  light  that  leads  me  thus  astray. 
And  makes  my  tongne  thus  rave  by  irantic  fits : 
Yet  hurt  me*  not,  lest  I  sustain  the  smart. 
Which  am  content  to  lodge  her  in  my  heart. 


PETRARCH  S  SONNET  TRANSLATED, 
Pace  nau  trovo,  el  Hon  ho  da  farsuerra. 

1  JOY  not  peace,  where  yet  no  war  is  found; 

I  fear  and  hope,  I  burn,  yet  freeze  withal : 

I  mount  to  heaven,  yet  lie  still  on  the  ground ; 

I  nothii^  hord,  yet  I  compass  all. 
I  live  her  bond,  which  neither  is  my  foe. 
Nor  friend,  nor  holds  me  fast,  nor  lets  me  go. 

'  to edit.  1603.  "  ToreniDg—edit.  1621. 

"  A  burniDg  heat,  a  cM,  ■'■flBtteriog  {oe—^U.  1621. 

T  bereft  of  kll  mj—tdit.  1608.  ■  her — tdU.  1608. 
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Love  will  not  that  I  live^  nor  lets*  me  die ; 

Nor  locks  me  fiast^  nor  suffers  me  to  'scape : 

I  want  both  eyes  and  tongue,  yet  see  I  **  cry. 

I  wish  for  death,  yet  after  help  I  gape. 
I  hate  myself,  yet  love  another  wight^ 
And  feed  on  grief  in  lieu  of  sweet  delight. 

At  self-same*^  time  I  both  lament  and  joy; 
I  still  am  pleased,  and  yet  displeased  still : 
Love  sometimes  seems  a  god,  sometimes  a  boy. 
Sometimes  I  sink,  sometimes  I  swim  at  will. 

'Twixt  death  and  life  small  difference  I  make. 

All  this,  dear  Dame,  endure  I  for  thy  sake. 


HE  PROVES  HIMBELF  TO  ENDURE  THE    HELLISH   TOR- 
MENTS OF   TANTALUS,   IXION,  TITIUS,  SISYPHUS, 

AND    THE    BELIDES. 

In  that  I  thirst  for  such  a  Goddess'  grace 
As  wants  remorse,  like  Tantalus  I  die : 
My  state  is  equal  to  Ixion's  case. 
Whose  mangled  limbs  are  turn'd  continually. 

»  Let, — in  each  edition  of  the  Rhapsody ;  the  alteration  in 
the  text  is  justified  by  the  copy  in  the  '^  Century  tf  Love/*  dted 
by  Sir  Egerton  Brydges. 

^  and.—  edit,  1608.  <"  At  idftime,  Su:.~~edU.  162L 

N  2 


180  POBTIC&L    RMAPSOilY. 

In  that  my  rolling  toils  can  have  no  end, 

Nor  lore,  nor  time,  nor  chance  will  stand  my  friend. 

In  that  my  heart  consuming  never  dies, 
I  feel  with  Titins  an  equal  pain. 
Upon  whose  heart  a  vulture  feeding  lies : 
In  that  I  rise  through  hope,  and  fall  again 

By  fear ;  like  Sisyphus  I  labour  still, 

To  turn  a  rolling  stone  sgaiuBt  a  *  hill. 

In  that  I  make  my  vows  to  her  alone. 
Whose  ears  are  deaf,  and  will  retain  no  sound, 
With  Belides  my  state  is  all  but  one. 
Which  fill  a  tub  whose  bottom  is  not  sound. 
Thus  in  my  heart,  since  love  therein  did  dwell. 
Are  all  the  torments  to  be  found  of  bell. 


LOVE  a   DISCOUHOOITIBS- 

Whbbs  heat  of  love  doth  once  possess  the  heart. 
There  cares  oppress  the  mind  with  wonders  ill. 
Wit  runs  awry,  not  fearing  future  smart. 
And  fond  desire  doth  orermaater  will. 

The  belly  neither  cores  for  meat  nor  drink 

Nor  over-watched  eyes  desire  to  wink. 

^     I 
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Footsteps  are  false^  and  wavering  to  and  fro ; 

The  pleasing  flower  of  beauty  fEides  away ; 

Reason  retires,  and  pleasure  brings  in  woe^ 

And  wisdom  yieldeth  place  to  black  decay. 

Counsel  and  fame^  and  friendship  are  contemn'd^ 
And  bashful  shame,  and  Gods  themselves  condemn'd. 

Watchful  suspect  is  linked  with  despair^ 
Inconstant  hope  is.  often  drown'd  in  fears^ 
What  folly  hurts,  fortune  cannot  repair. 
And  misery  doth  swim  in  seas  of  tears ; 

Long  use  of  life  is  but  a  lingering  foe. 

And  gentle  death  is  only  end  of  woe. 


ALLEOOBY   OF   HIS   LOVE   TO   A   SHIP. 

The  soldier  worn  with  wars,  delights  in  peace> 

The  pilgrim  in  his  ease,  when  toils  are  past ; 

The  ship  to  gain  the  port,  when  storms  do  cease ; 

And  I  rejoice  discharg'd  ft*om  Love  at  last. 

Whom  while  I  serv'd,  peace,  rest,  and  land  I  lost. 
With  wars,  with  toils,  with  storms,  worn,  tir'd  and  tost. 

Sweet  liberty  now  gives  me  leave  to  sing. 
What  world  it  was,  where  Love  the  rule  did  bear ; 
How  foolish  chance  by  lots  rul'd  ev'ry  thing. 
How  error  was  main  sail^  each  wave  a  tear. 
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The  master^  Love  himself^  deep  sighs  were  wiiid> 
Cares  row'd  with  vows^  the  ship  a  pensive  mind. 

False  hope  the  helm^  oft  turn'd  the  ship  about^ 
And  constant  faith  stood  up  for  middle  mast ; 
Despair  the  cable  twisted  all  with  doubt. 
Held  griping  grief  the  piked  anchor  fast : 
Beauty  was  all  the  rocks,  but  I  at  last. 
Have  gain'd  the  port,  and  now  my  love  is  past- 


EXECRATION    OF    HIS    PASSED    LOVE. 

I  0UR8E  the  time,  wherein  these  lips  of  mine 
Did  pray  or  praise  the  dame  that  was  unkind  : 
I  curse  my  ink,  my  paper,  and  each  line 
My  hand  hath  writ,  in  hope  to  please*  her  mind : 
I  curse  her  hollow  heart,  and  flattering  eyes. 
Whose  sly  deceits  did  cause  my  mourning  cries. 

I  curse  the  sugar'd  speech  and  Syren's  song. 
Wherewith  so  oft  she  hath  bewitch'd  mine  ear : 
I  curse  my  foolish  will  that  staid  so  long. 
And  took  delight  to  'bide '  twixt  hope  and  fear : 
I  curse  the  hour,  wherein  I  first  began. 
By  loving  looks,  to  prove  a  witless  man. 

«  more.— €(/t^.  1608. 
'  And  took  delist  'twixt  hope  and  fear.     §diL  1621. 
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I  curse  those  days  which  I  have  spent  in  vain^ 
In  loving  one  ungrateful  and  unkind : 
I  curse  the  bow  and  shafts  that  bred  my  pain^ 
And  Love  I  curse^  that  archer  nak'd  and  blind : 

But  on  that  hour  that  my  fond  love  did'  end. 

Millions  of  blessings  I  will  ever  spend. 

FINIS. 

T.  W.** 


A  SONNET  OF  THE  SUN ; 

A   JSWEL>   BEING  A   SUN   SHINING   UPON    THE 

MARIGOLD   CLOSED   IN   A    HEART   OF    GOLD,   SENT   TO 

HIS   MISTRESS,    NAMED   MART. 

The  sun  doth  make  the  marigold  to  flourish^ 
The  sun's  departure  makes  it  droop  again ; 
So  golden  Mary's  sight  my  joys  do  nourish. 
But  by  her*  absence  all  my  joys  are  slain. 
The  sun  the  marigold  makes  live  and  die. 
By  her  the  sun  shines  brighter,  so  may  I. 
Her  smiles  do  glad''  the  sun,  and  light  the  air. 
Revive  my  heart,  and  clear  the  cloudy  sky ; 

K  doth.— ^t/.  1621.  >>  Thomas  Watson. 

>  their_e<^.  1608.  ^  grace.— «(/i/.  1608. 
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Her  CrowBi  llie  air  make  dsk,  llie  SOB  to 

The  man^Dld  to  Ame,  mj  hest  to  die : 

Bj  her  the  sun,  the  iewcr,  the  lir  and  I, 

Shine  and  darken,  spread  and  dose,  live  and 

Yon  wie  the  ton,  yon  are  the  giMen  Mary, 

Paaiing  the  son  in  brigfatneas,  gold  in  power  ; 

I  am  the  flower  whmn  yon  do  make  to  vary. 

Flourish  when  yon  smile,  droop  when  yon  do  lower. 

Oh  let  this  heart  of  gold,  sun,  and  flower. 

Still  lire,  and  shine,  and  spring  in  your  heart's  bower. 

Chas.  Best* 


A  SONNET  OF  THE  MOON. 

Look  how  the  pale  Queen  of  the  silent  night 
Doth  cause  the  Ocean  to  attend  upon  her. 
And  he  as  long  as  she  is  in  his  sight. 
With  his  full  tide  is  ready  her  to  honour  : 
But  when  the  silver  waggon  of  the  Moon 
Is  mounted  up  so  high  he  cannot  follow. 
The  sea  calls  home  his  chrystal  waves  to  moan. 
And  with  low  ebb  doth  manifest  his  sorrow. 
80  you,  that  are  the  sovereign  of  my  heart. 
Have  all  my  joys  attending  on  your  will> 
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My  joys  low  ebbing  when  you  do  depart. 
When  you  return,  their  tide  my  heart  doth  fill. 
So  as  you  come,  and  as  you  do  depart, 
Joys  ebb  and  flow  within  my  tender  heart. 

Chab.  Best. 


THREE  SONNETS  FOR  A  PROEM  TO 
THE  POEMS  FOLLOWING. 

THAT   LOVE   ONLY   MADE   HIM   A   POET,   AND   THAT 

ALL   SORTS   OF   VERSES,   BOTH   IN   RHYME    AND 

MEASURE,   AGREE   WITH   HIS   LADY. 

SONNET  I. 

Some  men,  they  say,  are  poets  bom  by  kind. 
And  suck  that  science  from  their  mother's  breast ; 
An  easy  art  that  comes  with  so  great  rest. 
And  happy  men  to  so  good  hap  assign'd.* 
In  some,  desire  of  praise  inflames  the  mind. 
To  climb  with  pain  Parnassus'  double  crest : 

>  to  men  so  good  hap  assigned—^tft/t/.  1621. 
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8<Hne^  hope  of  ridi  rewards  hath  so  possest. 
That  gold>  int^astell"  sands  they  seek  to  find. 
Me,  neither  Nature  hath  a  poet  made. 
Nor  love  of  glory  mov'd  to  learn  the  trade, 
'Nor  thirst  of  gold  persuaded  me  *  to  write. 
For  Nature's  graces  are  too  fine  for  me; 
Praise,  like  the  peacock,  prides  herself  to  see ; 
Desire  of  gain  the  basest  mind's  delight. 


SONNET  II. 

What  mov'd  me  then  ?  say.  Love,  for  thou  canst  tell : 

Of  thee  I  learn'd  this  skill,  if  skill  I  have. 

Thou  knowest  the  Muse,  whose  help  I  always  crave. 

Is  none  of  those  that  on  Parnassus  dwell. 

My  muse  is  such  as  doth  them  all  excel; 

They  all  to  her  alone  their  cunning  gave. 

To  sing,  to  dance,  to  play,  to  make  so  brave : 

Thrice  threefold  graces  her  alone  befel. 

From  her  do  flow  the  streams  that  water  me ; 

Here  is  the  praise,  if  I  a  poet  be; 

Her  only  look  both  will  and  skill  doth  give. 

What  marvel  then  if  1  those  laws  refuse. 

Which  other  poets  in  their  making  use. 

Since  by  her  looks  1  write,  by  which  I  live  ! 

"  Castal.— «(ii^.  1608.  »  for.—  edU,  1602. 
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Thus  am  I  free  from  laws  that  others  bind. 
Who  divers  verse  to  divers  matter  frame ; 
All  kind  of  styles  do  serve  my  Lady's  name. 
What  they  in  all  the  world,  in  her  I  find. 
The  lofty  verse  doth  shew  her  noble  mind> 
By  which  she  quencheth  love's  enraged  flame ; 
Sweet  lyrics  sing  her  heavenly  beauty's  fame ; 
The  tender  elegy  speaks  her  pity  kind. 
In  mournful  tragic  verse  for  her  I  die ; 
In  comic  she  revives  me  with  her  eye : 
All  serve  my  Goddess  both  for  mirth  and  moan; 
Each  look  she  casts  doth  breed  both  peace  and  strife ; 
Each  word  she  speaks  doth  cause  both  death  and  life ; 
Out  of  myself  I  live  in  her  alone. 


ODE. 

WHERE    HIS   LADY   KEEPS   HIS   HEART. 

Sweet  Love,  mine  only  treasure. 
For  service  long  unfeigned. 
Wherein  I  nought  have  gained. 
Vouchsafe  this  little  pleasure. 
To  tell  me  in  what  part 
My  Lady  keeps  my  heart. 
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If  in  her  hair  to  slender. 
Like  golden  nets  entwined. 
Which  fire  and  art  have  fined; 
Her  thrall  my  heart  I  render 
For  ever  to  abide 
With  locks  so  dainty  tied. 

If  in  her  eyes  she  bind  it. 
Wherein  that  fire  was  framed. 
By  which  it  is  inflamed, 
I  dare  not  look  to  find  it ; 
I  only  wish  it  sight. 
To  see  that  pleasant  light. 

But  if  her  breast  have  deigned 
With  kindness  to  receive  it, 
I  am  content  to  leave  it. 
Though  death  thereby  were  gained 
Then,  Lady,  take  your  own. 
That  lives  for  you  alone. 


TO   HER   RYES. 

Pain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  thou  murd'ring  eye. 
Whether  thy  glance  be  fire,  or  else  a  dart : 
For  ^vith  thy  look  in  flames  thou  mak'st  me  fry. 
And  with  the  same  thou  strik'st  me  to  the  heart. 

Pierc'd  with  thy  looks  I  bum  in  fire. 

And  yet  those  looks  I  stlQ  desire. 


■  ■ 

i 
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The  ^j,  that  buzzeth  round  about  the  flame^ 
Knows  not,  poor  soul,  she  gets  her  death  thereby  ; 
I  se^  my  death,  and  seeing,  seek  the  same. 
And  seeking,  find,  and  finding,  choose  to  die. 

That  when  thy  looks  my  life  have  slain. 

Thy  looks  may  give  me  life  again. 

Turn  then  to  me  those  sparkling  eyes  of  thine. 
And  with  their  fiery  glances  pierce  my  heart; 
Quench  not  my  light,  lest  I  in  darkness  pine ; 
Strike  deep  and  spare  not,  pleasant  is  the  smart. 

So  by  thy  looks  my  life  be  spilt, 

KiU  me  as  often  as  thou  wilt. 


ODE  II. 

THE   MOBE   FAVOUB  HE   OBTAINS,    THE   SIOBE 

HE    DESIBE8. 

As  soon  may  water  wipe  me  dry. 

And  fire  my  heat  allay. 
As  you  with  favour  of  your  eye 
Make  hot  desire  decay. 
The  more  I  have. 
The  more  I  crave ; 
The  more  I  crave,  the  more  desire. 
As  piles  of  wood  increase  the  fire. 


POETICAL    KHA?80DY. 

The  senseless  stone  tb&t  from  on  high 

Descends  to  earth  below. 
With  greater  haste  itself  doth  ply. 
The  less  it  hath  to  go ; 
So  feels  desire 
Increase  of  fire. 
That  still  with  greater  force  doth  bum, 
•Ml  all  into  itself  it  turn. 

The  greater  favour  you  bestow. 

The  sweeter  my  delight; 

And  by  delight  desire  doth  grow. 

And  groiving  gathers  might. 

The  less  remains. 

The  more  my  pains. 

To  see  myself  su  near  the  brink. 

And  yet  my  fill  I  cannot  drink. 


I.OVE   THE   ONLT   PRICK  OF   LOVE. 

.  The  fairest  petirls  that  Northern  seas  do  breed. 

For  precious  stones  from  Eastern  coasts  are  sold; 
Nought  yields  the  earth  that  from  exchange  is  freed, 
Gold  values  all,  and  all  things  value  gold. 

Where  goodness  wants  an  equal  change  to  make. 
There  greatness  serves,  la  number  place  doth  take. 
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No  mortal  thing  can  bear  so  high  a  price^ 

But  that  with  mortal  thing  it  may  be  bought ; 

The  com  of  Sicil'  buys  the  Western  spice ; 

French  wine  of  us^  of  them  our  cloth  is  sought. 
No  pearls,  no  gold,  no  stones,  no  .com,  no  spice,' 
No  cloth,  no  wine,  of  Love  can  pay  the  price.  * 

What  thing  is  Love,  which  nought  can  countervail  ? 

Nought  save  itself,  ev'n  such  a  thing  is  Love. 

All  worldly  wealth  in  worth  as  far  doth  fail. 

As  lowest  earth  doth  yield  to  heav'n  above. 
Divme  is  Love,  and  scorneth  worldly  pelf. 
And  can  be  bought  with  nothing,  but  with°  self. 

Such  is  the  price  my  loving  heart  would  pay; 

Such  is  the  pay  thy  love  doth  claim  as  due. 

Thy  due  is  love,  which  I,  poor  I,  assay. 

In  vain  assay  to  'quite  with  friendship  true  : 
True  is  my  love,  and  true  shall  ever  be. 
And  tmest  love  is  far  too  base  for  thee. 

Love  but  thyself,  and  love  thyself  alone. 
For  save  thyself,  none  can  thy  love  requite : 
All  mine  thou  hast,  but  all  as  good  as  none. 
My  small  desert  must  take  a  lower  flight. 

Yet  if  thou  wilt  vouchsafe  my  heart  such  bliss. 

Accept  it  for  thy  prisoner  as  it  is. 

o  iu^^it,  1621. 
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HIS  HXABT  ABRAIONBD  OF   THKFT^   AND   ACQUITTBD. 

Mt  hetrt  was  found  within  my  lady's  breast^ 
Close  oouch'd  for  fear  that  no  man  might  him  see^ 
On  whom  suspect  did  senre  a  straight  arrest^ 
And  felon-like  he  must  arraigned  be  ; 

What  could  he  mean  so  closely  there  to  stay. 

But  by  deceit  to  steal  her  heart  away  ? 

The  bench  was  set,  the  prisoner  forth  was  brought^ 
My  mistress'  self  chief  judge  to  hear  the  cause : 
Th*  indictment  read,  by  which  his  blood  was  sought. 
That  he,  poor  heart,  by  stealth  had  broke  the  laws ; 

His  plea  was  such  as  each  man  might  descry ; 

For  grace  and  truth  were  read  in  neither  p  eye. 

Yet  forc'd  to  speak,  his  farther  plea  was  this. 
That  sore  })ursu'd  by  me  that  sought  his  blood. 
Because  so  oft  his  presence  I  did  miss. 
Whilst  as  he  said,  he  laboured  for  my  good : 

He,  void  of  help  to  have  his  harms  redrest. 

Took  sanctuary  in^  her  sacred  breast. 

The  gentle  Judge  that  saw  his  true  intent. 
And  that  his  cause  did  touch  her  honour  near, 

p  Either.— tf<ii/.  1602.  q  ¥rom,^-^iL  1621. 
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Since  he  from  me  to  her  for  succour  went : 
That  truth  ^  might  reign,  where  rigour  did  appear^ 
Grave  sentence  thus :  that  if  he  there  would  "bide. 
That  place  was  made,  a  guiltless  heart  to  hide. 


MADRIGAL  I. 

Thine  eyes  so  bright 

Bereft  my  sight. 
When  first  I  view'd  thy  face ; 

So  now  my  light 

Is  tum'd  to  night, 
I  stray  from  place  to  place. 

Then  guide  me  of  thy  kindness. 

So  shall  I  bless  my  blindness. 


PHALEUCIACK  I. 

Time  nor  place  did  I  want,  what  held  me  tongue-tied? 
What  charms,  what  magical  abused  altars  ? 
Wherefore  wish'd  I  so  oft  that  hour  unhappy. 
When  with  freedom  I  might  recount  my  torments, 

r  As  in  the  text  in  edit.  1621,  bnt  ruth  in  each  preceding 
edition. 
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And  plead  for  remedy  br  tme  lamenting  ? 
Dumjb,  nay  dead^  in  a  trance  I  stood  amazed^ 
When  those  looks  I  beheld  that  late  I  long'd  for 
No  speech^  no  memory,  no  life  remained ; 
Now  speech  prateth  apace^  my  grief  bewraying ; 
Now  bootless  memory  my  plaints  rememb'reth ; 
Now  life  moveth  again,  but  all  avails  not. 
Speech,  life,  and  memory  die  altogether ; 
With  speech,  life,  memory,  love  only  -dies  not. 


DEADLY   SWEETNESS. 

Sweet  thoughts,  the  food  on  which  I  feeding  starve; 

Sweet  tears,  the  drink  that  more  augments  my  thirst ; 

Sweet  eyes,  the  stars  by  which  my  course  doth  swerve ; 

Sweet  hope,  my  death,  which  wast  my  life  at  first ; 
Sweet  thoughts,  sweet  tears,  sweet  hope,  sweet  eyes. 
How  chance  that  death  in  sweetness  lies  ? 


MADRIGAL  II. 

VERBAL    LOV'E. 

If  love  be  made  of  words^  as  woods  of  trees. 
Who  more  beloved  than  I  ? 

If  love  be  hot  where  true  desire  doth  freeze. 
Who  more  than  she  doth  fry? 


fi 
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Are  drones  that  make  no  honej,  counted  bees  P 

Is  running  water  dry  ? 
Is  that  a  gainful  trade  that  has  no  fees  ? 

He  live^  that  dead  doth  lie  ? 
What  else  but  blind  is  he  that  nothing  sees  ? 

But  deaf  that  hears  no  cry  ?  '^ 

Such  is  her  vowed  love  to  me. 
Yet  must  I  think  it  true  to  be. 


LADTPS     EYES   SERVE   CUPID   BOTH   FOR   DARTS 

AND   FIRE. 

Oft  have  I  mus'd  the  cause  to  find. 
Why  love  in  ladies'  eyes  doth  dwell  ; 
I  thought,  because  himself  was  blind. 
He  look'd  that  they  should  guide  him  well. 

And  sure  his  hope  but  seldom  fiedls. 

For  love  by  ladies*  eyes  prevails. 

But  time,  at  last,  hath  taught  me  wit. 

Although  I  bought  my  wit  full  dear ; 

For  by  her  eyes  my  heart  is  hit ; 

Deep  is  the  wound,  though  none  appear. 
Their  glancing  beams  as  darts  he  throws. 
And  sure  he  hath  no  shafts  but  those. 

I  mus'd  to  see  their  eyes  so  bright. 
And  little  thought  they  had  been  fire ; 

o  2 
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I  gaz'd  upon  them  with  delight^ 
But  that  delight  hath  bred  desire : 
What  better  place  can  love  require^ 
Than  that  where  grow  both  shafts  and  fire  ? 


LOV£  8   CONTRARIETIBS. 

I  SMILE  sometimes  amidst  my  greatest  griefs 
Not  for  delight^  for  that  long  since  is  fled ; 
Despair  did  shut  the  gate  against  relief. 
When  love  at  first,  of  death  the  sentence  read. 
But  yet  I  smile  sometimes  in  midst  of  pain. 
To  think  what  toys  do  toss  my  troubled  head ; 
How  *  most  I  wish,  that  most  I  should  refrain. 
And  seek  the  thing  that  least  I  long  to  find ; 
And  find  the  wound  by  which  my  heart  is  slain. 
Yet  want  both  skill  and  ^vill  to  ease  my  mind. 
Against  my  will  I  burn  with  free  consent ; 
I  live  in  pain,  and  in  my  pain  delight ; 
I  cry  for  death,  yet  am  to  live  content ; 
I  hate  the  day,  yet  never  wish  for  night ; 
I  freeze  for  cold,  and  yet  refrain  the  fire ; 
I  long  to  see,  and  yet  I  shun  her  sight ; 
I  scald  in  sun,  and  yet  no  shade  desire ; 
I  live  by  death,  and  yet  I  \vish  to  die ; 
I  feel  no  hurt,  and  yet  for  help  inquire  ; 
I  die  by  life,  and  yet  my  life  defy. 

HKU,    COGOR   VOTI    NESCIU8   ESSE    MBI. 
•  Now..-edi^  1621. 
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DB3IBB   AND  aOPK. 

Desire  amd  hope  have  mor'd.  my  mind 
To  seek  for  that  I  cannot  find, 
Assured  faith  in  woman-kind ; 

And  love  with  lore  rewarded. 
Self-love  all  but  himself  disdains ; 
Suspect  as  chiefest  virtue  reigns ; 
Desire  of  change,  uncliang'd  remains : 

So  light  is  love  regarded, 

True  friendship  is  a  naked  name. 
That  idle  brains  in  pastime  frame ; 
Extremes  are  always  worthy  blame. 

Enough  is  common  kindness. 
What  floods  of  tears  do  lovers  spend .' 
What  sighs  from  out  their  hearts  they  send 
How  many  may,  and  will  not  mend? 

Love  ia  a  wilfol  blindness. 

What  is  the  love  they  so  desire  ? 
Like  love  for  love,  and  equal  fire : 
Good  loving  worms,  which  love  require. 
And  know  not  when  they  have  it. 
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F4r  iricar  r  tLtA  aun^'a  ft«3C:k  jove  itf^  i 
Fm  r'atMktf  whj  id  hitr  s^MiatT 
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If  M  great  Wre  be  aa^  bat  heat  td  y 

ELEGY ■ 
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HK&    PBAISE    IS    IX   HSft    WANT. 

80  e  cmly  m  the  pruie  of  Xatore'i^  skill  : 
In  iKine  but  her  all  graces  friendly  meet. 
In  all  Hare  her,  may  Cupid  have  his  will^ 
By  mme  but  her,  in  fancy  under  feet. 

Mmi  iitrange  of  all,  her  praise  is  in  her  want ; 

Her  heart  that  Hhould  be  fleshy  is  Adamant. 

LAUDO  QUOD   LU6BO. 

m 

^  If  m  f(reat  Urve  \te  aught  but  fear  of  yaatiu—edil.  161 1. 

If  Ml  fp'fuit  love  be  aught  but  of  yonth.««A't  1621. 
••  Madrigal  UL^-.edU.  160& 
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HER   OUTWARD   OBSTUBE    DECEiyiNG   HIS 
INWARD   HOPE. 

Smooth  are  thy  looks^  so  is  the  deepest  stream ; 

Soft  are  thy  lips^  so  is  the  swallowing  sand ; 
Fair  is  thy  sight,  but  like  unto  a  dream ; 

Sweet  is  thy  promise,  but  it  will  not  stand. 
Smooth,  soft,  fair,  sweet,  to  them  that  lightly  touch ; 
Rough,  hard,  foul,  sour,  to  them  that  take  too  much. 

Thy  looks  so  smooth  have  drawn  away  my  sight : 
Who  would  have  thought  that  hooks  could  so  be  hid? 

Thy  lips  so  soft  have  fretted  my  delight. 
Before  I  once  suspected  what  they  did. 

Thy  face  so  fair  hath  burnt  me  with  desire  ; 

Thy  words  so  sweet  were  bellows  for  the  fire. 

And  yet  I  love  the  looks  that  made  me  blind. 
And  like  to  kiss  the  lips  that  fret  my  life  ,* 

In  heat  of  fire  an  ease  of  heat  I  find. 

And  greatest  peace  in  midst  of  greatest  strife : 

That  if  my  choice  were  now  to  make  again, 

I  would  not  have  this  joy  without  this  pain. 


$■  — 
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PHALEUCIACK  II. 

How,  or  where  have  I  lost  myself?  Unhappy  ! 
Jig^  nor  live  am  I  neither,  and  yet  am  both. 
Through  despair  am  I  dead,  by  hope  revived ; 
Weeping  wake  I  the  night  from  even  to  morning, 
Sighing  waste  I  the  day  from  mom  to  evening. 
Tears  are  drink  to  my  thirst,  by  tears  I  thirst  more  ; 
Sighs  are  meat  that  I  eat ;  I  hunger  eating ; 
Might  I,  Oh  that  I  might  refrain  my  feeding ! 
Soon  would  ease  to  my  heart  by  death  be  purchased. 
Life  and  light  do  I  lack,  when  I  behold  not 
Those  bright  beams  of  her  eyes,  Apollo  darkening; 
Life  and  light  do  I  lose  when  I  behold  them. 
All  as  snow  by  the  sun  resolv'd  to  water. 
Death  and  life  I  receive  her  eyes  beholding ; 
Death  and  life  I  refuse,  not  in  beholding. 
So  that,  dead  or  alive,  I  may  behold  them. 


h  KNVOY,    IN    RHYMING   PHALEUCIACK8. 

Muse  not.  Lady,  to  read  so  strange  a  metre ; 

Strange  grief,  strange  remedy  for  ease  requireth  : 

When  sweet  joy  did  abound,  I  writ  the  sweeter ; 

Now  that  weareth  away,  my  muse  retireth. 
In  you  lies  it  alone  to  cure  my  sadness. 
And  therewith  to  revive  my  heart  with  gladness. 
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SONNET  IV. 

DBSIRB   HATH   CONQUERED  BBVSNOE.'' 

Wroko'd  by  Desire^  I  yielded  to  Disdain^ 

Who  call'd  Revenge  to  work  my  spite  thereby. 

Rash  was  Revenge^  and  sware  Desire  should  die ; 

No  price  nor  prayer  his  pardon  might  obtain: 
Down  to  my  heart  in  rage  he  hastes  amain. 

And  stops  each  passage,  lest  Desire  should  fly ; 

Within  my  ears  disdainful  words  did  lie ; 

Proud  looks  did  keep  mine  eyes  with  scornful  train. 
Desire,  that  erst  but  flicker'd  in  my  breast. 

And  wanton-like  now  prick'd,  now  gave  me  rest ; 

For  fear  of  death  sunk  deeper  in  my  heart : 

There  reigns  he  now,  and  there  will  reign  alone. 
Desire  is  jealous,  and  gives  part  to  none ; 
Nor  he  from  me,  nor  I  from  him  can  start. 


THAT   HE    IS   UNCHANGEABLE. 

The  love  of  change  hath  chang'd  the  world  throughout. 
And  nought  is  counted  good  but  what  is  strange : 

*  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  first  edition. 
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New  things  wax  old,  old  new,  all  turn  about. 
And  all  things  change  except  the  love  of  change. 

Yet  feel  I  not  this  love  of  change  in  me. 

But  OS  1  am,  so  will  I  always  be. 

For  who  can  change  that  likes  his  former  choice  ? 
Who  better  wish,  that  knows  he  hath  the  beat  ? 
How  can  the  heart  in  things  unknown  rejoice. 
If  joy  well  tried  con  bring  no  t^rtain  rest  ? 

My  choice  is  made,  change  he  that  list  for  me ; 

Such  as  I  am,  so'  will  I  always  be. 


Who  ever  clmng'd  itnd  not  confess'd  his  want  ? 
And  who  confess'd  his  vtant  and  not  his  woe.' 
Tlien  change  who  list,  thy  woe  shall  not  be  scant ; 
Within  thyself  thou  fced'st  thy  mortal  Ibe. 

Change  calls  for  change ;  no  end,  no  ease  for  thee  : 

Then  as  I  am,  ho  will  I  always  be. 

Mine  eyes  confess  they  have  their  wished  sight ; 
My  heart  atfirms  it  feels  the  love  it  sought ; 
Mine  inward  thoughts  are  fed  with  true  delight. 
Which  full  consent  of  constant  joy  hath  wrought. 

And  full  consent  desires  no  change  to  see: 

Then  aa  1  am,  so  will  i  always  be. 


SONNETS.  S03 

Rest  then,  my  hearty  and  keep  thine  old  delight^ 
Which^  like  the  Phoenix^  waxeth  young  each  day : 
Each  hour  presents  new  pleasure  to  my  sight ; 
More  cause  of  joy  iucreaseth  ev'ry  way. 

True  love  with  age  doth  daily  clearer  see : 

Then  as,  I  am^  so  will  I  always  be. 

What  gain'd  fair  Cresside  by  her  faithless  change^ 
But  loss  of  time^  of  beauty,  health,  and  life  } 
Mark  Jason's  hap,  that  ever  lov'd  to  range. 
That  lost  his  children  and  his  princely  wife. 

Then  change  farewell,  thou  art  no  mate  for  me : 

But  as  I  am,  so  will  I  always  be. 

JAMAIS   AULTRB.' 


TO   HIS   EYES. 

Unhappy  eyes,  the  causers*  of  my  pain. 
That  to  my  foe  betray'd  my  strongest  hold. 
Wherein  he  like  a  tyrant  now  doth  reign. 
And  boasts  of  winning  that  which  treason^  sold. 
Too  late  you  call  for  help  of  me  in  vain. 
Whom  love  hath  bound  in  chains  of  massy  gold ; 
The  tears  you  shed  increase  my  hot  desire. 
As  water  on  the  smithy  kindles  fire. 

s  Omitted  in  the  fourth  edition.  •■  caufler—^i/.  162L 

i>  reason edit.  1621. 
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The  si^is  tliat  firom  my  heart  aaoend, 
like  wind  disperse'  the  flame  throo^boat  my  faraast ; 
No  part  is  left  to  harbour  quiet  rest, 
I  bum  in  fire,  and  do  not  spend ; 
Like  him,  whose  growing  maw 
The  vulture  still  dolh  gnaw. 


ODE  IV. 

UPON   VISITING   HIS    LADY    BY   MOONLIGHT. 

The  night,  say  all,  was  made  to  ^  rest ; 
And  so  say  I,  but  not  for  all: 
To  them  the  darkest  nights  are  best. 
Which  give  them  leave  asleep  to  fall. 
But  I  that  seek  my  rest  by  light. 
Hate  sleep,  and  praise  the  clearest  night. 

Bright  was  the  Moon,  as  bright  as  day ; 

And  Venus  glister'd  in  the  West; 

Whose  light  did  lead  the  ready  way. 

That  brought  me  to  my  wished  rest. 
Then  each  of  them  increased  their  light. 
While  I  enjoy'd  her  heavenly  sight. 

<^  dispent—edi/.  1021.  <*  for.— «di/.  1602. 
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Say,  gentle  DEimes,  what  *  mor'd.yoaT  mind 

To  ahine  so  bright  above  your  wont? 

Woold  Phoebe  (air  Endymion  find  P 

Would  VenuB  see  Adonis  hunt  ? 
No,  no,  you  feared  by  her  sight. 
To  lose  the  praise  of  beauty  bright. 

At  last,  for  shame  you  ehrunlc  away. 
And  thought  to  'reave  the  world  of  light ; 
Then  shoae  my  Dame  with  brighter  my. 
Than  that  which  comes  from  Phtebus'  sight : 
None  other  light  but  her's  I  praise. 
Whose  nights  are  clearer  than  the  days. 


UrON   HER   ABSENCE. 

Tax  summer  sun,  that  scalds  the  ground  with  heat. 
And  bums  the  grass,  and  dries  the  river's  source, 
With  milder  beams  the  ferthest  earth  doth  beat. 
When  through  the  frozen  Goat  he  runs  hia  course. 
The  fire,  that  bums  whatever  cornea  to  hand. 
Doth  hardly  heat  that  ferthest  off  doth  stand. 

Not '^  BO,  the  heat  that  seta  my  heart  on  fire,' 
By  distance,  slakes,  and  lets  me  cool  again ; 


'  Ai  in  the  text  in  the  finl,  Init  "  No  no,"  evidently  i 
print,  in  the  mond  edition. 
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But  still,  the  farther  off,  the  more  desire. 
The  absent  fire  doth  burn  with  hotter  pain. 

My  lady's  presence  burnt  me  with  desire ; 

Her  absence  turns  me  into  flaming  fire. 

Whoso'  hath  seen  the  flame  that  burneth  bright. 
By  outward  cold  in  narrow  room  siipprest. 
Increase  in  heat,  and  rage  with  greater  might. 
May  guess  what  force  of  fire  torments  my  breast : 
So  run  the  swelling  streams  with  double  force. 
Where  locks  or  piles  are  set  to  stay  their  course. 

For  when  my  heart  perceiv'd  lier  purling  near. 
By  whose  sweet  sight  he  lives,  that  else  should  die ; 
It  cloa'd  itself  to  keep  those  beams  so  clear. 
Which  from  htr  look  had  pierc'd  it  tliruugh  the  eye. 
The  fiery  beams,  which  would  break  out  so  &in. 
By  seeking  vent,  increase  my  burning  pain. 


But  if  my  Dear  return  alive  and  sound. 
That  these  mine  eyes  may  see  her  beauty  bright. 
My  heart  shall  spread  witli  joy  that  shall  abound. 
And  open  wide,  receiving  clearer  light. 
She  shall  recover  that  which  I  possess. 
And  I  thereby  enjoy  no  whit  the  less. 


ODE  V. 

PETITION    TO   HAVE    HER   LEAVE    TO   DIE 

When  will  the  fountain  of  my  tears  be  dry  ? 

When  will  my  sighs  be  spent  ? 
When  will  desire  agree  to  let  me  die  ? 
When  will  thy  '  heart  relent  ? 
It  is  not  for  my  life  I  plead. 
Since  death  the  way  to  rest  doth  lead; 
But  stay  for  thy  consent. 
Lest  thou  be  discontent. 

For  if  myself  without  thy  leave  I  kill. 

My  ghost  will  never  rest ; 
So  hath  it  sworn  to  work  thine  only  ^vill. 
And  holds  that  ever  best. 
For  since  it  only  lives  by  thee. 
Good  reason  thou  the  ruler  be : 
Then  give  me  leave  to  die. 
And  shew  thy  power  thereby. 

n  my. — 3d  and  Ath  edits. 
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THB    LOVERS   ABSENCB   KILLS   ME,   HER   PRESENCE 

CURES   ME.^ 

The  frozen  snake,  oppress'd  with  heaped  snow. 
By  struggling  hard  gets  out  her  tender  head. 
And  spies  &r  off,  from  where  she  lies  below. 
The  winter  sun  that  from  the  North  is  fled : 
But  all  in  vain  she  looks  upon  the  light. 
Where  heat  is  wanting  to  restore  her  might. 

What  doth  it  help  a  wretch  in  prison  pent. 
Long  time  with  biting  hunger  overpress*d. 
To '  see  without,  or  smell  within  the  scent 
Of  dainty  fare,  for  others'  tables  dress'd  ? 

Yet  snake  and  pris'ner  both  behold  the  thing. 

The  which,  but  not  with  sight,  might  comfort  bring. 

Such  is  my  state,  or  worse,  if  worse  may  be. 
My  heart  oppress'd  with  heavy  frost  of  care ; 
Debarred  of  that  which  is  most  dear  to  me, 
Kill'd  up  with  cold,  and  pin'd  with  evil  fare : 
And  yet  I  see  the  thing  might  yield  relief. 
And  yet  the  sight  doth  breed  my  greater  grief. 

So  Thisbe  saw  her  lover  through  the  wall. 
And  saw  thereby  she  wanted  that  she  saw : 

>>  This  line  does  not  occur  in  the  first  edition. 
*  As  in  the  text  in  the  first,  but  '^  I  see,"  &c.  in  the  third 
and  fourth  editions. 


J 
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And  so*  I  see,  and  seeing  want  withal. 

And  wanting  so,  unto  my  death  I  draw : 
And  so  my  death  were  twenty  times  my  friend. 
If  with  this  verse  my  hated  ^  life  might  end. 


ODE  VI. 

THE  KIND  lover's  COMPLAINT  IN  FINDING  NOTHING 
BUT  FOLLT  FOR  HIS  FAITHFULNESS.* 

If  my  decay  be  your  increase ; 

If  my  distress  be  your  delight; 

If  war  in  me  procure  you  peace ; 

If  wrong  to  me,  to  you  be  right; 

I  would,  decay,  distress,  war,  wrong. 
Might  end  the  life  that  ends  so  long. 

Yet,  if  by  my  decay  you  grow. 
When  I  am  spent  your  growth  is  past ; 
If  from  my  grief  your  joy  do  flow. 
When  my  grief  ends,  your  joy  flies  fast: 

Then  for  your  sake,  though  to  my  pain, 

I  strive  to  live,  to  die  full  fain. 

7  heated,i^n  the  leoond  edition,  bat  as  in  the  text  in  the  tint. 
«  This  title  is  not  in  the  first  edition. 
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For  if  I  tliv,  mj  «v  matt  tame ; 
TImii  cut  i  tmMtr  wnog  do  iimr: 
it  J  war  oaee  doae,  bremU  fonr  pMrr, 
Mj-  wran^  JMU-  nffbt  doth  ttiU  rettm : 

Tbiu  Jbr  yoor  ngkt  I  siiA:!  miij, ; 

And  Cnr  fvor  peace,  mj  wu  pnlaig. 

Bat  aafie  tto  thing  cm  longaiditic, 
ThM  wmetiuM  huh  ut  needful  tmt ; 
What  «aa  uf  li&  f oar  jof  iMBB, 
If  tfiH  I  w>a,  iHth  grief  opprest? 

Hie  ■titMgest  Momadi  fkiota  >t  bat. 

For  want  of  ease  and  due  repaat. 

Hj  restless  sighs  breaJt  oat  so  &st. 
That  time  to  breathe  ibey  quite  deny:  < 

Mine  eyes  so  many  tears  hare  cast. 
That  now  the  springs  tbemselns  are  dry. 

Then  grant  aome  little  ease  &aiD  pain, 

Dntil  the  spring  be  full  again. 

The  giant  wh<nn  the  rultnie  gnaws, 

Uutn  his  heart  be  grown,  hath  peace : 

And  Siiiyphna,  by  hellish  laws. 

Whilst  thut  the  stone  rolls  down,  doth  ceaae. 
Out  aU  in  vain  I  strive  for  rest, 
Which  breeds  more  aorrow  in  my  hreut. 


Let  mj  decay  be  your  iuenue. 
Let  my  distren  be  your  delif^  t 
Let  war  in  me  procure  yovr  peaoe, 
Let  \rroag  in  me  to  you  be  x^it; 
That  by  my  grief  yonr  joy  may  ttvo, 
Vonduafe  aome  little  net  to  give. 


UNHAPPT   ETBB. 

CliObb  your  lids,  unhappy  eya. 

Prom  the  ught  of  such  a  change; 

Lore  hath  learned  to  despise; 

Self-conceit  hath  made  tiim  strange : 
Inward  now  his  si^t  he  tnmeth. 
With  himself  in  love  he  bometk. 

If  abroad  he  beanty  spy. 
As  by  chance  he  loolis  abroad; 
Or  it  is  wrought  by  his  eye. 
Or  forc'd  out  by  painter's  fraud : 
Save  himself  none  fidr,  he  deemeA, 
That  himself  too  much  eateemeth. 
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Coy  disdain  hath  kindnestT  plaoe^ 
Kindness  fore'd  to  hide  hb  head : 
Xrae  desire  is  counted  base ; 
Hope  with  hope  is  hardly  fed : 
Love  is  thought  a  fiiry  needless. 
He  that  hath  it  shall  die  speedli 


Then,  mine  eyes,  why  gaze  you  so  ? 

Beauty  scorns  the  tears  you  shed ; 

Death  you  seek  to  end  my  woe. 

Oh  !  that  you  of  death  were  sped : 
But  with  Love  hath  Death  conspired 
To  kill  none  whom  Love  hath  fired. 


CUPID   SHOOTS   LIGHT,   BUT   WOUNDS   SORE.* 

Cupid,  at  length  I  spy  thy  crafty  wile. 
Though  for  a  time  thou  didst  me  sore  beguile. 
When  first  thy  shaft  did  wound  my  tender  heart. 
It  touch'd  me  light;   methought  I  felt  some  pain  ; 
Some  little  prick  at  first  did  make  me  smart. 
But  yet  that  grief  was  quickly  gone  again. 
Full  small  account  I  made  of  such  a  sore. 
As  now  doth  rankle  inward  more  and  more. 


•  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  first  edition. 
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So  poison  first  the  sinews  lightly  strains^ 

Then  strays^  and  after  spreads  through  all  the  veins ; 

No  otherwise,  than  he,  that  prick'd  with  tliorn.. 

Starts  at  the  first,  and  feels  no  other  grief ; 

As  one**  whose  heart  so  little  hurt  did  scorn, 

And  deigned  not  to  seek  despised  relief: 

At  last  when  rest  doth  after  travel  come. 

That  little  prick  the  joint  with  pain  doth  numb. 

What  may  I  think  the  cause  of  tliis  thy  craft. 
That  at  the  first  thou  stick'st^  not  deep  thy  shaft  ? 
If  at  the  first  I  had  thy  stroke  espied, 
(Alas,  I  thought  thou  would'st  not  dally  so !) 
To  keep  myself  always  I  would  have  tried ; 
At  least  I  think  I  might  have  cur'd  my  woe ; 
Yet,  truth  to  say,  I  did  suspect  no  less ; 
And  knew  it  too ;  at  least,  I  so  did  guess« 

I  saw,  and  yet  would  willihgly  be  blind : 
I  felt  the  sting,  yet  flattered  still  my  mind ; 
And  now,  too  late,  I  know  my  former  guilt. 
And  seek  in  vain  to  heal  my  cureless  sore : 


•*  on. 


c  8tick*8t. — In  the  Lee  Priory  edition  sirik^si  is  suggested 
as  the  proper  reading:  but  it  is  submitted  that  "  to  stick 
deep  a  shaft"  is  as  correct,  though  perhaps  not  so  elegant,  as  ^<  to 
strike  deep,"  &c. 


914  POBTICAL    BHAPSODT. 

My  life  I  donbt,  my  health  '  I  know  is  spilt, 
A  jnat  rewsid  tor  dallying  to  before : 
Fat- 1  that  would  not,  when  I  might  have  ease. 
No  miml  tbou^  I  cannot  when  I  pleaae. 

CUPHUII   POBT  T1ILNEBA. 


A  TRCK   DHSCBIPTIOTT  OP  LOVB : 

P AKAPHR AST IC ALLY  TRANSLATED  OUT  OP  FBTRARCH'b 

GUI.  BONNET,    BEQINNING,  * 

"  S'  unor  nan  i,  che  dunque  i  quel  dk'io  *eiito>'* 

If  Love  be  nothing  but  an  idle  name, 

A  vain  device  of  foolish  Poets'  skill : 

A  feigned  fire,  devoid  of  smoke  and  Same ; 

Then  what  ia  that  which  me  torcnenteth  still? 
If  such  a  thing  as  lore  indeed  there  be. 
What  kind  of  thing,  or  which,  or  where  is  he  ? 

If  it  be  good,  how  causeth  it  such  pain? 

How  doth  it  breed  such  grief  within  my  breast? 


'  wwltlu— «<W.  16S1. 

•  The  ililft  at  £bls  poem  in  itm  But.  ediilim  Is,  »  A  PamiAinii 
ttcsl  Traiulsuori  of  Petrarch'*  Sonnet,  bt^inning,"  &e. 
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If  nought^  how  chance  the  grief  that  I  sustain^ 
Doth  seem  so  sweet  amidst  my  great  unrest  ? 
For  sare>  methinks  it  is  a  wondrous  thing. 
That  so  great  pain  shouM  so  great  pleasure  faring. 

If  with  my  will  amidst  these  flames  I  fry. 

Whence  come  these  tears?  how  chance  I  thus  complain ? 

If  force  perforce  I  bear  this  misery. 

What  help  these  tears  that  cannot  ease  my  pain  ? 

How  can  this  fismcy  bear  such  sway  in  me. 

But  if  myself  consent  that  so  it  be  ? 

And  if  myself  consent  that  so  it  be. 
Unjust  I  am  thus  to  complain  and  cry ; 
To  look'  that  other  men  should  succour  me. 
Since  by  my  fault  I  feel  such  misery. 

Who  will  not  help  himself,  when  well  he  can. 

Deserves  small  help  of  any  other  man. 

Thus  am  I  tost  upon  the  troublous  seas. 
By  sundry  winds,  whose  blasts  blow  sundry  ways : 
And  ev'ry  blast  still  driving  where  it  please. 
Brings  hope  and  fear  to  end  my  lingering  days. 
The  steersman  gone,  sail,  helm,  and  tackle  lost. 
How  can  I  hope  to  gain  the  wished  coast  ? 

Wisdom  and  folly  is  the  luckless  freight. 
My  ship  therewith  ballast  unequally  : 


*Jt 
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Wisdom  too  lights  ftUy  of  too  great  weif^f. 
My  bark  and  I^  through  them  in  jeopardy  : 
Thus^  in  the  midst  of  this  perplexity, 
I  wish  for  deaths  and  yet  am  loth  to  die. 


FAIR  FACE,  AND  HARD  HEART.  ^ 

Fair  is  thy  face,  and  that  thou  know'st  too  well. 
Hard  is  thy  heart,  and  that  thou  wilt  not  know : 
Thou  hear'st '  and  smil'st,  when  I  thy  praises  tell ; 
But  stop'st  thine  ears  when  I  my  grief  would  shoix 
Yet  though  in  vain,  needs  must  1  speak. 
Or  else  my  swelling  heart  would  break. 

And  when  I  speak,  my  breath  doth  blow  the  fire. 
With  which  my  burning  heart  consumes  away ; 
I  call  upon  thy  name,  and  help  require. 
Thy  dearest  name,  which  doth  me  still  betray  : 

For  grace,  sweet  Grace,  thy  name  doth  sound, 

Yet,  ah  !  in  thee  no  grace  is  found. 

Alas,  to  what  part  shall  I  then  appeal  ? 

Thy  face  so  fair  disdains  to  look  on  me  ; 

Thy  tongue  commands  my  heart  his  grief  conceal 

Thy  nimble  feet  from  me  do  always  flee; 

Thine  eyes  cast  fire  to  burn  my  heart. 

And  thou  rejoicest  in  my  smart. 

'  Omitted  in  the  first  edition.  f  flear*st.— ^li.  1 
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Then^  since  them  seett  the  Ufe  I  letd  in  pftin, 
And  that  for  thee  I  suffer  all  this  grief; 
Oh  let  my  heart  this  small  request  ohtain. 
That  thou  agree  it  pine  without  relief ! 

I  ask  not  loye>  for  my  good  will^ 

But  leave>  that  I  may  love  thee  still. 

QUID  MINUS  OPTARI  PER  MEA  VOTA  POTEST. 


ODE  VIII. 


DISDAIN   AT   VARIANCE    WITH  <DE8IRE.  ^ 


Disdain  that  so  doth  fill  me^ 
Hath  surely  sworn  to  kill  me^ 

And  I  must  die ; 
Desire  that  still  doth  burn  me^ 
To  life  again  will  turn  me> 

And  live  must  I. 
Oh  kill  me  then^  Disdain ! 
That  I  may  live  again. 

Thy  looks  are  life  unto  me, 
And  yet  those  looks  undo  me, 

O  death  and  life ! 
Thy  smile  some  rest  doth  show  me> 
Thy  frown  with  war  o'erthrow  me, 

O  peace  and  strife ! 

^  Omitted  in  the  first  edition. 


^* 
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Nttr  life  nor  death  is  either. 
Then  give  me  both,  or  neither. 

Life  onlj  cannot  [Jesse  me. 
Death  only  caanot  ease  me  ; 

Change  b  delight- 
I  live,  that  ileath  may  IdU  me  i 
I  die,  that  life  may  fill  me, 

Both  day  and  night- 
If  once  Despair  decay. 
Desire  will  wear  away- 


I  iKTBCTtva  ASAumr  lovs. 


All  is  not  gold  that  shineth  bright  in  tbaiw. 
Nor '  every  flower  m  good,  as  &ir  to  sight ; 
The  deepest  streams,  above  da  cAlmest  flow; 
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But  when  the  monld  ahould  in  the  fire  be  tried> 
The  gold  is  gone ;  the  dross  d<^  still  abide. 

Beauty  the  flower,  so  fresh,  so  hxjt,  so  gay. 

So  sweet  to  smell,  so  soft  to  toad  and  taste ; 

As  seems  it  should  endure,  by*  n^^ 't  for  aye, 

And  never  be  with  any  storm  d^'^^^^ltlf^ 

But  when  the  baleful  Southefiji^  and  doth  blow, 
€k)ne  is  the  glory  which  it  erst  did  show. 

Love  is  the  stream,  whose  waves  so  calmly  flow. 
As  might  entice  men's  minds  to  wade  therein ; 
Love  is  the  poison  mixt  with  sugar  so. 
As  might  by  outward  sweetness  liking  win. 
But  as  the  deep  overflowing  stops  thy  breath. 
So  poison  once  receiv'd  brings  certain  death* 

Love  is  the  bait,  whose  taste  the  fish  deceives. 
And  makes  them  swallow  down  the  choking  hook  ; 
Love  is  the  face  whose  fairness  judgment  'reaves. 
And  makes  thee  trust  a  fiedse  and  feigned  look. 
But  as  the  hook  the  foolish  fish  doth  kill. 
So  flatf  ring  looks,  the  lover's  life  do  spiU. 

USQUB   ADBO  DUliCB   PUBLLA  MALUM   B8T.  * 
n  Omitted  in  the  foarth  edition. 
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rrON  All  BSBOICJUL  POBV 
WHICH     HK     HAD    BEfiUN,    IN    UflTATlON    OP 
OP   THK    P1R5T    I  >f HABITING  THIB  FAMOUS 
BT    BRW  and  TBI  TB0JAN8. 


My  u-anton  Mujse. jBT  whilome  wont  to  niig« 
Pair  beautT's  pr^iPliid  Venus'  sweet  ddirfit 
Of  late  had  chang'd  the  tenor  of  her-  string. 
To  higher  tune«  than  serve  for  Cupid's  fi^t; 
Shrill  trumiiet^*  sound,  sharp  swords  and  lancet 
War.  bloiHi,  and  death,  were  matter  of  her  so 

Tho  CmkI  of  Li»vo  bv  chance  had  heard  thereof. 
That  I  wiis  ])rov\l  a  rol>el  to  his  crown  ; 
Fit  words  Uvc  wur.  quoth  he»  with  angry  scoff, 
A  likoiv  man  to  write  of  3Iars  his  frown." 

m 

Moll  aro  thoy  sjhhI.  whose  praises  he  shall <>  ^ 
Whoso  wanton  |K*n  con  nought  but  love  indit 

This  said,  ho  whisk *d  his  party-colour'd  wings. 
And  down  to  earth  he  ctuues,  more  swift  than  tl 
Thou  to  my  he^irt  in  angry  haste  he  flings. 
To  stv  what  changi*  tlieso  **  news  of  wars  had  w 
He  pries  and  limks,  and  ransacks  ev'ry  vein^ 
Vet  tiuds  he  nought ,  save  love,  and  lover's  pi 

Then  1,  that  now  {K'reeiv'd  his  needless  fear. 
With  heavy  smile  began  to  plead  my  cause ; 


B  Marre*s  frown  _«/i/.  1602.  ^  n-ilU-irdiiL 

P  thiSf^n  the  seoond,  but  a»  in  Uie  text  in  the  first  6 


In  vain,  qnoth  li  this  eodlesa  grief  I  bear ; 

In  vtiin  I  strive  to  keep  thy  grievolis  t&ws  ; 
If  after  proof,  so  often  trusty  found. 
Unjust  suspect  condemn  me  as  unsound. 

Is  this  the  guerdon  uf  my  faithful  heart  ? 

Is  this  the  hope  on  which  my  life  is  staid? 

Is  this  the  ease  of  never-ceasing  smart  ? 

Is  this  the  price  that  for  my  pains  is  paid  ? 
Vet  better  serve  tierce  Mars  in  bloody  field, 
Wliere  death,  or  conquest,  end  or  joy  doth  yield. 

Long  have  I  serv'd :  what  is  my  pay  but  pain  ? 
Oft  have  I  sued ;  what  gain  I  but  delay  ? 
My  &ithful  love  is  'quited  with  disdain ; 
My  grief  a  game,  my  pen  is  made  a  play. 

Yea,  Love  that  doth  in  other  Avonr  find. 

In  me  is  counted  madness  out  of  kind. 

And  last  of  all,  but  grievous  most  of  all. 

Thyself,  sweet  love,  hath  kill'd  me  with  suspect  -. 

Could  Love  believe,  that  I  from  love  woold  &11  ? 

Is  war  of  force  to  make  me  love  neglect  ? 
No  :  Cupid  knows,  my  mind  is  faster  set. 
Than  that  by  war  I  should  my  love  forget. 

My  Muse,  indeed,  to  war  inclines  her  mind. 
The  famous  acts  of  worthy  Brute  to  write: 
To  whom  the  Qods  this  island's  rule  assign'd. 
Which  long  he  sought  by  teas  through  Neptune's  spite ; 
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With  nich  conceits  my  baaj  hMtl  doth  «weU. 
But  in  mj  iiettrt  Doiight  viae  but  love  doth  d 

And  in  this  war  thy  part  is  not  the  lewt, 
Here  shall  my  ilatte.  Brute's  noble  love  de< 
Here  slialt  thuu  see  thy  double  love  tncresat. 
Of  fairest  twina  thiil  ever  Indy  Iiare. 

Let  Mars  triiim|ih  in  armour  shining  bright; 

His  conquer'il  onus  shall  be  thy  triumph's 

As  be  the  world,  iw  thou  shalt  him  subdue. 
And  I  thy  glorj-  through  the  world  will  ring; 
So  by''  my  p)tinj<,  thou  n'ilt  vouchsafe  to  rue. 
And  kill  despair :  with  tliiit  he  whisk'd  hia  « 
And  bade  me  write,  and  promis'd  wished  r 
But  sore,  I  feur'  false  hope  will  Ije  the  beat. 


UPON  HIS  lady's  BcnriNG  sthinos  roR  bbb  I 

In  happy  time  the  wished  fur  is  come, 
To  fit  thy '  lute  with  strings  of  evry  kind. 
Great  pity  'tis,  m  liwce:  a  lute  Iw  dumb. 
That  so  CUD  please  the  ear,  and  easit  the  mind; 
Go,  take  thy  choice,  and  choose  the  very  be«t,    ■ 
And  use  them  so,  that  head  and  heart  find  lestj 


htsc— C«l.  U 
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Rest  thoa  in  joy>  and  let  me  wail  alone; 

My  pleasant  days  have  ta'en  their  last  £Brewell : 

My  heart-strings  sorrow  strock  so  long  with  moan, 

That  at  the  last  they  all  in  pieces  fell> 
And  now  they  lie  in  pieces  broke  so  small. 
That  scarce  they  serve  to  make  me  frets  withaL 

And  yet  they  serve  and  bind  my  heart  so  strai^t. 
That  frets,  indeed,  they  serve  to  fret  it  ont : 
No  force  for  that,  in  hope  thereof  I  wait. 
That  death  may  rid  me  both  of  hope  and  doubt. 
But  death,  alas !  draws  backward  all  too  long. 
And  I  each  day  feel  now  increase  of  wrong. 


CABS  WILL  NOT  LET  HIM  LITE,  NOR  HOPE  LET 

HIM  DIE. 

Mt  heavy  heart  with  grief  and  hope  torment. 
Beats  all  in  vain  against  my  weary  breast; 
As  if  it  thought  with  force  to  make  a  vent. 
That  death  might  enter  to  procure  my  rest. 

But  foolish  heart,  thy  pains  are  lost,  I  see ; 

For  death  and  life  both  fly  and  follow  thee. 

When  weiglht  of  car^  would  press  me  down  with  pain. 
That  I  might  sink  to  depth  of  death  below; 

(  which  grief.— 4d8r.  160S. 


Tv  Mnvc  Cr-  itfe,  Bad  li**  in  graaUr 
Sa  teea  the  boat,  which  winds  dri< 
Ami  tides  driic  Iwckwud  where  it 


Thu  Bcitber  hope  will  laC  ■«  div  with  are. 
Nor  ore  ccnuent  thA  bope  cmm  mf  life : 

li  kk  «nik«  prefHK; 
Ih.  and  life  n 
AH  u  tike  ibHlnr.  (aU»wa*  than  ihtt  flj. 
And  tic*  froB  thcBi  tfa«t  after  it  do  hie. 

What  ■•  nj  bope  ?  that  hspe  will  fidl  at  htt. 
And  gri«f  jcet  Ktm^th  t«  wwkfcia  wiUaa  n 
Either  tbe  wax  with  which  hope's  winp  are  fi 
By  »calding  a^ia  mise  eyea  ihall  netted  Me; 

Or  else  m\  t«ara  shall  wet  the  feathen  ■■. 

That  I  kliall  &11  and  drown  in  warea  of  ww. 


IriTB   OlSaiHULATtO 

A  MKW-ytitiNU  roaldt  is  made  of  late; 
Blind  Cupid  iievda  will  change  his  wife.  J 
New>rHn|^ed  luve  doth  Psydw  hate, 
Willi  whom  M>  lung  he  led  hb  Itfr. 
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Dissembling;  she 

The  bride  must  be. 
To  please  his  wanton  eyet 

Psyche  laments 

That  Love  repents 
His  choice  without  cause  why. 

Oytheron  sounds  with  musick  strange. 
Unknown  unto  the  Viigins  nine : 
From  flat  to  sharp  the  tune  doth  range« 
Too  base,  because  it  is  too  fine. 

See  how  the  bride, 

Puff'd  up  with  pride. 
Can  mince  it  passing  well : 

She  trips  on  toe. 

Full  fair  to  show ; 
Within  doth  poison  dwell. 

Now  wanton  Love  at  last  is  sped ; 
Dissembling  is  his  only  joy : 
Bare  Truth  from  Venus'  court  is  fled^ 
Dissembling  pleasures,  hides  annoy. 

It  were  in  vain 

To  talk  of  pain ; 
The  wedding  yet  doth  last ; 

But  pain  is  near. 

And  will  appear 
With  a  dissembling  cast. 


*.  p 


POETICAL   ftBAP«ODT. 

Despan'  and  Rope  arc  juan'd  ta  oae. 
And  pun  with  pltMnre  liol^  anre; 
Not  one  of  tbeae  <sn  come  Blone, 
So  certaiit  bope,  00  pk&sofe  ptiK- 

Thas,  sour  and  «met 

Id']ot«  do  meet; 
l>n«inbling  lUtes  it  w ; 

Of  iwrnt  aauU  storv. 

Of  Mjoj  the  nun, 
Lon-  is  a  jileuiuit  wue. 


AMOB   KT  MKI.LIB  BT 


1 


DISi-BAISK   OV   LOVK,   AND    LOVKIt'^  PDtl 

If  Iitve  Ik  life,  I  long  tu  die, 
Hte  thuy  that  list  fur  me : 
And  li«  tliat  gains  the  inunt  tlm«l>f, 

A  foul.  Ht  lesst,  tlmll  be. 
Uut  lie  thai  feels  the  sorest  lits, 
'Soapca  with  no  less  than  loss  of  wit£: 
Unlii^ppf  life  tUey  gain,' 
Wlucb  love  do  entertain. 

'  UinjirMtac Lft  friery  edit. 

•  All  liapiiy  llTf  1)11.7  If 


Id  day  by  feigned  looks  they  live ; 

By  lying  dreams  in  ni^t; 
Each  iroivR  a  deadly  wound  doth  <^ve ; 

Each  smile  a  false  delight 

If 't  hap  their  lady  pleasant  seeip. 

It  is  fur  other's  love  they  deem  : 

If  void  she  seem  of  joy. 

Disdain  doth  moke  her  coy. 

Such  is  the  peace  that  lovers  find. 

Such  is  the  life  they  lead; 
Blown  here  and  there  with  every  wind. 

Like  flowers  in  the  mead. 
Now  war,  now  peace,  now  ■  war  again. 
Desire,  despair,  delij^t,  disdain : 
Though  dead  in  midst  of  life, 
In  peace,  and  yet  at  strife. 

IN   AUORE   HjKC   INBUNT  MAliA. 


The  golden  sun  that  brings  the  day. 
And  lends  men  liglit  to  see  withal. 
In  vain  doth  cast  bis  beams  away. 
Where  they  are  blind  on  whom  they  fall : 

t)Hia.—tdiL  1608. 

Tliia  title  i>  omitted  in  the  fine  edition. 


1  POKTICAL    UHAPSOOr. 

There  U  iiu  furue  in  nil  his  li^t. 
To  give  tlie  mute  u  perfect  sight. 

But  thuii,  my  sun,  more  bright  thim  he 
That  shines  at  nuun  in  summer  tide, 
Hmt  given  nie  light  und  jiower  to  aee ; 
Witli  perfevt  flkill  my  sight  to  guide. 
'Till  now  I  liv'd  as  blind  ns  mole, 
Tliat  hides  her  head  in  earthly  liole. 

I  heard  the  proline  of  beauty's  grace. 
Yet  deem'd  it  nought  but  Poet's  iddll ; 
I  gas'd  on  many  a  lovely  face. 
Yet  found  I  imne  to  bind  my  will. 

Which  made  me  tliiuk,  that  beauty  bright, 
Was  nothing  else  but  red  and  white. 


But  now  thy  beams  have  clear'd  my  sig^tt*    j 
I  blush  to  thiuk  I  was  so  blind : 
Thy  flaming  eyes  aDbrd  me  light. 
That  beauty's  blaae  each  where  I  fi 
And  yet  these  Dames,  that  shine  sob 
Are  but  the '  shadow  of  thy  light. 


ODE  XI. 

TO   HIS  MU8B. 

Rbst^  good  my  Mu8e>  and  give  me  leave  to  rest; 

We  strive  in  vain : 
Conceal  thy  skill  within  thy  sacred  breast. 

Though  to  thy  pain. 
The  honour  great  which  Poets  wont  to  have> 
With  worthy  deeds  is  buried  deep  in  grave ; 

Each  man  will  hide  his  name> 

Thereby  to  hide  his  shame ; 
And  silence  is  the  praise  their  virtues  crave. 

To  praise  is  flattery,  malice  to  dispraise  : 

Hard  is  the  choice. 
What  cause  is  left  for  thee,  my  Muse,  to  raise 

Thy  heav'nly  voice  ? 
Delight  thyself  on  sweet  Parnassus'  hill. 
And  for  a  better  time  reserve  thy  skill; 

There  let  thy  silver  sound. 

From  Cyrrha  wood  rebound ; 
And  all  the  vale  with  learned  music  fill. 

Then  shall  those  fools,  that  now  prefer  each  rhyme 

Before  thy  skill. 
With  hand  and  foot  in  vain  assay  to  climb 

Thy  sacred  hilL 


sso 
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There  shalt  thou  sit^  and  scorn  them  with  disdain. 
To  see  their  fruitless  labour  all  in  vain : 

But  they  shall  fret  with  spite^ 

To  see  thy  glory  bright. 
And  know  themselves  thereto  cannot  attain. 


DEATH    IN   LOVB. 

MiNB  eyes  have  spent  their  tears,  and  now  are  dry: 
My  weary  hand  will  guide  my  pen  no  more : 
My  voice  is  hoarse,  and  can  no  longer  cry : 
My  head  hath  left  no  new  complaints  in  store. 
My  heart  is  overburden'd  so  with  pain. 
That  sense  of  grief  doth  none  therein  remain. 

The  tears  you  see*  distilling  from  mine  eyes. 
My  gentle  Muse  doth  shed  for  this  my  grief; 
The  plaints  you  hear  are  her  incessant  cries. 
By  which  she  calls  in  vain  for  some  relief. 

She  never  parted  since  my  grief  begun ; 

In  her  I  live  ;  she  dead,  my  life  were  done. 

Then,  loving  Muse,  depart,  and  let  me  die; 
Some  braver  youth  will  sue  to  thee  for  grace. 
That  may  advance  thy  glory  to  the  sky. 
And  make  thee  scorn  blind  Fortune's  frowning  fao 

'  This  title  is  omitted  in  the  first  edition. 

*  BO,— in  the  iecond  edition,  but  evidently  a  misprint. 
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My  heart  and  head^  that  did  thee  entertain. 
Desire  and  Fortune  with  despite  have  slain. 

My  lady  dares  not  lodge  thee  in  her  breast. 
For  fear,  un'wares  she  let  in  love  with  thee. 
For  well  she  thinks  some  part  in  thee  must  rest. 
Of  that  which  so  possessed  each  part  of  me. 

Then,  good  my  Muse^  fly  back  to  hear'n  again. 
And  let  me  die,  to  end  this  endless  pain. 


BRBAK,    UEAYY    HEART.  ' 

Break,  heavy  heart,  and  rid  me  of  this  pain. 
This  pain  that  still  increaseth  day  by  day : 
By  day  with  sighs  I  spend  myself  in  vain ; 
In  vain  by  night  with  tears  I  waste  away. 
Away  I  waste  with  tears,  by  night  in  vain : 
Tears,  sighs,  by  night,  by  day,  increase  this  pain. 

Mine  eyes  no  eyes,  but  fountains  of  my  tears ; 

My  tears  no  tears,  but  floods  to  moist  my  heart ; 

My  heart  no  heart,  but  labour^  of  my  fears  ; 

My  fears  no  fears,  but  feelings  of  my  smart. ' 

My  smart,  my  fears,  my  heart,  my  tears,  mine  eyes. 
Are  blind,  dried,  spent,  past,  wasted  with  my  cries. « 

f  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  first  edition. 
I  haiiKmr.— ^cKf.  1608. 


\ 


XSz  POETICAL   tHAFBODy. 

And  yet  mine  ejrea,  though  blind,  see  caose  of  grie 

And  yet  my  tears,  though  dried,  run  down  amain ; 

And  yet  my  heart,  though  spent,  attends  relief; 

And  yet  my  fears,  though  past,  increase  my  pain. 
.And  yet  I  lire,  and  living  feel  more  smart. 
And  smarting,  cry  in  vam, '  Break,  heavy  heart 


DBSIBE  e   OOVKRNHENT." 

Wrkrb  wit  is  orer-rul'd  by  will. 
And  will  is  led  by  fund  Desire, 
There  Reason  were  as  ppoA  be  still. 
As  speaking,  kindle  greater  tire ; 

For  where  Desire  doth  bear  the  away. 
The  heart  must  rule,  the  head  obey. 

What  boots  the  cunning  pilot's  skUl, 
To  tell  which  way  to  shape  their  course; 
When  he  that  steers  will  have  his  will. 
And  drive  them  whore  he  list,  perforce? 
So  Reason  sheivs  the  truth  in  vain, 
Where  fond  Desire  as  king  doth  reign. 

>*  These  words  are  omitted  in  the  first  ediitun. 


OOES. 


I 
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LOVB's   PB0PBBTIB8.' 

'TwixT  heat  and  cold,  'twixt  death  and  life, 

I  freeze  and  bum,  I  live  and  die ; 

Which  jointly  work  in  me  such  strife, 

I  live  in  death,  in  cold  I  fry. 

Nor  hot,  nor  cold,  nor  'live,  nor  dead. 
Neither,  and  both,  this  life  I  lead. 

First,  burning  heat  sets  all  on  fire. 
Whereby  I  seem  in  flames  to  fry ; 
Then  cold  Despair  kills  hot  Desire, 
That  drenched  deep  in  death  I  lie. 

Heat  drives  out  cold,  and  keeps  my  life ; 

Cold  quencheth  heat,  no  end  of  strife. 

The  less  I  hope  to  have  my  will. 

The  more  I  feel  desire  increase ; 

And  as  desire  increaseth  stiU, 

Despair  to  quench  it  doth  not  cease. 
So  live  I,  as  the  lamp,  whose  light 
Oft  comes,  oft  goes,  now  dim,  now  bright. 

This  title  is  omitted  in  the  first  edition* 
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LIVING   DBATB. 


If  means  be  mate  to  end  my  restless  caxe ; 
If  needs  I  most  o'erwhelm'd  with  sorrow  lie : 
What  better  way  this  sorrow  to  declare. 
Than  that  I  dying  live,  and  cannot  die  i 

If  noaght  but  loss  I  reap  instead  of  gain  ; 
If  lasting  pain  do  every  day  increase ; 
To  thee,  good  Death,  alas !  I  must  complain  ; 
Thou  art  of  force  to  make  my  sorrow  cease. 

If  thou,  because  I  thee  refus'd  sometime. 
Now  shut  tbiiie  ean<,  and  my  request  deny ; 
Still  must  I  love,  and  wail  in  woeful  rhyme. 
That  dying  still  I  am,  and  cannot  die. 


THK    PASSIONATE 

Ye  walls  that  shut  me  up  from  sight  of  men, 
Inclos'd  wherein  alive  I  buried  lie ; 

And  thou  sometime  my  bed,  but  now  my  den. 
Where,  smothered  up,  the  light  of  sun  I  lly  ; 

<'  This  line  ii  omitled  in  Ok  Sn\  edition.  '  I 


OD£S.  9SB 

Oh  !  shut  yourselves ;  each  chink  and  crevice  strain. 
That  none  but  you  may  hear  me  thus  complain. 

My  hollow  cries  that  beat  thy  stony  side, 
Vouchsafe  to  beat,  but  beat  them  back  again ; 
That  when  my  grief  hath  speech  to  me  denied. 
Mine  ears  may  hear  the  witness  of  my  pain. 
As  for  my  tears,  whose  streams  must  ever  last. 
My  silent  couch  shall  drink  them  up  as  fast. 


HOPELESS   DESIRE    SOON   WITHERS   AND   DIBS. 

Though  naked  trees  seem  dead  to  sight. 
When  Winter  wind  doth  keenly  blow ; 
Yet  if  the  root  maintain  her  right. 
The  Spring  their  hidden  life  will  show. 
But  if  the  root  be  dead  and  dry. 
No  marvel  though  the  branches  die. 

While  hope  did  live  within  my  breast. 
No  Winter  storm  could  kill  desire  ; 
But  now  disdain  hath  hope  opprest, 
*Dead  is  the  root,  dead  is  the  spire. 

Hope  was  the  root,  and  "  spire  was  love  ; 

No  sap  beneath,  no  life  above. 

<n  the,-~^U.  1608. 
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Aud  uis  we  Bei:  the  rt)«tle8s  atovk 
Retain  xome  sap,  luid  spring  awliil« ; 
Yut  quickly  [irovc  a  lifiileiu  blocic, 
Becauati  Die  root  ilutli  life  beguile: 

So  lives  dcMiiv,  wltidi  hope  hath  left ; 

As  twilight  fibiuett  wbtu  sun  in  reft. 


TO   HIS   HEART. 

Nav,  nay  ;  tbou  strir'st  in  vain,  my  beari 

To  mend  tby  miss; 

Thou  hast  ileHerr'd  tu  bear  thiH  smart. 

Anil  worse  thsu  this; 

That  would'st  thy«elf  debase. 

To  serve  in  such  a,  place. 

Thou  thought'st  tliyself  too  long  at  reat ; 

Such  was  thy  pride  ; 
Needs  must  tliou  seek  another  breast. 
Wherein  to  bide. 
Say  now  what  Imst  thou  found  f 
In  fetters  thou  art  bound. 


Wbm  hath  thy  faithfal  service  v 
But  high  disdain  ^ 
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Broke  is  thy**  thread ;  thy  fancy  span; 
Thy  labour  vain. 
Fall'n  art  thou  now  with  pain^ 
And  canst  not  rise  again. 

And  canst  thou  look  for  help  of  me> 

In  this  distress  ? 
I  must  confess  I  pity  thee> 
And  can  no  less. 
But  bear  awhile  thy  pain^ 
For  fear  thou  fi&ll  again. 

Learn  by  thy  hurt  to  shun  the  fire» 

Play  not  withal; 
When  climbing  thoughts  high  things  aspire, 
They  seek  their  faU. 
Thou  ween'st  nought  shone  but  gold ; 
So  wast  thou  blind  and  bold. 

Yet  lie  not  for  this  disgrace. 
But  mount  again; 
So  that  thou  know  the  wished  place. 
Be  worth  thy  pain. 
Then  though  thou  fall  and  die. 
Yet  never  fear  to  fly. 

»  the.^^^edU.  1602. 


PHAI.EUCIACKS.  III. 


WiflDOU  wuriis  me  to  sliun  Uiut  onw  I  sou^lit  for. 
And  in  time  tu  retire  my  haMy  ftHttstvps: 
Wisdom  sent  from  above,  not  earthly  wisdom  : 
Long,  too  lung  huvv  I  bicpt  in  eiue  lUieajiy  ; 
On  false  worldly  rplief  my  trust  reposing: 
Healtli  tuid  wealth  in  a  bont,  no  stern,  nor  andior ; 
Biild  and  blind  thut  I  woii,  to  sea  bo-taking. 
Scarce  from°  shore  had  I  lauudi'il,  wfaen  all  ii}ioitt  a 
Witvea  like  hills  did  amc,  till  lielji  from  Uearen 
Brought  my  »hip  to  tlie  port  of  lato  repentance. 


)   NATIB,  HllFEKENT    I 


i  TK  Novi  rhvervs,* 
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What  hast  thou  left  wherewith  to  move  my  mind  ? 

What  life  to  quicken  dead  desire  ? 
I  count  thy  words  and  oaths  as  light  as  wind ; 

I  feel  no  heat  in  all  thy  fire. 
Goj  change  thy  hoiw,  and  get  a  stronger ; 
Go,  break  thy  shafts^  and  buy  thee  longer. 

In  vain  thou  bait'st  thy  hook  with  beauty's  blaze ; 

In  vain  thy  wanton  eyes  allure : 
These  are  but  toys  for  them  that  love  to  gaze ; 

I  know  what  harm  thy  looks  procure : 
Some  strange  conceit  must  he  devised. 
Or  thou  and  all  thy  skill  despised. 

SCILICET   AS8ERVI   JAM    MB^    FUOIQUE    CATENAS. 


BEING   SCORNED   AND   DISDAINED,    HE    INVEIGHS 

AGAINST   HIS    LADY.  <^ 

Since  just  disdain  began  to  rise> 
And  cry  revenge  for  spiteful  wrong ; 
What  erst  I  prais'd^  I  now  despise ; 
And  think  my  love  was  all  too  long. 

I  tread  in  dirt  that  scornful  pride^ 

Which  in  thy  looks  I  have  descried ; 

Thy  beauty  is  a  painted  skin« 

For  fools  to  see  their  facen  in. 

r  This  title  U  omitted  in  the  fourth  edition. 


9  PORTICAL  SHAnODT. 

ThiM  efet,  that  aonw  u  >tan  esteem, 
Fran  vhenoe  t&enuelTei,  they  mkj,  take  1^ 
Like  to  the  fiuluh  fire  I  deem. 
That  leada  men  to  their  death  by  ni^t. 
Tbj  word*  and  oatha  are  li^t  ai  wind ; 
And  yet  for  lighter  ia  thy  mind : 
Thy  friendahip  ii  h  brokett  reed. 
That  foila  thy  frienda  in  greateat  need. 

VITII8   PATIBNTIA  TICTA    KBT. 


TBB  TOMB  OF   DEAD   DEBIRK. 

When  Venus  saw  Desire  must  die. 

Whom  high  Disdain 

Had  justly  slain, 
For  killing  Truth  with  scornful  eye: 
The  earth  she  leaves,  and  gets  her  to  the  sky ; 

Her  golden  hair  she  tears ; 

Black  weeds  of  woe  she  wears ; 
For  help  onto  her  father  doth  she  cry ; 

Who  bids  her  stay  a  space. 

And  hope  fta  better  grace- 
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To  save  liis  life  she  hath  no  skiU ; 

Whom  should  she  pray> 

What  do,  or  say. 
But  weep  for  wanting  of  her  will  ? 
Meantime  Desire  hath  ta'en  his  last  fiuewell. 

And  in  a  meadow  fair. 

To  which  the  nymphs  repair. 
His  breathless  corpse  is  laid  with  worms  to  dwell : 

So  glory  doth  decay. 

When  death  takes  life  away. 

When  morning  star  had  chas'd  the  night. 

The  Queen  of  Love 

Look'd  from  above. 
To  see  the  grave  of  her  delight : 
And  as  with  heedful  eye  she  view'd  the  place. 

She  spied  a  flower  unknown. 

That  on  his  grave  was  grown. 
Instead  of  learned  verse  his  tomb  to  grace. 

If  you  the  name  require. 

Heart' s-ease  from  dead  desire. 


u 
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AN   ALTAR   AND   SACRIFICE    TO   DI8DAIN>   FO 
FRBRING   HIM    FROM    LOVS.  • 

My  Muse  by  thee  restor'd  to  life. 
To  thee.  Disdain,  this  altar  rears ; 

Whereon  she  offers  causeless  strife. 
Self-spending  sighs,  and  bootless  tears. 

Long  suits  in  vain, 

Hate  for  good  will  ; 
Still-dying  pain. 

Yet  living  still. 
Self-loving  pride. 

Looks  coyly  strange, 
Will  Reason's  guide. 

Desire  of  change. 
And,  last  of  all. 

Blind  Fancy's  fire  ; 
False  Beauty's  thrall. 

That  binds  Desire. 

All  these  I  offer  to  Disdain, 

By  whom  I  live  from  Fancy  free ; 

With  vow,  that  if  I  love  again, 
My  life  the  sacrifice  shall  be. 

VICIMUS,  ET   DOMITUM    PEDIBUS  CALCAMUS   AM( 

P  Signed  ^^  Anomos,**  in  the  fint  edition. 


CERTAIN  POEMS  UPON  DIVERS 

SUBJECTS ; 


BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 


THREE   0DB8    TRANSLATED    OUT    OF   ANAOREON,   THE 

GREEK   LYRIC   POET. 


ODE    I. 

Of  Atreus'  sons  fftin  would  I  write; 
And  fain  of  Cadmus  would  I  sing; 
My  lute  is  set  on  Love's  delight; 
And  only  Love  sounds  e\r'ry  string. 

Of  late  my  lute  I  alter'd  quite. 

Both  frets  and  strings  for  tunes  above ; 

I  sung  of  fierce  Alddes'  might ; 

My  lute  would  sound  no  tune  but  Love. 

Wherefore,  ye  worthies  all,  iarewell ; 

No  tune  but  Love  my  lute  can  tell. 

11  2 
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L    BHAPEOUY.  "^H 


«  COMPARISON  BETWIXT   TBB   STRBIHOTII  0 


A  woman's  pack.'* 

Thb  bull  by  nature  liatli  liia  hums ; 

The  horse  his  hoots,  to  tlaimt  their  foes  ;< 
The  light-foot  hare  the  hunter  scorns; 

The  lion's  teeth  his  strength  disclose. 

The  fish,  by  swimming,  'scapes  the  weel : 

The  bird,  by  flight,  the  fowler's  net ; 
With  wisdom  man  i«  arm'd  as  steel ; 


J 


ODE  III. 

Op  late^  what  time  the  bear  tum'd  round 
At  midnight  in  her  wonted  way^ 
And  men  of  all  sorts  slept  full  soond, 
O'ercome  with  labour  of  the  day  : 

• 

The  €k)d  of  Love  came  to  my  door^ 

And  took  the  ring,  and  knocks  it  hard : 

"  Who 's  there,"  quoth  I,  '^  that  knocks  so  sore  ? 

You  break  my  sleep,  my  dreams  are  marr'd." 


A  little  boy,  forsooth,"  quoth  he. 
Dung-wet  with  rain  this  moonless  night." 
With  that  methought  it  pitied  me : 
I  op'd  the  door,  and  candle  light. 

And  straight  a  little  boy  I  spied ; 
A  winged  boy  with  shafts  and  bow ; 
I  took  him  to  the  fire-side. 
And  set  him  down  to  warm  him  so. 

His  little  hands  in  mine  I  strain. 
To  rub  and  warm  them  therewithal ; 
Out  of  his  locks  I  crush  the  rain. 
From  which  the  drops  apace  down  hlL 
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At  iut,  when  he  was  waxen  ynna, 
"  Nov  let  me  try  my  bow,"  quoth  be  ; 
"  I  ten  mj  string  hath  caught  aome  bam, 
And  wet,  will  prore  too  slack  fiv  rae." 

He  said ;  and  bent  his  bow,  and  shot; 
And  wightly  hit  me  on  the  heart : 
The  wound  waa  idte  ;  and  raging  hot, 
Tbt  heat  like  fury  reelu  my  smart. 

"  Mine  host,"  qoodi  he,  "  my  string  is  wcdl," 
And  langh'd  so,  that  he  lenp'd  again ; 
"  Look  to  your  wound  for  fear  it '  swell. 
Your  heart  may  hap  to  feel  the  pain." 


ANACBBOM'S  BBOOMD  ode,  OTBBSWISB. 

Naturb  in  her  work  doth  g^ve. 
To  each  thing  that  by  her  doth/  live, 
A  proper  gift;  whereby*  she  may 
Prevent  in  time  her  own  decay. 
The  bull  a  horn,  the  horse  a  hoof. 
The  light-fuot  hare  to  run  aloof: 
Hie  lion's  strength  who  may  resist  f     • 
The  birds  aloft  fly  where  they  list: 

*  o!.~edU.  1GI1.  'da_«Si.  IBOB,  16Il,aiu)  U 

1  and  1821. 
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The  fish  swims  safe  in  waters  deep^ 
The  silly  worm  at  least  can  creep : 
What  is  to  come^  men  can  forecast^ 
And  learn  more  wit  by  that  is  past. 
The  woman's  gift,  what  might  it  be  ? 
The  same  for  which  the  ladies  three, 
Pallas,  Juno,  Venus  strave. 
When  each  desired  it  to  have. 

T.  S. 


anagbeon's  third  ode,  othkbwisb. 

Cupid  abroad,  was  lated  in  the  night; 
His  wings  were  wet  with  ranging  in  the  rain : 
Harbour  he  sought,  to  me  he  took  his  flight. 
To  dry  his  plumes :  I  heard  the  boy  complain; 

I  op'd  the  door,  and  granted  his  desire ; 

I  rose  myself,  and  made  the  wag  a  fire. 

Prying  more  narrow  by  the  fire's  flame, 
I  spy'd  his  quiver  hanging  at  his  back :  - 
Doubting  the  boy  might  my  misfortune  frame, 
I  would  have  gone  for  fear  of  further  wrack. 
But  what  I  fear'd,  did  me,  poor  ^vretch>  betide. 
For  forth  he  drew  an  arrow  from  his  side. 

He  pierc'd  the  quick,  and  I  began  to  start ; 
A  pleasing  wound,  but  that  it  was  too  high : 


2S0  POETICAL    RHAPSODY. 

So  from  the  heart,  by  secret  virtue  springs. 
Unlike  desire  in  Beggars  and  in  Kings.  *^ 


A   SONG    IN   PRAISB   OF   A    BEOGAR's   LIFE.  I* 

Bright  shines  the  .sun ;  play,  B^gars,  play; 
Here 's  scraps  enough  to  senre  to-day. 

*  Signed  ^^  Anomos,**  in  the  first  edition. 

f  This  song  is  printed  in  WalUni'*  Complete  Angler^  where 
is  thus  introduced.     It  is  proposed  in  a  party  of  Oipdes  tl 
they  should  draw  lots  ^^  what  soug  should  be  next  sung,  a 
who  should  sing  it.     They  all  agreed  to  the  motion,  and  1 
lot  fell  to  her  that  was  the  youngest  and  veriest  virgin  of  1 
company ;  and  she  sung  Frank  Davison's  Song,  vhich  he  mi 
forty  years  ago,  and  all  the  others  of  the  company  joined  to  s 
thje  burthen  with  her." — The  Complete  Angler  was  published 
lGo3,  about   forty-two  years  after  the  Poetical  Rhapsody  \ 
attained  a  third  impression ;  but  as  this  song  appeared  in 
first  edition,  1602,  more  than  fifty  years  had  elapsed  since  it ' 
composed,  an  error  which  may  be  attributed  either  to  the  C 
plete  Angler  having  been  written  some  years  before  it  was  prin 
or,  more  probably,  to  Walton's  having  only  seen  the  editioi 
1611.     It  is  to  be  observed,  that  although  he  calls  it  ^^  Fr 
Davison's  song,  which  he  made  forty  years  ago,"  an  expres 
which  perhaps  arose  from  Davison  being  the  editor  of  fhe  ] 
cellany  which  contained  the  song,  it  is  far  from  certain  tha 
was  the  author. 

Some  observations  on  the  subject  will  l>e  found  in  p.  cxx 
where  it  is  stated,  uptm  the  authority  of  Francis  Davison  ; 
self,  that  this  song  was  written  by  a  person  whose  initials 
A.  W. ;  but,  as  it  is  there  remarked,  some  grounds  exis 
identifying  Davison  with  that  signature. 


ODES.  ^1 

What  noise  of  viols  is  so  sweety 

As  when  our  merry  dappers  ring  ? 

What  mirth  doth  want  where  Beggars  meet  ? 

A  Beggar's  life  is  for  a  King. 

Eat,  drinks  and  play ;  sleep  when  we  list^ 
Go  where  we  wlll^  so  stocks  be  mist. 
Bright  shines,  &c. 

The  world  is  ours,  and  ours  alone ; 
For  we  alone  have  worlds  at  will ; 
We  purchase  not ;  all  is  our  own; 
Both  fields  and  streets  we  B^gars  fill. 

Nor  care  to  get,  nor  fear  to  keep. 

Did  ever  break  a  Beggar's  sleep. 
Bright  shines,  &c 

A  hnndred  head  of  black  and  white. 
Upon  our  gowns  "*  securely  feed ; 
If  any  dare  his  master  bite. 
He  dies  therefore,  as  sure  as  creed. 

Thus  Beggars  lord  it  as  they  please ; 

And  none  but  Beggars  live  at  ease. 
Bright  shines,  &c. 


UPON   BBOINNINO  WITHOUT  MAKING  AN   END. 

Bboin,  and  half  is  done,  yet  half  undone  remains ; 
Begin  that  half,  and  all  is  done,  and  thou  art  eas'd  of 
pains: 

4  gowu^— «di<.  leos. 


poKTKAL  niiAi^^ony. 

The  •ecuiiil '  half  is  oU  agiun,  neit-  wnrlt  mn 
Thus  he  that  >ttU  bejniis.  doth  nothing  but  hj  b 
And  things  half  dune,  m  good  undone :  half  o 
but  calves. 

AN   EPIOHAM  TO  SIR    PBILir  SIDKIT, 
IN   KLBGIACAL   TBRSB. 
TRANSLATED  OUT  OF  JODBLLB,  TBB  FRBNCB  f 

Caubridgk,  worthy  Philip,  by  this  verse  builds' 

'Gainst  time  and  tempeKt.  strong  to  abide  for  erer. 
That  pruise  of  verses  no  length  of  time  can  abolid 
With*  Greece  and  Itolv  purchased  endless  honooE 
I  then  pursuing  their  steps,  lilte  glory  to  purchoMj 
Will  make  thy  memory  famous  in  after-ages; 
And  in  these  measured  verses  thy  glory  be  Bound* 
So  be  thy  holy  fevour,  help  to  my  holy  fury. 

hbzauktbrs,'  upon  the   NRvKR-BNOtroH  nu 

stH  paiMP  stRNRr. 
What  con  I  now  suspect,  ur  what  can  I  fear  any  lo^ 
Oft  did  I  fear,  oft  hope,  whilst  life  in  Sidnev  remal 
Of  nothing  can  I  now  despair,  for  nought  can  I  hop< 
This  good  is  iu  miserj-,  when  great  extremity  grien 
That  neither  hoi*  of  giiod,  nor  fear  of  worse  can  affi 


'  otheT—edil.  ICoa. 
■  An  Epignun 


•  Whidi- 


I.  I(m 


ODES.  S58 

And  can  I  then  complain^  when  no  complaint  can  avail 

me? 
How  can  I  seem  to  be  discontent^  or  what  can  I  weep  for? 
He  lives  eternal,  with  endless  glory  bedecked: 
Yea,  still  on  earth  he  lives,  and  still  shall  live  by  the 

Muses.* 


another'  upon  the  same. 

What  strange  adventure,  what  now  unlook'd-fbr  ar- 
rival. 

Hath  drawn  the  Muses  from  sweet  Bceotia's  mountains. 

To  choose  our  country,  to  seek  in  London  abiding  ? 

Are  fair  Castalian  streams  dried?   stands  Cyrrha  no 
longer  ? 

Or  love  the  Muses,  like  wantons,  oft  to  be  changing  ? 

Scarce  can  I  that  suppose,  scarce  think  I  those  to  be 
Muses: 

No  sound  of  melody,  no  voice  but  dreary  lamenting. 

Yet  well  I  wot  too  well.  Muses  most  dolefully  weeping. 

See  where  Melpomene  sits  hid  for  shame ^  in  a  comer: 

Hear  ye  the  carefiil  sighs,  fetch'd  from  the  depth  of 
her  entrails  ? 

There  weeps  Calliope,  there  sometimes  lusty  Thalia. 

Ah  me !  alas,  now  know  I  the  cause,  now  seek  I  no 
further ; 

B  Yea,  still  on  earth  he  lives,  and  still  live  by  the  Muses..— 
edit.  1621. 

*  Another  Epigram,  &jc^€dU,  1621. 
y  for  a  ihame.— niif.  1002. 


25*  POETIC 

Htre  lies  thpir  glory,  their  hope,  their  only  rejcuctog. 
Dead  lies  worthy  Pliilip,  the  core  and  praise  «f  ApuElu: 
Dead  lies  his  carcase,  but  fnine  shall  live  to  the  warU  a 

OTHBBs'    UPON    TBK  &U1B. 

Whom  can  I  ttrst  accuse?  whose  fault  account  I  ilie 

greatest  ? 
^fhcre  kept  tlie  Aluses,  what  countnes  haunt«d  ApoUii? 
Where  loiter'd  bloody   Mars,   where  linger'd  wortb]' 

Minerva  ? 
What  could  three  sisters  do  more  than  nine  in  a  combat  > 
Was  force  of  no  force  ?  was  fair  entreaty  refused  ? 
Wlierc  is  the  music  that  sometimes  moved  Alecto, 
Tliiit  gain'd  Eurydice,  that  left  Proserpina  weeping? 
Clmose  whether  of  the  two  you  list,  your  skill  to  be 
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As  for  Mars>  well  I  wot,  cold  frost  of  Thrada  kingdom 
Hath  kill'd  all  kindness^  no  ruth  of  him^  can  be  look'd  for ; 
And  dainty  Pallas  disdained  forsooth  to  be  present ; 
Envy  perhaps^   nay  grief  as  I  guess^   was   cause   of 

her  absence. 
Only  we  poor  wretches^  whom  Gods  and  Muses  abandon^ 
^Lament  thy  timeless  decay  with  sorrowful  outcries. 
But  yet^  if  hap  some  Muse  would  add  new  grace  to  my 

verses, 
Germany,    Prance,    Italy,    Spain,    Denmark,    Persia, 

Turkey, 
India,  where  Phoebus  climbs  from  the  sea  ^  to  the  sky- 
ward, 
India,  where  Phoebus  declines  from  sky  to  the  sea- 
ward, ** 
Tartary,  Pole,  Lettow,  Muscovy,  Bohemia,  Norway; 
All  coasts  where  rising  or  falling  Phoebus  appeareth. 
Should  hear,  and  wonder  to  hear  thy  glory  resounded : 
Armenian  tigers  enrag'd  for  theft  of  a  youngling. 
Princely  lions  roaring,  for  want  of  prey  to  be  starved. 
Fierce  bears,  and  grunting  wild  boars,  upon  Arcady 
mountains, 

b  thein_«<itt  1621. 

c  India,  where  Phoebus  mounts  up  from  the  sea  to  the  sky. 
ward.— ^i/.  1621. 

^  India,  where  Phoebus  declines  sky  to  the  sea-ward.— «(it/. 
1008 ;  but  as  in  the  text  in  the  first  edition.  In  the  third  edition 
the  last  word  of  this  line  is  printed  Ma-tram*<f,  bat  it  was  pro> 
twbly  a  typographical  error_India,  where  Phoebus  falls  down 
from  sky  to  the  8ea.wardf--#(li/.  1621. 


S.56  I'UETirAl,    RHAFSOUr. 

Shuuld  stand  asttmisli'd,  furgettiog  natural  o&prii^{ 
Foi^tting  hunger,  forgetting  daughter  appointed ; 
j\s  wlien  Ciitliope's  dear  sun,  Gwt^t  oarmuny  singing, 
Unto  the  true  cnnsent  of  his  liurp-strings  tuned  in  ordeTi 
Drew  front  their  platen  mill  bea&tti  and  trees  by  tlie 

Swift  flowing  IlebniK  staid  ull  liis  streams  in  n  wonder. 
As  if  cliiti  coldneas  frorue*  had  thtin  down  tu  the  Imttoni- 
But  for  I  wot  too  well  my  sfender  skill  to  In?  nothing; 
Here  will  I  quite  fiirswear  both  ferae  nod  muse  in  an 

Lest  hap  my  rudeness  dtsgmce  thy  glory  by  prwsing. 
DiGNL'it  LAt;nH  viRru  mcsa  vetat  uobi. 


TO   TIHK. 
I.  TJmp.  t}>ot  imrti4l>  ivilkinl:  n 
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Constant^  inconstant^  moving^  standing  still> 
Was^  is^  shall  he,  do  thee  both  breed  and  kill. 

I  lose  thee,  while  I  seek  to  find  thee  oat ; 
The  farther  off,  the  more  I  follow  thee ; 
The  faster  hold,  the  greater  cause  of  doubt^ 
Was,  is,  I  know;  but  shall,  I  cannot  see. 
'   All  things  by  thee  are  measured,  thou  by  none : 
All  are  in  thee,  thou  in  thyself  alone. 


A   MEDITATION    UPON   THB    FRAILTY   OF   THIS   LIFE. 

Oh  trifling  toys  that  toss  the  brains. 

While  loathsome  life  doth  last ! 
Oh  wished  wealth.  Oh  sugar'd  joys. 

Oh  life,  when  death  is  past! 
Who  loaths  exchange  of  loss  with  gain  ? 

Yet  loath  we  death  as  hell. 
What  woeful  wight  would  wish  his  woe  ? 

Yet  wish  we  here  to  dwell. 
Oh  fancy  frail  that  feeds  on  earth. 

And  stays  on  slippery  joys : 
Oh  noble  mind.  Oh  happy  man. 

That  can  contemn  such  toys  ! 


Such  toys  as  neither  perfect  are. 
And  cannot  long  endure ; 


8 
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Oar  graiteit  dull,  our  tweetflft  jojr, 

Unoflvtttbi  sud  niisiiFe. 
For  life  is  diort^  and  learning  long, 

All  pleanire  miz'd  with  woe: 
Sicknen  and  aleep  steal  time  unseen. 

And  joys  do  come  and  go. 
Thns  learning  is  bat  learn'd  by  balreSy 

And  joy  eiyoy'd  no  while; 
That  serres  to  shew  thee  what  tfaon  want^i 

Thk  hdpa  thee  to  begaile. 

But  after  death  is  perfect  skilly 

And  joy  without  decay ; 
When  sin  is  gone  that  blinds  our  eyes. 

And  steals  our  joys  away : 
No  crowing  cock  shall  raise  us  up. 

To  spend  the  day  in  vain ; 
No  weary  labour  shall  us  drive. 

To  go  to  bed  again. 
But  for  we  feel  not  what^  we  want. 

Nor  know  not  what  we  have ; 
We  love  to  keep  the  body's  life. 

We  loath  the  soul  to  save. 


^  Whaty— it  omitled  in  the  first  edition,  but  it  was  | 
miiprint. 


ODES.  809 


A  BIALOaUB   BETWEEN   THE  SOUL   AND  THE   BODY. 

SOUL.    Ay  me/  poor  soul^  whom  bound  in  sinful  chains- 
This  wretched  body  keeps  against  my  will ! 

BODY.    Ay  me/  poor  body^  whom  for  all  my  pains^ 
This  froward  soul  causeless  condemneth  still. 

SOUL.     Causeless?   when  as  thou  striv'st  to  sin  each 
day! 

BODY.    Causeless  ?  when  as  I  strive  thee  to  obey  ! 

SOUL.     Thou  art  the  means^  by  which  I  fall  to  sin. 

BODY.    Thou  art  the  cause  that  sett'st  this  means  to 
work.* 

SOUL.    No  part  of  thee  that  hath  not  feulty  been. 

BODY.    I  shew  the  poison  that  in  thee  doth  lurk. 

SOUL.    I  shall  be  pure  when  so  I  part  from  thee. 

BODY.    So  were  I  now^  but  that  thou  stainest  me. 


SAPPHICS^   UPON   THE   PASSION  OF  CHRIST. 

Hatred  eternal^  furious  revenging; 
Merciless  raging^  bloody  persecuting; 
Scandalous^  speeches,  odious  revilings ; 
Causeless  abhorring  : 

c  My..-.«iit  1621.  <>  My.-.€dil.  1621. 

«  a.work.— Mil/.  161 1.  '  Slanderous.    edU.  1608. 

s  2 
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InipiuuH  scuffings  by  the  very  riijects; 
Dangerous  tKrciit'ning  by  the  PriesU'  anointed 
D<;atli  full  of  torment  in  a  shameful  order 

Clirisl  did  abide  here. 
He  tliat  iu  glurj-  was  above  tb«  angeU. 
Changed  liis  glory  for  an  earthly  carcase; 
Yielded  his  glory  to  a  sinfid  outcast, 

Gtiiry  rcfueing. 
Me  that  in  bondage  many  sins  retained. 
He  for  his  goodness,  for  his  only  goodness. 
Brought  from  hell-tomients  to  the  joys  of  heavl 

Not  to  be  number'd : 
Dead  in  offences,  by  bis  aid  revived, 
Quicken'd  in  spirit,  by  the  grace  he  yieldeth 
Sound  then  his  praises,  to  the  world's  amaiemtf 

ThanlcfuUy  singing. 


DIVERS    POEMS 


SUNDRY  AUTHOBS. 


A  HTMN   IN  PRAtes   OF  MUBIC. 

PRAin,  pleasure,  profit,  is  that  threefold  band. 

Which  ties  men's  minds  more  fast  tlian  Qordion's  lE^iot; 

Each  one  some  draws;  all  three  none  caa  withstand; 

Of  force  conjoin'd,  conquest  is  hardly  got. 
Then  Music  may  of  hearts  a  monarch  be. 
Wherein  prabe,  pleasure,  profit,  so  agree. 


Praise-worthy  Music  is,  for  Ood  it  praiseth  ; 

And  pleasant,  for  brute  beasts  therein  delight ; 

Great  profit  from  it  flows :  for  why  f  it  raiseth 

The  mind  o'erwhelmed  with  rude  passions'  might; 
When  against  reason,  passions  fond  rebel. 
Music  doth  that  confirm,  and  those  expel. 


Sa^  roRtlCAL   SBAraODT. 

If  Aliutc  did  not  merit  cndleBS  praise, 
Wuuld  heavenly  spheres  delight  in  ailvei'  rooad  ? 
It' joyous  pleaRUTP  were  nut  in  sweet  lays. 
Would  they  in  court  and  country  so  alxmnd  f 
Anil  profitable,  needs  we  must  that  call, 
\Vhich  pleasure  litilt'd  with  praise  doth  brinft  to  all. 

Heroic  minds,  with  praises  most  incited. 

Seek  praise  in  Alu^ic,  and  therein  excel ; 

God,  man,  beasts,  birds,  with  JMusic  are  delighted  : 

And  pleasant  'tis  which  pleaseth  all  8o  w?lL 

No  greater  profit  is  than  self-content ; 

And  this  will '  Music  bring,  and  care  prevent. 


mien  antique  poets  Music's  praises  tell,  , 

They  say  it  beasts  did  please,  and  stones  did  move  : 
To  prove  more  dull  than  stones,  than  beasts  more  fvU, 
Thciee  men  irhich  pleasing  Mnnc  did  not  love. 


DIVEBS   POEMS.  S68 

But  I,  by  niggard  praisings  do  dispraise 

Praise- worthy  Music  in  my  worthless  rhyme ; 

Ne  can  the  pleasing  profit  of  sweet  lays 

Aaj,  save  learned  Muses,  well  define. 

Yet  all  by  these  rude  lines  may  clearly  see. 
Praise,  pleasure,  profit,  in  sweet  Music  be. 

LD. 


TEN  SONNETS  TO  PHILOMEL. 


SONNET  I. 

UPON   love's  entering  BT   HI8    EAB8. 

Oft  did  I  hear,  our  eyes  the  passage  were. 
By  which  Love  enter'd  to  assail '  our  hearts ; 
Therefore  I  guarded  them,  and,  void  of  fear. 
Neglected  the  defence  of  other  parts. 
Love,  knowing  this,  the  usual  way  forsook. 
And  seeking,  found  a  by-way  by  mine  Ear ; 
At  which  he  entering,  my  heart  prisoner  took> 
And  unto  thee,  sweet  Philomel,  did  bear. 
Yet  let  my  heart,  thy^  heart  to  pity  move. 
Whose  pain  is  great,  although  small  feult  appear  : 

9  avaiL— «di/.  1602. 

It  As  in  the  text  in  the  first,  but  ^^  my  heart,  my  heart,*'  in 
the  leoond  edition. 
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First  it  liet  bound  ia  Cott'riiig  chains  of  Mve, 
Then  each  day  it  is  i«ck'd  with  hope  and  fear ;. 
And  with  Love's  flames  'tis  erennore  consumed. 
Only  becaose  to  love  thee  it  presumed. 


SONNET  II. 


Oh  !  why  did  Fame  my  heart  to  love  betray. 

By  telling  my  Dear's  virtue  and  perfection  ? 

Why  did  my  traitor  ears  to  it  convey 

That  syren  song,  cause  of  my  heart's  infection  ? 

Had  I  been  deaf,  or  Fame  her  gifts  concealed. 

Then  had  my  heart  been  free  from  hopeless  love: 

Or  were  my  state  likewise  by  it  revealed. 

Well  might  it  Philomel  to  pity  move. 

Then  should  she  know  how  Love  doth  make  me  langi 

Distracting  me  'twixt  hope  and  dreadful  fear  ; 

Then  should  she  know  my  care>  my  plaints,  and  angi 

All  which  for  her  dear  sake  I  meekly  bear. 

Yea,  I  could  quietly  death's  pains  abide. 

So  that  she  knew  that  for  her  sake  I  died. 
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SONNET  III. 

OF   HIS   OWN,   AND   OF   HIS   MISTRESS'   8ICKNB6» 

AT   ONE    TIME. 

Sickness^  intending  my  love  to  betray^ 

Before  I  should  sight  of  my  Dear  obtain^ 

Did  his  pale  colours  in  my  face  display. 

Lest  that  my  favour  might  her  favour  gain. 

Yet,  not  content  herewith,  like  means  it  wrought^ 

My  Philomers  bright  beauty  to  deface ; 

And  Nature's  glory  to  disgrace  it  sought. 

That  my  conceived  love  it  might  displace. 

But  my  firm  love  could  this  assault  well  bear. 

Which  virtue  had,  not  beauty,  for  his  ground ; 

And  yet  bright  beams  of  beauty  did  appear 

Through  sickness'  veil,  which  made  my  love  abound : 

If  sick,  thought  I,  her  beauty  so  excel. 

How  matchless  would  it  be  if  she  were  well  I 


SONNET  IV. 

ANOTHER,   OF   HER    SICKNESS  AND   RECOVERY. 

Pale  Death  himself  did  love  my  Philomel, 
When  he  her  virtues  and  rare  beauty  saw; 
Therefore  he  sickness  sent;  which  should  expel 
His  rival's  life,  and  my  Dear  to  him  draw. 


I 


Ym,  not  tlHmilft  nntatt.  Mv  nem  W  tdi^  f 
To  hri»g  ha  nalo  Dnttb,  sad  Make  Efe  fk. 
Bat  Nstm,  •oon  pw wiring  tlut  be  vMsat 
T«  ipaQ  Wr  «alf  Pbceiux,  lier  cUef  pnd^ 
AaemUed  all  ber  force,  sod  did  pitvMl 
Tlie  greatest  laMchirf  tbat  covU  ber  betide. 
80  bolb  enr  Urea  and  hrm  Nstne  ddended;  j 
Fw  bid  tbe  died,  mj  ton  and  life  had  «AmL  J 


AI.LCStON   TO  THE3Ei;«     TnTAOS  TO  CSSTl) 
r  THH  HINOTACB. 


Mt  Love  is  saQ'd,  egaiiut  Dislike  to  ^it> 
Which,  like  wild  monster,  threatens  his  deaf : 
The  ship  is  Hupe,  which,  by  Desire's  greet  mil 
Is  ■wiftl)'  bume  towards  the  wished  bay : 
The  ctnupuiiy  which  with  my  Love  doth  bn. 
Though  met  in  one,  is  a  dissenting  crew: 
Tbey  are  Joy,  Grief,  and  never-sleeping  Car^ 
And  Duubt,  which  ne'er  believes  good  news  fbr 
Block  Pear  the  dog  is,  which  my  ship  doth  heu^ 
Which,  Dear,  take  dowiij  if  my  L 
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And  let  white  Comfort  in  his  place  appear^ 
When  Love  victoriously  returns  to  me ; 
Lest  I  from  rock  Despair  come  tumbling  down^ 
And  in  a  sea  of  tears  be  forc'd  to  drown. 


SONNET  VI. 

UPON   HER   LOOKING  SECRETLY   OUT   AT    A  WINDOW 

AS   HE    PASSED    BT. 

Once  did  my  Philomel  reflect  on  me 

Her  chrystal-pointed  eyes  as  I  pass'd  by  ; 
Thinking  not  to  be  seen,  yet  would  me  see; 
But  soon  my  hungry  eyes  their  food  did  spy. 

Alas !  my  Dear^  couldst  thou  suppose,  that  fiEu^e, 
Which  needs  not  envy  Phoebus'  chiefest  pride. 
Could  secret  be,  although  in  secret  place. 
And  that  transparent  glass  such  beams  could  hide  ? 

But  if  I  had  been  blind,  yet  Love's  hot  flame. 
Kindled  in  my  poor  heart  by  thy  bright  eye. 
Did  plainly  shew  when  it  so  near  thee  came. 
By  more  than  usual  heat  the  cause  was  nigh. ' 

So  though  thou  hidden  wert,  my  heart  and  eye 

Did  turn  to  thee  by  mutual  sympathy. 

*  By  more  the  usual  heat  then  cause  was  nigh^—^iii/.  1008, 
1611,  and  1621,  but  corrected  in  the  text  from  the  edition  of 
1602. 
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SONNET  VIL 


Whbn  time  nor  place  would  let  me  often  view 
Nature'!  diief  mirror^  and  my  sole  delimit. 
Her  lively  picture  in  my  heart  I  drew. 
That  I  might  it  behold  both  day  and  ni^ : 

Bat  she,  like  Philip's  son,  scorning  that  I 
Shonld  pourtray  her/  which  wanted  Apellea'  art. 
Commanded  Love,  who  nought  dare  her  deny. 
To  bum  the  picture  which  was  in  my  heart. 

The  more  Love  bum'd>  the  more  her  picture  ahin'd  ; 
The  more  it  shin'd^  the  more  my  heart  did  bum : 
So  what  to  hurt  her  picture  was  a8sign'd> 
To  my  heart's  ruin  and  decay  did  turn. 

Love  could  not  bum  the  Saint ;  it  was  divine ; 

And  therefore  fir'd  my  hearty  the  Saint's  poor  shrine 


SONNET  VIII. 

TO   THB   SUN   OF   HIS   HISTRBSS'   BEAUTY 
ECLIPSED   WITH   FROWNS. 

Whbn  as  the  sun  eclipsed  is>  some  say^' 
It  thunder^  lightning,  rain,  and  wind  portendeth 

^  Should  portraiture,  which  wanted  Apelles  BrU^-ediL  K 
&C.  bat  as  in  the  text  in  edit,  1602. 

1  they  lay,  »in  the  second,  but  as  in  the  text  in  the 
efitioa. 
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And  not  unlike  but  such  things  happen  may^ 
Sith  like  effects  my  Sun  eclipsed  sendeth. 

Witness  my  throaty  made  hoarse  with  thundering  cries. 
And  hearty  with  love's  hot  flashing  lightnings  fired : 
Witness  the  showers^  which*"  still  fall  from  mine  eyes. 
And  breast,  with  sighs  like  stormy  winds  near  rived. 

Oh  shine  then  once  again,  sweet  Sun,  on  me,  ** 
And  with  thy  beams  dissolve  clouds  of  despair. 
Whereof  these  raging  meteors  framed  be 
In  my  poor  heart,  by  absence  of  my  fair : 

So  shalt  thou  prove  thy  beams,  thy  heat,  thy  light, 

To  match  the  Sun  in  glory,  grace,  and  might. 


SONNET  IX. 

# 

UPON  SENDING  HER  A  GOLD  RING,  WITH  THIS  P0S8T, 

9ute  anlr  mVUM. 

If  you  would  know  the  love  which  I  you  ^  bear. 
Compare  it  to  ^  the  ring  which  your  fair  hand 

n  that, — in  the  second,  but  as  in  the  text  in  the  first  edition. 
"  Shine  then  (O)  onoe  again,  sweet  Sun,  on  me.— eeii/.  1008. 

Shine  then  onoe  again,  sweet  Sun,  on  me.'-^^dit,  1602. 
o  which  you  I  hear-^^dii,  1002. 
P  with  the  ring.—ee/t/.  1002. 
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Shall  mak«  man  pradoM,  lAflki  j<OB  • 
So  mj  loTO*!  mtora  y«n  alull  n 

Ii  it  of  uuM  para  f  to  jtm  ihall  *  pmra 
Hf  Ion,  iriiicli  ne'er  diiloyil  tlrai^it  did  it^a. 
Htth  it  BO  end  t  n  endlen  fi  mj  lore, 
UnleN  y<m  it  deitrof  with  yoar  diidiitt. 

Doth  it  tiie  purer  wuc,  the  more  tia  tried  ? 
So  doth  my  lore :  yet  hereiji  they  diment, 
Hut  iriwreM  gold,  the  more  'tit  porified. 
By  waxing  len,  doth  ihew  Mine  put  ii  spent ; 

My  kire  doth  wax  more  pore  hy  yoor  more  trying. 

And  yet  increaseth  in  the  puri^ing. 


SONNET  X. 

THK   HEAKT'S  CAFTITITT. 

Mt  cruel  Dear  hsring  captiv'd  my  heart. 
And  bound  it  fiut  in  chains  of  reatless  lore. 
Requires  it  out  of  bondage  to  depart ; 
Yet  a  she  sure  from  her  it  cannot  move. 

"  Draw  back,"  stdd  she,  "your  hopeless  lore  from 
Your  worth  requires  a  far  more  worthy  place ; 
Unto  your  suit  thoi^h  I  cannot  agree, 
Full  many  will  it  loringl?  embrace." 

^  to  (hsU  jaa  pron, — in  the  MCtmd,  but  si  in  the  ( 
the  Ant  editioa. 
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*'  It  may  be  w,  my  dear^  but,  as  the  Sun, 
When  it  appears^  doth  make  the  stars  to  vanish ; 
So  when  yourself  into  my  thoughts  do  run, 
All  others  quite  out  of  my  heart  you  banish. 
The  beams  of  your  perfections  shine  so  bright> 
That  straightway  they  dispel  all  others'  light." 

I.  D.' 


A   H7MN   IN   PRAIBB   OP   NEPTUNE. 

This  Hymn  was  sung  by  Amphitrite,  Thamesis,  and  other  Sea- 
Nymphs,  in  Gray*8  Inn  Mask,  at  the  Court,  1594.* 

Of  Neptune's  empire  let  us  sing^ 
At  whose  command  the  waves  obey ; 
To  whom  the  rivers  tribute  pay^ 
Down  the  high  mountains  sliding : 
To  whom  the  scaly  nation  yields 
Homage  for  the  chrystal  fields 

Wherein  they  dwell : 
And  every  sea-god  pays  a  gem^     . 
Yearly  out  of  his  wat'ry  cell. 
To  deck  great  Neptune's  diadem. 

'  Signed  «'  Melophilns*'  in  the  first  edition. 

*  See  some  aoooont  of  this  Mask  in  the  Memoir  of  Francis 
Davison.  This  hymn  is  printed,  though  very  incorrectly,  in 
Nichols's  Progr$ss9ty  v.  S,  p.  310,  in  the  Gray^B  Inn  Matk  here 
aOndedto. 


WiETlCAI,  KHArsoor. 

Tlir  Tritnn*  (Luudug  ui  u  rin^ 
Beftire  bin  palace  gal«H,  do  imfcc 
Tbe  water  ivith  their  rchne*  qumkv,  ' 
Lille  tlie  great  tliunder  soumling: 
The  Sea^nrniplis  chsnnt  th«ir  ane 
And  Uie  Upeua,  taii|rkt  to  kilt 

WUUthei; 
Make  cr'iy  echoing  mck  reply, 
tlnt»  their  gentle  niunnurtug  noiae 
The  praise  of  Neptune's  Empiry. 

Th.  Cami^ 


And  would  you  see  my  Mistress'  fiice  i 
It  is  a  dow'ry  garden  place  : 
Where  knut«  of  beauty  have  such  grace. 
That  ail  is  work,  and  no  whertf  space. 

It  is  a  sweet  deliuoiu  n 
Where  day  i&  breeding,  never  bom 
It  ia  a  meadow  yet  unslium. 
Wliich  thousand  flowers  do  adorn. 

It  is  the  beaven'a  bright  retiex. 
Weak  eyes  lu  duixle  and  to  rex :  ■ 


<  Wtak  to  ibttzle  md  w  Tex,~-iu  Uu!  seDond,  bat 


It  is  th'  idea  of  her  sex. 

Envy  of  whom  doth  world  perplex. 

It  is  a  hce  of  death  that  snulei, 
Fleaaing,  though  it  kill  the  whiles ; 
Where  death  and  lore  in  pretty  wiles 
Each  other  mutually  b^uiles. 

It  is  fiiir  Beauty's  freshest  yonth  ; 

It  is  a  feign'd  Elysium's  truth ; 

The  spring  that  winter'd  hearts  renew'th. 

And  this  is  that  my  soul  pursu'th.'    - 


VrOU  HER   PALBNRB8.' 

Blaxe  not  mv  cheeks,  though  pale  with  love  they  be ; 

The  kindly  heat  into  my  heart  is  Sown, 

To  cherish  it,  that  is  dismay'd  by  thee. 

Who  art  so  cruel  and  unstead&st  grown. 
For  Nature,  coll'd  for  by  distressed  hearts. 
Neglects,  and  quite  forsakes  the  outword  parts. 

But  they  whose  cheeks  with  careless  blood  are  stain'd, 
Norse  not  one  spark  of  love  within  their  hearts ; 

•  Sj^ned  "  Th.  Campion"  in  thr  firat  rdition. 
'  "ber-PakDML"— *dU.  1602. 
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And  when  they  woo,  they  speak  with  paiaion  firigi 
For  their  fat  love  lies  in  their  outward  ports. 
But  in  their  breasts,  where  Love  his  court  should 
Poor  Cu))id  sits,  and  blows  his  nails  for  cold. 

Tho.  Cawpii 


OF  CUUINNAS  SINOINO. 

Wben  to  Iicr  lute  Corinna  sings. 

Her  voice  revives  the  lendcn  strings. 

And  doth  in  highext  notes  appear. 

As  any  challeiig'd  echo  clear. 

But  when  she  doth  of  uiouming  speak, 

Ev'n  with  her  sif^lis  the  strings  do  break. 

And  as  her  lute  doth  live  or  die, 

L£d  by  her  passions,  so  must  I : 

For  when  of  pleasure  she  doth  sing, 

My  thoughts  enjoy  a,  sudden  spring. 

But  if  she  do  of  sorrow  speak, 

Ev'n  from  my  heart  the  striugs  do  break. 

Tho.  Campi. 


A    niALOaUE   BETWEEN  THE   LOVER  AND   HIS   I, 

Ladv,  my  fjame  still  burning. 
And  my  consuming  anguish. 
Doth  grow  so  great,  that  life  I  feel  to  longuiBh : 


AN   ELEGY.  !c7J 

Then  let  your  heart  be  moved. 
To  end  my  grief  and  yourB,  so  long  time  proved ; 
And  quench  the  heat  that  my  chief  part  so  fireth, 
yielding  the  irnit  that  faithful  love  requireth. 

HKR   AN9WBR. 

SwEXT  Lord,  your  flame  atill  burning, 

Anil  your  consuming  anguish. 
Cannot  be  more  than  mine,  in  which  I  languish  ; 

Nor  more  your  hfart  is  moved, 
To  end  your  grief  and  mine,'  so  long  time  proved : 
But  if  1  yield,  and  so  your  love  decreaseth. 
Then  I  my  lover  lose,  and  your  love  ceascth. 

loNOTO. 


AN   BLXOr  OF  A  WOHAN  8   BBABT.' 

Oh  foithless  world,  and  thy  most  bithless  part, 

A  woman's  heart : 
The  true  shop  of  variety,  where  sits 

Nothing,  but  fits, 
And  fevers  of  desire,  and  pangs  of  love. 

Which  toys  remove. 
Why  was  she  born  to  please,  or  I  to  trust 

Words  writ  in  dust  ? 
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SuflTring  her  eyes  to  govern  my  despair^ 

My  pain  for  air^ 
And  fruit  of  time  rewarded  with  untruth. 

The  food  of  youth. 
Untrue  she  was,  yet  I  belicv'd  her  eyes> 

Instructed  spies ; 
Till  I  was  taught^  that  love  was  but  a  school 

To  breed  a  fool. 
Or  sought  she  more  than  triumphs  of  denial, 

To  see  a  trial. 
How  far  her  smiles  commanded  my  weakness  ? 

Yield  and  confess. 
Excuse  not  now  thy  folly,  nor  her  nature  : 

Blush  and  endure 
As  well  thy  shame,  as  *  ])assions  that  were  vain  ; 

And  think  thy  gain. 
To  kn<^¥  that  love,  lodg'd  in  a  woman's  breast 

Is  but  a  guest. 

H.  W 


A    POESY    TO   PROVK    AFFECTION    IS   NOT    LOVE.' 

Conceit,  begotten  by  the  eyes, 
Is  quickly  bom,  and  quickly  dies ; 

'  Omitted  in  the  fourth  edition. 
•  Omitted  in  the  first  edition. 
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For  while  it  seeks  our  hearts  to  have, 
Bleanwhile  there  ^  reason  makes  his  grave ; 
For  many  things  the  eyes  approve^ 
Wliich  yet  the  heart  doth  seldom  love. 

For  as  the  seeds^  in  spring  time  sown^ 
Die  in  the  ground  ere  they  be  grown ; 
Such  is  conceit,  whose  rooting  fails. 
As  child  that  in  the  cradle  quails ; 
Or  else,  ^vithin  the  mother's  womb 
Hath  his  beginning,  and  his  tomb. 

Affection  follows  Fortune's  wheels. 
And  soon  is  shaken  from  her  heels ; 
For  following  lieauty  or  estate, 
Her  liking  still  is  tum'd  to  hate. 
For  all  affections  have  their  change. 
And  fancy  only  loves  to  range.  ' 

Desire  himself  runs  out  of  breathy 
And  getting,  doth  but  gain  his  death ; 
Desire,  nor  reason  hath,  nor  rest ; 
And  blind  doth  seldom  choose  the  best : 
Desire  atfain'd,  is  not  desire. 
But  as  the  cinders  of  the  fire. 


b  their..-««<i/.  1608. 
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As  8hi})s  in  ports  desir'd  are  drown'd; 
As  fruit  unce  ri|)e;  then  falls  to  ground ; 
As  flies  that  seek  for  flames^  are  brought 
To  cinders  by  the  flames  they  sought : 
So'fbnd  desire,  when  it  attains. 
The  life  expires,  the  woe  remains. 

And  yet  some  i^oets  fain  would  prove 
Affection  to  be  perfect  love ; 
And  that  desire  is  of  that  kind. 
No  less  a  passion  of  the  mind  : 
As  if  ^vild  beasts  and  men  did  seek 
To  like,  to  love,  to  choose  alike. 


W.  R.- 


MADRIGAL. 

IN    PUAISE   OF   TWO. 

Fa(T8TINA  hath  the  fairer  •*  face, 
And  Phillida  the  better  •  grace. 

Both  have  mine  eye  enriched : 
This  sings  full  sweetly  with  her  voice. 
Her  fingers  make  as'  sweet  a  noise. 

Both  have  mine  ear  bewitched. 
Ah  me !  sitli  Fates  have  so  provided, 
My  heart,  alas !  must  be  divided. 

^  Omitted  in  the  fourth  edition. 

^  As  in  the  text  in  the  first,  but  *"*•  fairest"  in  the  seco 
edition.  «  ffeater.— «f/i7.  1C02. 

f  80  sweet.— edt/.  1608 ;  but  as  in  the  text  in  the  first  editic 
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TO   HIS    f/ADY's   GARDEN^ 
BEING   ABSENT  FAR   FROM   HER. 

Garden  more  than  Eden  blessed, 
Art  thou  thus  to  huve  thy  bowers, 

Free'd  from  Avinter,  and  still  dressed^ 
With  her  face's  heaven-set  flowers  ? 

Happy  too  are  those  thy  alleys, 
Where  her  fair  feet  deign  to  tread ; 

Which  departing  earth's  low  valleys 
Shall  to  the  milky  way  be  led.  ** 

Thy  trees  whose  arms  her  embraced^ 

And  whose  fruit  her  lips  do  kiss,  * 
In  whose  virtuoiis  mind  well  placed. 

The  rare  tree  of  knowledge  is, 

Ik 
Happy  are :  so  thy  birds  be, 

Whom  she  taught  to  sing  by  art ; 
Who,  in  heavenly  harmony. 

With  the  angels  bears  a  part. 

i>  Shall  the  milky  way  be  led.— €(/•/.  1608. 
*  This  couplet  it  omitted  in  the  first  edition. 
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Happy,  blest,  and  fortunate, 
Bowers,  alleys,  trees,  and  birds ; 

But  my  most  uuLappy  state 

Far  surmounts  all  reach  of  word^.  ^ 


UrON    Um    LADY  8   SICKNESS   OF   THE   8HALI«-P03I 

Cruel  and  unpartial  sickness^ 

Sword  of  that  arch-monarch  Deaths 

That  subdues  all  strength  by  weakness^ 
Whom  all  kings  pay  tribute,  breath ; 

Are  not  these  thy  steps  I  track. 

In  the  pure  snow  of  her  face. 
When  thou  did'st  attempt  to  sack 

Her  life's  fortress,  and  it  raze  ? 

Th'  heavenly  honey  thou  did'st  suck. 
From  her  rose  cheeks  might  suliice ; 

Why  then  did'st  thou  mar,  and  pluck 
Those  dear  flowers  of  rarest  price  ? 

Mean'st  thou  thy  Lord  to  present 
With  those  rich  sjioils  and  adorn. 

Leaving  me  them  to  lament. 

And  in  ink's  black  tears  thus  mourn  ? 

^  Signed  "  T.  Sp."  in  the  first  edition. 
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No ;  I  '11  in  my  bosom  wear  them^    . 

And  close  lock  them  in  my  heart : 
Thence>  nor  time,  nor  death  shall  bear  them^ 

Till  I  from  myself  do  depart. 

Th.  Spilman.' 


A   SONNET    IN   THE   GRACE   OF   WIT,   OF   TONGUE, 


OF   PACE." 


Heb  £Eu:e,  her  tongue,  her  wit,  so  {air,  so  sweet,  so  sharp. 
First  bent,  then  drew,  now  liit,  mine  eye,  mine  ear,  my 

heart: 
Mine  eye,  mine  ear,  my  heart,  to  like,  to  learn,  to  love. 
Her  face,  her  tongue,  her  wit,  doth  lead,  doth  teach, 

doth  move. 
Her  face,  her  tongue,  her  wit,  with  beams,  with  sound, 

with  art. 
Doth  blind,  doth  charm,  doth  rule,  mine  eye,  mine  ear, 

my  heart. 

Mine  eye,  mine  ear,  my  heart,  with  life,  with  hope, 

with  skill. 
Her  face,  her  tongue,  her  wit,  doth  feed,  doth  feast, 

doth  fill. 

■  Omitted  in  the  fourth  edition ;  «'  Tu.  Sp.*'  in  the  first 
edition. 

"  Styled  ^^  A  Reporting  Sonnet/'  in  the  fint  and  aeoond 
editions. 
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Oh  fiace^  oh  tongue,  oh  wit^  with  frowns^  with  check 

Avith  smart. 
Wring  not,  vex  not,  wound  not,  mine  eye^  mine  ea 

my  heart : 
This  eye,  tliis  ear,  this  heart,  shall  joy,  shall  bind^  she 

swear. 
Your  face,  your  tongue,  your  wit,  to  serve,  to  love, 

fear. 


SONNET. 

FOR    HKR    HEART   ONLY." 

Only,  swcot  Love,  afford  me  but  thy  heart, 

Then  close  thine  eyes  within  their  ivory  covers, 
Tliat  they  to  me  uo  beam  of  light  impart, 
Althoujih  thi'v  sliine  on  all  tliv  other  lovers. 

As  for  thv  lip  of  rnbv,  cheek  of  rose, 

•  ft  ■ 

Tliough  I  have  kissM  them  oft  ^\'ith  sweet  contc 
I  am  content  that  sweet  c<»ntent  to  lase, 
If  thy  sweet  Will  will  bar  me,  I  assent." 
Let  me  not  tonch  thy  hand,  but  throuj^h  thy  glov< 
Nor  let  it  be  the  jdedge  of  kindness  more ; 
Keep  all  thy  beauties  to  thyself,  sweet  Love, 
I  ask  not  such  bold  favours  as  before. 
I  l)eg  but  this,,  afford  me  but  thy  heart, 
For  then,  I  know,  thou  wilt  the  rest  impart. 

"  Omitted  in  the  first  and  second  i^litions. 

'*  If  theif  sweet  Will  will  rtot  har  me,  I  assent.— <:t/f7.  1611. 


That  time  and  uliaena!  |)rov» 
Rather  help  than  hum  to  loves.  i> 

Absence,  hear  thou  my  protestation. 
Against  thy  strength. 
Distance,  and  length : 
Do  what  you  can  ">  for  alteration. 
For  heartH  of  truest  mettle, 
Absence  dotli  join,  and  Time  doth  settle. 

Who  loves  a  nustress  of  such  quality, 
He  soon  hath  found 
Affection  ground ' 
Beyond  time,  place,  and  all  mortality. 
To  hearts  that  cannot  vary. 
Absence  is  present.  Time  doth  tarry. 

Aly '  aeDBCH  want  their  outward  motions. 
Which  now  within 
Reaiion  doth  win. 
Redoubled  in  her  secret  noti^s : 
Like  rich  men  that  take  pleasure 
In  hiding,  more  than  liandling  treasure. 

f  Omitted  in  the  fint  and  aeamd  editionik 

1  tfanu  (snit edit.  ICOS.       '  Affa^tinn'g  ffniiind.— Afif.  1611 

•  All  from  ihi>  line  of  tliis  Ode  is  omitted  in  tha  necond  ec 
^on,  though  h  ia  inierted  in  the  fint. 


By  ubxeiice  thin  govd  mi^uiis  I  gun. 
That  I  call  tatch  her. 
Wliert'  none  ma  wutch  ter. 
In  autne  cliue  curiitr  uf  niy  brain- 
There  I  embrace  and  ki8§  her ; 
And  so  I  botli  enjoy  and  miss  her- 


LovK  is  the  link,  the  knot,  the  band  of  unity  ; 
And  all  that  love,  do  bive  with  their  helov'd  to 

Love  only  did  decree, 

Tn  chiui^  bis  kind  iii  nie- 
Por  though  I  lov'd  M'itb  oil  the  powers  of  my  tn 
And  thouj^h'  my  restless  thoughts  their  rest  in  li 
li 

Yet  are  my  hojies  dedin'd, 

Sith  she  is  most  unkind. 
For  since  lier  beauty's  sun  my  fruitless  hope  d 
By  absence  from  tlmt  sun,  I  hop'd  to  starve  that  n 

Thdugb  absence  did  indeed 

Aly  hopes  Q'lt  starve,  but  feed.  ' 

Fur  when  I  shift  my  [dace,  like  to  the  stricken  det 
I  cannot  idiift  the  sliaft,  which  in  my  side  I  bear ;  - 

By'  me  it  r^steth  there. 

The  cause  is  not  elsewhere. 

'  Thii  title  ia  omictoi  in  the  firil  vdition. 

■  Throu^i_<rfi(.  16U.  '  Ay  me,  tLc-^dii.  1(N 
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So  have  I  seen  the  sick  to  run  and  turn  again. 
As  if  that  outward  change  could  ease  his  inward  pain : 
But  still,  alas !  in  vain. 
The  fit  doth  still  remain. 
Yet  goodness  is  the  spring  from  whence  this  ill  doth 

grow. 
For  goodness  caus'd  the  love,  which  great  respect  did 
owe. 
Respect  true  love  did  show : 
True  love  thus  wrought  my  woe. 

Ignoto." 

SONNET. 

Best  pleas'd  she  is,  when  love  is  most  exprest. 
And  sometimes  says,  that  love  should  be  requited ; 
Yet  is  she  griev'd  my  love  should  now  be  righted. 
When  that  my  faith  hath  prov'd  what  I  protest. 

Am  I  belov'd  whose  heart  is  thus  opprest. 
Or  dear  to  her,  and  not  in  her  delighted  ? 
I  live  to  see  the  sun,  yet  still  benighted : 
By  her  despair  is  blam'd,  and  hope  supprest ; 

She  still  denies,  yet  still  her  heart  consenteth ; 
She  grants  me  all  but  that  which  I  desire ; 
She  fiiel  sends,  but  bids  me  leave  the  fire  ; 
She  lets  me  die,  and  yet  my  death  lamenteth. 

Oh  foolish  love,  by  reason  of  thy  blindness. 

I  die  for  want  of  love^  yet  kill'd  with  kindness! 

*  Omitted  in  the  foartb  edition. 
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SONNET. 


WitiiN  n  weak  cliild  is  sick  and  out  of  quiet, 
Aud  fiir  his  teuiU-riiosx  cuimut  sustain 
Pliystc  nf  Lfiual  Ktrt'ti<:tli  unto  his  [lain, 
I'liyxicionH  to  thi>  wurst-  jircgcriliu  n  diet. 

Oh  I  nm  sick,  luul  iu  my  Nii-kticsx  woak. 

And  thntugh  my  wijakness  duad,  if  I  but  take 
Thp  jilcnsiinteiit  rccfipt  thnt  art  can  make. 
Or  if  I  hior  but  my  |iliysici;iii  sjii-ak. 

IliiU  ah  !   fair  pnl  iif  jihysic.  it  taay  lie. 
Hut  iihysif  tti  iiiv  iiursi.'  nimhl  me  recover. 
Sin-  w'liuui  I  luve  with  iK'auly  nurseth  ine. 
Hut  with  a  bitter  mixture  kill^i  her  lover. 

Vet  1  asKUie  my-ielf,  1  should  not  die. 

If  she  were  purged  nf  licr  cruelty. 


SONNET. 

Wkrr  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly  plain, 
.Vad  yvu,  Diy  Lore,  as  liigh  ns  hoav'n  above, 
Ytit  ilumld  the  thoughts  of  me  your  humble  swain 
.Wstod  to  heuv'n,  in  bitnour  of  my  love, 
'^ta*  I  *■  high  as  heav'n  above  the  plain, 
JbA jn»  n^'I'Ove,  as  humble  and  as  low 
it  bottoms  of  the  main, 

^  with  you  my  lure  should  gu. 


^ 
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Were  you  the  caith,  dear  Love,  and  I  the  alcies, 
My  love  should  shine  on  you  like  to  the  sun, 
And  look  upon  you  with  ten  thousand  eyes. 
Till  heav'n  wax'd  blind,  and  till  the  world  were  done. 
Whereso'er  I  am,  below,  or  else  above  you, 
Whereso'er  tou  ore,  my  heart  shall  truly  We  you- 

I.  s- 


MADRIGAL. 

Mr  love  in  her  attire  doth  shew  ber  wit. 
It  dotb  so  well  become  her : 

For  every  season  she  hath  dressings  6t, 
For  Winter,  Spring,  and  Sununer. 
No  beauty  she  doth  nuss. 
When  all  her  robes  are  on : 
But  Beauty's  self  she  is. 
When  all  her  robes  are  gone. 


Wbbn  I  to  you  of  all  my  woes  complain. 
Which  you  make  me  endure  without  release  ; 

■  Omitted  in  the  fourth  adidon. 

I*  In  the  fint  ediiioD  it  itand*  thm : 
A  UADRIOAL. 
When  1  to  yon  complun  oT  all  ths  iroe  and  pain 
MTbich  you  make  ma  endure  wllhoat  rcle—, 
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With  scornful  smiles  you  answer  me  again^ 
"  That  lovers  true  must  bear  and  hold  their  peace." 
Dear^  I  will  bear^  and  hold  my  peace,  if  you 
Will  hold  your  |}eace^  and  bear  what  I  shall  do. 

F.  D.« 


SONNET. 

The  poets  feign  that  when  the  world  began. 

Both  sexes  in  one  body  did  remain ; 

Till  Love,  offended  with  this  double  man, 

Caus*d  Vulcan  to  divido  him  into  twain. 
In  this  division  he  the  heart  did  sever ; 

But  cunningly  he  did  indent  the  heart. 

That  if  there  were  a  reuniting  ever. 

Each  part  might  know  which  was  his  counterpart. 
See  then,  dear  love,  th'  indenture  of  my  heart. 

And  read  the  covenants  wTit  with  holy  Are ; 

See  if  your  heart  l>e  not  the  counterpart 

Of  my  true  heart's  indented  chaste  desire. 
And  if  it  be,  so  may  it  ever  be. 
Two  hearts  in  one,  t^vixt  you,  my  love,  and  me. 

I.  § 

Voti  answer  ncnight  ag;nn,  but  l»car  and  hold  your  pence 
Dear,  I  will  bear  and  hold  my  peaot;,  if  y<»u 
Will  hold  your  peace  and  bear  what  I  shall  do. 

*"  No  signature  in  the  first  edition. 


AN    INVBCTIVX   AOAINBT   WOMIN. 

Are  women  fair  ?    Aye,  wood'roiiB  fiur  to  see  to ; ' 
Are  irotnen  sweet  ?    Yea,  pasaing  sweet  they  be  too: 
Host  fair  and  sweet  to  them  that  inly  love  them  ; 
Chaste  and  discreet  to  all,  save  those  that  prove  them. 

Are  women  wise  ?    Not  wise,  but  they  be  witty : 
Are  women  witty  ?    Yea,  the  more  the  pity : 
They  are  no  witty,  and  in  wit  so  wily. 
That  be  ye'  ne'er  so  wise,  they  will  beguile  ye. 

Are  women  fuols  i    Not  fools,  but  fondlings  many. 
Can  women  fond  be  faithful  unto  any  7 
When  snow-white  swans  do  turn  '  to  colour  sable, 
Then  women  fond  will  be  both  firm  and  stable. 

Are  women  saints  f    No  saints,  nor  yet  no  devils. 
Are  women  good  ?    Not  good,  but  needful  evils ; 
So  angel-like,  that  devils  I  do  not  doubt  them  ; 
So  needful  ills,  that  few  can  live  without  them. 

'  Id  every  pravjoui  edition  tlii*  line  atuuli, 

"Are  women  faiit   I,  wond'roui  fair  to  we  too." 
The  sltention  in  the  teit  hu  been  ntade  on  the  pretumption  that 
it  has  alwayi  been  hiiherto  muiiriniad. 

■  t>«  ]Hni_«iil.  160a.  '  rua_mM.  16SI. 
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Arewumenpruud?  Aye,]>aauiigproud,uidpnuaetIu 
Are  wotnen  kind  ?  Aye.wond'rotu  kind,  and  pleue  tlu 
Or  BO  imperious,  no  man  can  endure  them; 
Or  BO  kind-hearted,  aay  may  procure  them. 

I0MOTO 


lovb'b  khbasby,  in  an  iambio  blbox.  * 

Unhappit  veree !  the  witness  of  unhappy  state ! 
Make  thyself  flutt'ring  wings  of  thy  feat-flying  thonj 
And  fly  forth  unto  my  love,  wheresoever  she  be. 

Whether  lying  restless  in  heavy  bed,""  or  elae 
Sitting  so  cheerless  at  the  cheerful  board,  or  else 
Playing  alone  careless  on  her  lieavenly  lirginals. 

If  in  bed,  tell  her  that  mine  eyes  can  take  no  rest; 
If  at  board,  tell  her  that  my  mouth  can  taste  no  tot 
If  at  her  virginals,  tell  her  I  can  hear  no  mirth. 

t  OmitW  in  the  rounli  editinn ;  in  the  first  edition  it  i 
titled  "  An  Elegy  in  Trimeltr  lambickg." 

A  MS.  note  of  Mr.  Park  in  the  Editor's  copy  slat«s,  iha 
Iambic  El^-  was  tint  printed  in  Speiuer'i  lietter  10  G 
Hari-ey,  IbBO ;  that  Warton  liai  notiixd  it  in  his  Mbatrr. 
on  [lie  Fairie  Queen  j  and  that  Waldron  has  repriuted  it 
Literarr  Museum. 

■'  Aa  in  the  lext  in  the  fint,  but  "  in  a  heavy  bed,"  i 
second  editiolu 


Asked  wby,  say,  wakiiig  Love  anfferetb  no  sleep ; 
Say,  tbat  raging  lore  doth  appal  the  weak  stomach; 
Say,  that  lamenting  love  marreth  the  mnsical. 

Tell  her,  that  her  pleasures  were  wont  to  lull  tae  asleep; 
Tell  her,  that  her  beanty  was  wont  to  feed  mine  eyes; 
Tell  her,  that  her  sweet  tongue  was  wont  to  make  me 
mirth. 

Now  do  I  nightly  waste,  wanting  my  kindly  rest ; 
Now  do  I  daily  storre,  wanting  my  lively  food ; 
Now  do  I  always  die,  wanting  my  timely  mirth. 

And  if  I  waste,  who  will  bewail  my  heary  chance? 
And  if  I  starve,  who  will  record  my  cursed  end  ? 
And  if  I  die,  who  will  say,  this  was  Immerito  f 

Edhund  Spkncbr. 


SONNET. 

lAtvx'e  esvntt  dradlt  bins.* 

Mine  eye  with  all  the  dea^y  sins  is  fraught : 

1.  First  Proud,  sith  it  presum'd  to  look  so  high ; 

A  watchman  being  made,  stood  gaaing  by, 

'  Omittad  in  tlw  fint  and  Hnnid  tdiboiu. 
(I  9 


L  And  Idle,  tonk  no  bml  UIl  I  wm  cm^: 

3.  And  EuviuDs  bcsn  ctiTy,  Utat  my  tlioaglit 
Sbuulil  ID  hii  alMcDce  be  to  birr  ■«  n^h : 

4.  To  Kill  my  hi-art.  mine  eye  let  in  ber  eye, 
Anii  MI  ctutent  gktre  to  ■  munlor 

5.  And  CirtKUm*,  it  ttcrer  wuU  rei 
Prom  her  &ir  hair,  gold  ao  dotli  plcMe  Im  m 

6.  Unchaale,  a  bawd  between  my  heafl  sod  Ii 
7-  A  glutton  eye,  with  tean  dmnk  even 

Theae  ains  procured  have  a  Ooddesa'  t 
WhereAire  my  h«vl  ia  damn'd  in  Lore'a 
fire.' 


SONNET.' 


m  TWO  Moer   uoNotTRABLR    and  ^ 

AND  ftlSTEIte, 

TSB  LADV  MARaAnBT.  CDVNTKSa  or  CUMBKSL. 

TBK  LAJIV  ANNB,  CUtiNrSsa  »>'  WABWICK.' 

Yk  lister  Muses.  iId  not  ye  "  repine. 

That  I  two  HisterH  du  with  nine  compare, 

k  tiifpiiol  a.  C.  (presiininl  to  he  the  iidtitSt  of  Henry 
iMlilc)  ill  llif  Rnl.  wroiiil.  and  fniirlh  edition*. 

'  The  titlfi  itf  ilii»  S..11.WI  ill  tii^  lirM  editiim  vu  "Sot 
two  moft  luiiiuiimhle  and  virrainu  Ladies,  siiten."  1 

o  Dani^hten  of  Pnuidi  Ruuell,  Moond  earl  of  BtOInri,  | 
by  hii  Gf*l  irlft  Msr^faret,  daughter  of  Sir  Oliver  St.  John,f 
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Since  each  of  these  is  fiEir  more  truly  rare^ 
Than  the  whole  troop  of  all  the  heav'nly  nine. 

But  if  ye  ask  me  which  is  more  divine, 
I  answer,  like  to  their  twin  eyes  they  are, 
Of  which,  each  is  more  bright  than  brightest  star  : 
Yet  neither  doth  more  bright  than  other  shine. 

Sisters  of  spotless  fame,  of  whom  alone 
Malicious  tongues  take  pleasure  to  speak  well^ 
How  should  I  you  ^  commend,  sith  either  one 
All  things  in  heav'n  and  earth  so  far  excel  ? 

The  only  praise  I  can  you  give,  is  this. 

That  one  of  you  like  to  the  other  is. 

H.  C. 

and  sister  of  Oliver,  iirst  lord  St.  John  of  Btetsho.  Anne,  the 
eldest  daughter,  married  Ambrose  Dudley,  earl  of  Warwick,  K.  Q. 
to  whom  she  was  third  wife,  and  died  February  9,  1603,  without 
issue.  Margaret  was  the  youngest  daughter  of  the  earl  of  Bed- 
ford, and  was  born  in  the  city  of  Exeter,  and  baptized  there  on 
the  9th  of  July,  1560.  On  the  24th  of  June,  1577)  she  married 
George  Clifford,  third  earl  of  Cumberland,  K.  O.,  and  dying  on 
the  24th  of  May,  1616,  at  Brougham  Castle,  was  buried  in  the 
church  of  St.  Lawrence  of  Appleby  in  Cumberland,  where  a 
monument  is  erected  to  her  memory.  Her  only  surviving  issue 
was  a  daughter  Ann,  who  was  twice  married,  and  from  whom 
the  present  Baroness  de  Clifford  is  descended.  This  sonnet  must 
have  been  written  before  the  year  1603. 

o  you. — etUL  1611. 

o  one-^sdii,  1608 ;  as  in  the  text  in  the  first  edition. 


V 
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OF  CYMTHIA. 

The  ancient  readers  of  Heaven's  book. 
Which  with  curiona  eye  did  look 

Into  Nature's  story; 
All  things  under  Cynthia  took 

To  be  transitory. 

This  tlie  karned  only  knew. 
But  now  all  men  find  it  true, 

Cynthia  is  dexcended, 
With  bright  beams,  and  heav'nly  hue, 

And  lesser  stars  attended. 

Lands  and  seas  she  rules  below. 

Where  things  change,  and  ebb,  and  flow. 

Spring,  wax  old,  and  perish ; 
Only  Time,  which  all  doth  mow. 

Her  alone  doth  cherish. 

Time's  young  hours  attend  her  still. 
And  her  eyes  and  cheeks  do  fill 
With  fresh  youth  and  beauty ; 
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All  her  lovers  old  do  grow^ 
But  their  hearts  they  do  not  so^ 
In  their  love  and  duty. 

This  Song  was  sung  before  her  Sacred  Majesty  at  a  Show  on 
Horseback,  wherewith  the  Right  Honourable  the  B^rl  of 
Cumberland  presented  her  Highness  on  May-day  last.P 


OP   LOVE   OIPT.'' 

Who  gives  a  gift  to  bind  a  friend  thereby^ 
Doth  set  or  put  his  gift  to  usury : 
And  he  that  gives  a  gift  that  is  not  free. 
Give  '  where  he  list,  so  that  he  give  not  me. 
For  bought  and  sold  is  friendship  strange, 
Who  lives  by  selling,  lives  by  change ; 
And  he,  that  loves  to  change  his  friend. 
Will  turn  to  nothing  in  the  end. 


THE   ANATOMY   OF   LOVE. 

Now  what  is  Love  ?  I  pray  thee,  tell. 
It  is  that  fountain  and  that  well, 

f  In  the  year  1600.     This  Poem  concluded  the  first  edition, 
q  Omitted  in  the  second  edition.  '  Gives.— «dl/.  1621. 


Where  I'lutsure  anil  Repciilsiice  dwelJ : 
It  is,  perhn|M.  that  MitindiDg  bell. 
That  tolls'  all  in  to  Heaven,  or  Hell: 
And  this  is  Lure,  ua  I  liegr  tell. 

Now  what  JM  Liire  ?  I  prtiy  tliw,  aay. 
It  ia  a  work  un  holy  dny. 
It  is  Jleceiiibet  niatch'd  with  May. 
When  lusty  bloods  in  frwih  array. 
Hear  ten  nmnths  after  of  their  play : 
And  thin  is  Love,  an  1  hear  «ay. 

Now  what  is  Love  ?  I  pray  thee,'  fain. 
It  is  a  sunshine  mix'd  with  rain, 
It  is  a  ^Dtle  ]iles»>in{;  jiain  : 
A  ^uwer  that  dies  and  sjirings  ngaiu. 
It  is  in  faith  that  would  full  fniu  : 
And  this  is  Low,  and  iint  a  stttin. 

Yet  whnt  Is  Love  ?  I  pray  thee,"  say. 
It  is  a  pretty  shadow  wot, 
Ah  well  found  out  by  night  as  dny  ; 
It  is  a  tiling  will  soon  decay  : 
Then  take  the  'vantage  while  you  may  : 
And  lilts  in  Love,  as  I  hear  say. 

Now  what  iH  I^ve  ?  I  pray  thee,  ibow. 
A  thing  that  creeps  and  cnnnot  go; 
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A  prise  that  paawth  to  and  fro ; 
A  thing  for  one,  a  thing  for  moe. 
And  he  that  proves  shall  find  it  so. 
And  this  is  sosae  sweet  friend,  I  trow.* 


A  POEM. 

Ip  Wrong  by  force  had  Justice  put  to  flight. 
Yet  were  there  hope  she  might  return  again ; 
If  lawless  war  had  shut  her  up  from  sight. 
Yet  lawful  peace  might  soon  restore  her  train. 
But  now,  alas,  what  hope  of  hope  is  left. 
When  wrongful  Death  hath  her  of  life  bereft  ? 

The  Sun,  that  often  falls,  doth  often  rise ; 

The  Moon,  that  waneth,  waxeth  full  with  light; 

But  he,  that  Death  in  chains  of  darkness  ties. 

Can  never  break  the  bands  of  lasting  night. 
AVliat  then  remains  but  tears  of  loss  to  wail. 
In  which  all  hope  of  mortal  help  doth  fail } 

V  In  the  third   edition   the  following  stanza  concludes  this 
poem ;  but  as  it  appears  to  have  been  omitted  in  all  other  edi- 
tions, and  has  manifestly  no  reference  to  the  subject,  it  is  pre- 
sumed to  have  been  introduce  from  a  mistake  of  the  printer. 
In  vain  I  live,  such  sorrow  lives  in  me, 
In  vain  lives  sorrow,  since  by  her  I  live  : 
Life  works  in  vain,  where  Death  will  master  be. 
Death  strives  in  vain,  where  Life  doth  virtue  give. 
Thus  each  of  us  would  work  another*s  woe. 
And  hurts  himself  in  vain,  and  helps  his  foe. 


.A 


POlLTUAi.    KMArMOr. 
WWtlMBlUl 

If 

Tm  §tw  are  kmmi,  ^hat  wmgfkl  knrts 
And  of  too  few,  too  BUT  I>aitli  |pt]i  cdL 
Thete  oiBiBOB  kanv  I  wmfl  amoi^  the  nsit» 
But  private  looi  denies  to  be  exprast. 


A  POEM 

IN   THE    NATURE   OF   AN   EPITAPH    OP   A    PRIEKI 

If  stepdame  Nature  have'  been  scanty 
In  dealing  Beaaty's  gifts  to  me, 
3Iy  wit  shall  help  supply  that  want. 
And  skill  instead  of  shape  shall  be. 
My  stature,  I  confess,  is  small. 
And  therefore  nill  I  bojist  of  war. 

My  name  shall  fill  the  heavens  and  all. 
This  skin  shall  serve  to  hide  that  scar ; 
My  head  to  bear  the  helm  unfit. 
My  hands  unapt  to  murder  men : 
But  little  heads  oft  hold  much  wit. 
And  feeble  hands  can  guide  a  pen. 

*  Omitted  in  the  first  and  second  editions. 
y  bath._e(/i/.  1621. 


LOVE  8  CONTBNTHBNT.' 

• 

Death  is  my  doom,  awarded  by  Disdain, 
A  ling'riiig  death  tliat  will  not  let  me  die : 
This  length  of  life  is  length'ning  of  my  pain. 
And  length  of  pain  gets  strength  of  pain  thereby  : 

And  Strength  of  pain  makes  pain  of  longer  last; 

Ah,  who  hath  tied  my  life  to  pain  so  fast  ? 

And  yet  I  seem  as  if  I  did  but  feign, 
Or  make  my  grief  much  greater  than  I  need. 
When  as  the  care  to  hide  my  burning  pain. 
With  secret  sighs,  constrains  my  heart  to  bleed. 

Yet  well  I  wot,  believ'd*  I  shall  not  be. 

Until  by  death  a  proof  thereof^  you  see- 
But  if  this  lodge,  the  witness  of  my  woe. 
Whose  stony  walls  unheard"  my  plaints  contain, 
Had  sense  to  feel,  and  tongue  my  pain  to  show. 
Which  he  inclos'd,  I  utter  all  in  vain. 

You  soon  should  know  that  most  I  make  my  moan. 

Alone,  if  he  that  loves  can  be  alone. 

■  Thii  pooa  ii  omitted  in  the  fint  and  leeond  editioiu. 

•  be  kill'd edU.  161 1.  »  hereor.—ANf.  isoa 

■■  entcanL — tdU.  1621. 
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Why  should  I  seek  to  make  my  shame  be  known. 
That  foolish  Love  is  causer  of  my  pain  ? 
Forgiye  me.  Love,  the  speech  is  not  mine  own. 
But  so  they  speak  that  thee  and^thine  disdain. 
And  I  myself  confess  my  skill  too  small. 
To  plead  for  love^  and  clear  myself  withal. 

What  reason  can  my  simple  wit  devise. 

Why  bootless  grief  should  thus  my  mind  afflict  ? 

I  love  the  thoughts  that^ove  itself  despise, 

I  seek  for  that,  I  never  look  to  find. 

Oft  have  I  heard,  for**  which  I  think  I  die. 
Thine  angry  tongue  all  kind  of  love  defy. 

Yet  is  my  life  u{)on  thy  promise  stay'd. 
By  which  thou  hast  assur'd  me  of  thy  love  ; 
And  though  thereby  my  heat  be  not  allay'd. 
No  stay  of  flight,  where  gain  is  still  above. 
Yet  since  thy  heart  can  yield  to  love  no  more, 
I  rest  content,  although  I  die  therefore. 

QUI8    DEUS   OPPOSUIT    NOSTRI8   SUA    NUMINA    VOTI 
<i  or,~~^dU,  1608.     oii.-*^t^.  1621. 
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A   REPENTANT   POEM.* 

Though  late  my  hearty  yet  turn  at  last^ 
And  shape  thy  course  another  way ; 
'Tis  better  lose  thy  labour  past^ 
Than  follow  on  to  sure  decay. , 

What  though  thou  long  have  stray'd  away  ? ' 

In  hope  of  grace  for  mercy  cry. 

Though  weight  of  sin  doth  press  thee  down, 
And  keep  thee  grov'ling  on  the  ground ; 
Though  black  Despair^  with  angry  frown, 
Thy  wit  and  judgment  quite  confound; 

Though  time  and  wit  have  been  misspent^ 

Yet  grace  is  left  if  thou  repent. 

Weep  then,  my  heart,  weep  still  and  still, 

Nay,  melt  to  floods  of  flowing  tears ; 

Send  out  such  shrieks  as  heav'n  may  fill> 

And  pierce  thine  angry  Judge's  ears. 
And  let  thy  soul,  that  harbours  sin. 
Bleed  streams  of  blood,  to  drown  it  in. 

*  This  poem  is  also  omitted  in  the  first  and  sMond  editions. 
f  hw'rf,^^Lee  Priory  tdiiion. 


AN 

EPITAPH   UPON   THE    HEART    OF 

» 

HENRY  THE  THIRD, 

LATE    KINO   OF   FRANCE   AND   POLAND; 
BLAIH    1589,  BT   A  JACOBIK   FRIAR. 

UPON   THE    TOMB  OF  HIS   HEART    IN   THE    CHURCH    OF 

SAINT  CLOUD>   NEAR   PARIS;   ADJOINING  TO   THK 

HOUSE   WHERE    HE   WAS   SLAIN. 

Adita  viator  et  dole  Regum  vioem ! 
Cor  Regis  isto  conditum  est  sub  marmore. 
Qui  jura  Oallis,  jura  Sarmatis  dedit. 
Tectus  Cucullo  bunc  sustulit  Sicarius ; 
Abi  Viator,  et  dole  Regum  vioem ! 

THUS   PARAPHRAHTICALLY    ENGLISHED. 

Whether  thy  choice^  or  chance^  thee  hither  brings, 
Stay^  passenger^  and  wail  the  hap  of  kings. 
.    This  little  stone  a  great  king's  heart  doth  hold^ 
That  ruFd  th^  fickle  French^  and  Polacks  bold  : 
Whom  with  a  mighty  warlike  host  attended^ 
With  traitorous  knife^  a  cowled  monster  ended. 
So  frail  are  e'en  the  highest  earthly  things. 
Go.  passenger^  and  wail  the  hap  of  Kings ! 

F.D. 


ADDIT. 


PER  CHA.   BEST,   ARM, 


AN   EPITAPH   ON   HRNRT   THE   FOURTH^   THB    LAST 

FRBNQB    KINO.' 

That  we  should  more  bewail  the  hap  of  kiiigs> 
Great  Henry  Bourbon's  death  occasion  brings : 
To  Henry  Valois  next  crown'd  king  of  France, 
Next  both  in  blood,  in  name,  in  reign,  in  chance. 
Perils,  his  youth ;  wars,  did  his  manhood  spend. 
His  old  age,  peace,  till  murder  his  life  did  end : 
His  conquests,  glory;  his  wisdom,  peace  did  win, 
His  faith.  Heaven ;  Christ,  pardon  for  his  sin. 


AN    EPITAPH   ON   QUEEN    ELIZABETH. 

Eliza,  that  great  maiden  Queen,  lies  here. 

Who  governed  England  four  and  forty  year ; 

Our  coins  refin'd  in;  Ireland  tam'd;  Belgia  protecte 

Friended  France ;  foiled  Spain ;  and  Pope  rejected : 

'  As  Henry  IV.  was  not  assassinated  until  14th  May,  16! 
this  Epitaph  must  have  been  written  a  very  short  time  be£ 
the  third  edition  of  the  Rhapsody  was  printed. 


Princea  found  her  powerful ;  the  world  virtuous : 
Her  subjects  wise  and  just ;  and  Ood  religious ; 
God  hath  her  soul,  the  world  her  admiration. 
Subjects  her  good  deeds,  Princea  her  imitation. 


union's  JRWKhL. 

DiVBRs  rare  gems  in  thee,  Ob  Union  !  shine : 

First  seven  Afargarets  in  thytjewel  stand ; 

Matildas  three,  three  Janes  of  regal  line. 

Two  royal  Marys,  two  Elisas,  and 

One  Is'bell,  Anne,  SyhiU,  and  Margery, 
All  royal  gems,  set  princely  shine  in  thee- 

But  first  in  it  doth  Agasia  shine. 
Who  lirst  with  Durstus  it  b^an  to  make ; 
Then  Marg'ret  next,  of  onr  king  Edgar's  line. 
Whom  Malcolm,  King  of  Scots,  to  wife  did  take ; 
Whose  grandchild  Maud,  our  £mp*resB,  did  conjoin, 
Scots,  Saxon,  Norman  blood  in  our  King's  line. 

For  their  child  Maud,  our  first  Henry  did  marry ; 
Of  them  itiatild',  our  said  £tiip'ress,  did  spring ; 
By  whose  second  husband  our  kings  did  cairr. 
Name  of  great  Flautagenet :  then  Scota'  king. 

First  Alexander,  did  Sybilla  wed, 

Who  sprang  from  our  William  Conqueror's  bed. 
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TLe  thifd  Matild'  their  first  king  David  married. 
Earl  WaldotT's  daughl^r,  niew  to  great  king  William  : 
Jiine,  our  king  Jolm's  daughter,  thither  yrss  carried. 
By  their  secniid  Alexander :  after  came 
Their  third  king  Alexander,  who  did  nukrry 
Another  Kfarg'ret.  daughter  of  our  third  Han*)-. 

From  them  two  did  another  Marg'ret  spring. 
Will),  by  NoHTay's  prince,  a  fourth  Marg'ret  had, 
Scots'  infant  queen,  wliom,  first  Edward  oar  king 
Ti>  have  married  to  his  son  would  have  been  glad. 
So  Scntland'a  peers  would  too  :  her  death  sidd,  nay, 
'Which  only  this  great  Union  then  did  stay- 


Though  that  most  nuble  and  victorious  king, 
This  natural  Union  could  not  then  advance ; 
Another  he  as  great  t'  effect  did  bring 
When  be  hie  Bon  ntsrried  l»  th'  fadr  of  PnoM. 
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Without  issue  they  died;  then  Margery, 
Their  first  king  Rohert's  daughter,  Bruce  by  name, 
Scots'  queen  by  birth,  must  needs  remember'd  be : 
By  whom  Lord  Stewart  did  increase  hii  fame. 

From  them  second  Robert;  and  James  Stewart  from 

Third  Robert  nam'd,  whence  first  James  did  h^iii. 

A  valiant  prince,  who  spent  his  youthful  prime, 
In  martial  deeds  with  our  fifth  Henry  in  France  : 
To  whom  our  sixth  king  Henry  in  his  time, 
Jane,  our  third  Edward's  grandchild,  did  advance 
In  marriage;  she  of  Henry  Beaufort  sprung, 
Somerset's  earl ;  was  virtuoua,  fair,  and  young. 

Fifth  Margaret,  Richmond's  countess,  forth  did  bring 
Our  seventh  Henry,  who  one  division  ended. 
With  Eliza,  heir  of  our  fourth  Edward  king: 
From  both  whom  great'st  Marg'ret  of  all  descended : 

From  whom  and  fourth  James,  fifth  James  Scottish 
king. 

And  from  him  Mary,  Scots'  last  queen,  did  spring. 

Fourth  James  being  dead,  Marg'ret  did  Douglas  marry; 
They  a  daughter  Marg'ret  had.  Earl  Lennox'  wife. 
Whose  sun.  Lord  Damley,  married  their  last  Mary, 
Of  whom  oumes  Charles  James,*  finisher  of  strife. 

*  It  IB  not  ■  litild  singukr  that  in  tliis  poem  king  June*  tha 
Ffm  ihuuld  be  described  u  C^arlai  Jamta :  be  is  not  recordMl 
to  have  had  any  other  bsptiinul  zuihb  tliso  James. 

I  s 


Of« 


with  Anne  makes  Union,  by  tbe  d 
r  Qne^nx,  Maiy  and  Elixabetli. 


The  raiest  pcurl*,  and  ricbeHt  Alargarete*  kU, 
Which  erer  did  in  any  jtwel  stand  : 
The  rarest  jewel  too,  and  most  angelicnl. 
Almost  m^de  up  by  God  and  Nature's  hand. 
By  men  to  be  finiab'd,  to  this  Isle  sent: 
Then  to  b«-  worn  for  her  beat  ornament. 


A   fANSaVRICK  TO   HV   aOVKHBlGX  1.0RU  TH 

Grkat  King,  since  first  this  Isle  by  Jove's  t 
Was  set  apart  within  greiit  Ocean's  arms ; 
And  was  appointed  by  her  self  Ui  stand, 
Fenc'd  round  ubout  with  rocks  from  foreign  harms: 
She  into  sundry  parts  bath  uft  been  torn. 
And  greatest  wounds  by  her  own  blows  hath  ban 

But  ail  the  fractions  now  which  man  did  make. 
Since  it  in  one  whole  number  Nature  gave. 
Are  added  up,  and  bioiight  to  one  great  stake  ; 
And  being  all  summ'd  up.  one  total  have- 
For  Britain  now  to  atl  the  dividend, 
III  one  whole  quotient,  lUl  doth  comprehend. 

■  JuuM   tliu  Finit,  who  itscciidcd  Uu  ihnnu-  34th  1 

1003;  BUd  « (his  "  Faargjrirk"  *p|waral  in  tho  nlitlnn  at  \ 

K'Me  Fiislilol  ['>  fii   ill*  pufiiiH   Hlien  ii  hu  wrilttm 
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For  tliou  the  Monarch  of  this  Western  Isle,  % 

Now  all  her  shiver'd  parts  hast  brought  together : 
Spreading  thy  Empire's  wings  eight  hundred  mile. 
In  length,  and  four  in  breadth ;  there  staying  nei- 
ther. 
But  o'er  old  Ocean's  breast  thy  arm  dost  stretch, 
Through  Ireland,  making  it  to  India  reach. 

To  Judah  thou  the  tribes  hast  brought  again. 
Which  by  themselves  did  in  Samaria  dwell : 
Jordan  by  thee,  whose  stream  did  run  amain. 
Is  now  dried  up,  that  every  tribe  may  well 
To  other  go :  thou  hast  broke  down  the  wall. 
Which  Adrian  made,  and  which  we  Pictic  call. 

Thou,  Virtue's  orb,  where  fame  is  still  ascendant, 

And  never  can  her  highest  age  attain ; 

Conqueror  of  all  hearts,  all  flatt'ries  transcendant. 

Who  hold'st  it  loss  to  take ;  to  give,  great  gain : 
Of  bounteous  deeds  the  ever-running  spring. 
To  many  wealth,  to  all  dost  gladness  bring. 

The  Muses'  darling,  who  with  golden  pen. 
And  silver'd  tongue  thy  princely  mind  can'st  tell; 
In  whom  learning,  a  Prince's  richest  gem. 
Both  human  and  divine,  abounding  dwell : 

The  great  contriver  of  this  triple  Isle, 

To  one  imperial  diadem  and  style. 


SIO 


OKTK  AL    IHAPSOnV. 


"Hie  rtiyul  product  of  the  prin»ly  dow, 
^Vbich  Knglund's  NubIi  from  Pt!mw'ii  nrk  naatl 
After  wiir's  ilelngi! ;  who.  uliTc^bniucli  «f  l<ire 
Dost  bring  with  ihix  in  thy  retuni  from  North: 
How  joyfully  did  Britain  readi  hvt  bund. 
To  take  tht^i^  lut'  die  ark  of  tliis  her  Uadl 

With  great  Eliaa,  glory  of  her  own. 
Wonder  of  future  times,  true  Church's  iiune. 
The  BUcient  faith'n  reviver,  on  whom  were  (hewii, 
IleHveii!!  btesBings,  nil  men's  jirayers,  no  tniLn's  cut 
Fortune's  favours,  Nature'ii  wealth,  GmVh  higii  gi 
The  Muses'  lodge,  all  Virtue's  dwelling-place. 

Our  sun  did  net  with  great  Elisalieth  ; 
Before  night  thou  n  new  day4ight  did'st  bring ; 
Our  summer's  peace  did  dose  at  her  cold  death. 
Without  war's  winter  thou  renew'd'st  our  iipriug. 

All  our  Uvea'  joys  with  her  dead  aeeu'd  to  be ; 

Before  entomb'd,  they  were  reviv'd  by  thee. 

Centre  of  royal  births,  in  whom  do  meet 
Lines  drawn  from  all  the  noble  Conqucnir's  hluud, 
AVhich  ever  in  any  part,  with  warlike  feet. 
Of  this  great  Ittle's  circiimferente  have  stood ; 
With  thy  fUir  Queen,  a  sea,  whither  do  run 
Streams  of  all  royal  blood  of  Christendom. 
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Both  royal  plants^  whence  princely  branches  springs 
Whereon  grow  our  beat  fruits  of  hope  and  joy  ; 
Great  offsprings  both  of  many  a  noble  King^ 
An  antidote  she  against  this  land's  annoy; 
In  whose  mild  looks,  hath  princely  majesty 
A  marriage  made  with  modest  coortesy. 

She  Virtue's  book  bound  in  a  golden  cover. 
Wherein  Nature  hath  writ  with  God's  own  quiU ; 
All  beauty's  learning,  where  thou,  her  true  lover, 
May'st  read  sweet  lectures  of  delight  at  will ; 
And  on  the  frame  of  whose  divinest  feature 
All  graces  shine,  that  can  be  in  a  creature. 

Sprung  of  a  double,  knit  to  a  triple  king. 
Late  quadruple,  the  Holy  number.  Three, 
Grateful  to  God  did  seem  more  apt  to  bring 
Peace  to  this  land,  vdth  love  and  unity : 
Plant  royal,  set  by  Juno  in  this  land. 
Whose  ancestors  by  Mars  here  once  did  stand. 

Sacred  beauty,  her  makes  seem  angelical. 

Thee,  heavenly  wisdom  to  the  stars  do  raise ; 

Minerva  her,  Apollo  thee  do  call, 

Their  darlings;  both,  truest  themes  of  all  praise. 
Together  live  and  love,  and  long  do  reign. 
To  our,  to  your,  to  God's,  joy,  bliss,  and  gain. 


^^•" 
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TO  MY   LORD  THE    PHINCK. 


Dablino  of  these,  of  future  times  the  glory; 
Branch  royal  sprung  from  many  a  regal  stem  ; 
On  whose  fair  gtructure  written  is  the  fitory, 
Of  Nature's  chiefeet  skill.  World's  choicest  gem. 
Wit 'a  richest  cabinet.  Virtue's  best  army. 
Centre  where  lines  of  all  hearts'  loves  do  meet : 
Sweet  ground,  whereon  the  Musea  love  to  play ; 
Ripe  in  wit.  though  greca  in  years,  of  foim  most  tiweet 
Scotland's  fair  fru't,  England's  great  hope,   France' 

love, 
Ireland's  awe,  Cambria's  joy,  Great  Britain's  fame. 
Abridgment  of  nil  worth.     The  mighty  Jove, 
Long  lengthen  your  good  days,  and  still  your  name; 
And  when  you  shall  have  honour'd  long  this  land. 
Grant  you  a  glorious  saint  in  Heaven  to  stand  ! 

*  Henry,  eldest  con  of  King  James  I.  He  wu  born  the  IM 
nf  February,  1594 ;  wu  created  Priow  oT  Wale)  the  30l^  i 
May,  1610 ;  and  died  on  the  0tb  of  November,  1612. 


^r%^ 
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TO  THE  EXCELLENT  LADY  ELIZABETH^  HER  GRACE/ 

Fair  Virtue's  gem^  set  in  most  royal  gold> 
The  worthiest  owner  of  the  fairest  mansion, 
Eich  prize,  for  which  Nature  and  Fortune  hold 
With  Muses  and  Graces  great  contention  : 
All  which  by  agreement  this  partition  make. 
None  of  themselves  worthy  of  all  discerning : 
Nature  your  beauty^  Graces  your  virtues  take; 
Fortune  shares  your  honour.  Muses  your  learning. 
Map  of  perfection,  who  deserve  to  be. 
And  are  the  worthiest  mark  the  world  can  yield 
For  all  great  Christian  princes  loves;  they  see 
Such  Virtue's  wheat  growing  in  Beauty's  field : 
Long  may  you  live,  a  holy  and  happy  life, 
A  royal  maid  first,  then  a  royal  wife  ! 

«  Eldest  daughter  of  King  James  I.  She  was  horn  August  19, 
1596,  and  was  married  in  February  1613,  to  Frederick,  Count 
Palatine  of  the  Rhine.  From  their  youngest  daughter,  Sophia, 
the  present  royal  family  derive  their  descent  from  the  Sovere^ns 
of  this  kingdom,  and,  in  consequence  of  the  Act  of  Settlement, 
their  right  to  the  Throne. 


DB    LAPStJ   UOMINie   IN   ADAM. 

Padpbr  amabilis  et  veaerabilis,  est  Iwnedictus, 
Dives  iaulilis,  insatiabilis,  est  maledictus. 
Qui  bona  negUgit,  et  mala  diligit,  mtrat  oby scum : 
Nulla  potentia,  niiUs  pecunia  li]«rat  ijisum, 
Irrenieabilis,  insHtJubUiH,  illu  vunigo. 
Hie  ubi  tnergitur,  liurridu  ceniitur  unints  !inagi>, 
Vir  niWrabilU  Kvaiiue  flebiUs  hoc  subjerunt. 
Hie  crucismina,  per  sua  criintna,  cum  tucTucruiit. 
Jusaa  Dei  piu,  juasa  salubria  u  teiiuissent. 
Vir  nenjue  fteniina,  nee  sua  semitia,  uiurte  perissenl 
Sed  quia  speruere  juasaj^ue  solvere  ni>a  timuere, 
Mors  gravis  irruit,  hoc  merito  fuit,  et  perieie, 
Jnnua  mortis  paasio  fonis  erimen  eoriun. 
Attulit  orbi  semiiia  murbi,  totque  malorum. 
Ilia  pareiites,  atque  sequeutes  culpa  peremit, 
Atque  pianim  deliciaruni  muuus  adf^mit, 
Flebile  fntum  dana  cniciatum,  dansque  dolorem. 
Ilia  merenti  perdere  tanti  re^is  honorem, 
Est  data  stevum  causa  jier  Evam  perditionJs, 
Dum  meliurem  nperat  hunorem  voc^  draconis. 
Hoc  male  credens,  nos  quoque  Isedena  crimine  in 
Omnia  Iristi  aubdidit  isti  HiECula  damno, 
Stirps  miserorum  plena  dolnrom  postea  crevit. 
His  quiique  damnis  pluribuH  aunis  subdita  flevit. 
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Sed  Deus  omnipotens^  qui  verbo  cuncta  creavit^ 
Sic  cecidisse  dolens  homines  quos  semper  amavit^ 
Ipse  suum  veibum  transmisit  ad  infima  mundi^ 
Exulibus  miseris  aperire  viam  redeundi. 
Filius  ergo  Dei  descendit  ab  arce  superna^ 
Nunquani  discedeQS  a  majestate  patema^ 
Qui  corpus  sumens  animatum^  numine  salvo^ 
Processit  natus  sacrae  de  virginis  alvo^ 
Verus  homo,  verusque  Deus^  pius  et  miserator, 
Verus  salvator,  nostrseque  salutis  amator^ 
Sponte  sua  moriens  mortem  moriendo  peremit, 
£t  sic  perpetua  miseros  a  morte  redemit, 
Namque  pia  de  morte  resurgens^  ut  Leo  fortis^ 
Restituit  vitam  prostrato  principe  mortis. 


OF  THE  FALL  OF  MAN  IN  ADAM. 

The  poor  man  belov'd^  for  virtue  approv'd,  right  bless- 
ed is  he. 

Where  covetous  chuff,  who  never  hath  enough,  accursed 
shall  be. 

Who  goodness  rejecteth,  and  evil  affecteth,  shall  fall  in 
the  pit ; 
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Xo  plenty  of  pence  shall  tree  him  Grunt  tlienae ;   a* 

power  nor  ivit. 
Both  tmr«pas8able  and  unaatiable,  thut  gulpb  will  ^> 


F.mbo^d  he  shull  be,  vheiv  uuuglit  he  shall  •>.-«,  I^l 
horror  nnd  fear.  j 

Adam  nnstable,  and  Eve  variable,  iht  vtrj  first  time. 
Uy  falling  from  God,  desened  this  rod.  Oh  hunrihle 


For  had  they  ndhered  to  God,  and  him 

keeping  bi^  reed, 
Then  death  had  not  ccme  on,  the  man  or  the 

or  any  their  seed. 
But  when  as  the  ma 

to  revolt, 
For  Ilia  grierous  sin, 

him  laid  holt. 


a,  from  God's  will  began,  ImmIj 
death  ca 
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The  credulous  Eve,  'twas  she  that  did  give,  the  cause 
of  such  evil, 

Hopiog  that  honour,  would  come  more  upon  her,  de- 
ceived by  the  devil ; 

Believing  of  him,  did  make  her  to  sin,  to  all  our  great 
loss; 

For  mankind  e'er  since,  received  from  hence,  an  hor- 
rible cross ; 

For  all  the  nations,  through  all  generations,  which 
after  have  been. 

With  grief  of  their  heart,  have  tasted  the  smart,  of 
that  primitive  sin. 


OF   THE    RESTORING  OP   MAN   BY   CHRIST. 

But  Jove  omnipotent,  all  things  by  his  word  who 
created, 

Grieving  man  to  be  fallen,  whose  love  was  in  him  so 
innated. 

Sent  from  above  his  word,  for  man  to  prepare  a  re- 
turning 

Thence,  where  else  had  he  lain  through  all  eternity 
burning. 

So  God's  only  begotten  Son,  came  down  to  redeem  us ; 

Yet  did  he  still  himself,  his  Father's  glory  betecm  us : 

A  body  form'd  with  a  soul,  to  his  divinity  taking, 

And  to  be  bom  of  a  virgin,  his  humanity  making. 

Bom  very  God,  very  man,  he  a  man  God,  merciful, 
holy. 


Whereby  fau  m 
gained. 


PSALMS; 


TBANILATED   BT 


FRANCIS  AND  CHRISTOPHER  DAVISON- 


ffitatiims  upnn  mtr  Sarumr's  Pn*ntm;  Certain  fifmnentr 
f.<r  Chri'.'mii^  Ihtie ;  .i  D'f'hir  Pit.*ltir*'li  E^fftHjUC ;  ^fe 
Hjf-m  th*  IW  ////'/  \\\th  rfrsf.y  t>f  »;•  17  Ch-lft.  nf  Jt)ti.  C 
iti  liirery  trnrihit  un'i  ifunu  t  (itu'If  mtu.  Afiinu^rri''''/  K 
The  realms  in  this  M.*^.  art*  vi-rltalim  ropit^  nf  thrn^ 
MSS.  0930 ;  aud  the  only  material  variations  in  the  arra: 
of  them  are,  that  Psalms  zliii.  cxxiii.  and  i*xz\nii.,  which 
MSS.  Omu  are  without  any  ti^iature,  and  are  consequem 
tad  in  the  Lee  Priory  edition  of  the  RhajMody,  are  in 
lume  sulMcrilied  ^^  Francis  Daristm.**  It  also  oontain 
zci.  attributed  to  Tlioraas  Carev,  which  is  cntirelv  on 
No.  fiOSO.  The  Handful  of  Celestial  Fhtctrg  was  i 
by  Ralph  Crane,  for  a  new  year*s  gift  to  Sir  Francis  AshI 
Serjeant  at  Law,  to  whom  there  is  a  quaint  dedicatio 
December  1C33,  in  which  he  is  thus  addressed:  ^Tl 
worthie  of  titles  of  worship  S*"  Francis  Ashley,  Knight, 
his  Mati«  Serjeants  at  Law,'*  &c.  The  dedication  cxmc 
these  words :  *^  My  humble  desier  is,  that  they  may  wa\ 
customary  dutie  of  the  ensuing  new  yeer,  (they  bringi 
them  the  seakms  wishes  of  many  happy  ones  to  you  and 
I  should  also  (even  in  artkulo  mortis)  much  rejoice  if  y\ 
▼oucfasafe  to  call  them  (for  age,  aflection,  grief,  ani  w 
me  it  will  be  so)  the  uitimum  rale  of  him  that  honou 
name,  leaves  these  (like  Joshua's  stones  pitched  in  Gil 
memorials  that  he  was  ever  to  your  deceased  brother  « 
tunate  servant,  and  stiU  to  your  worthy  self  a  most  end 
fpcted  beadsman,  Ralph  Crane.*' — The  Meditations^ 
and  CnrroU,  are  suhscril»ed  *'  W.  A.,  E»<|."  and  the   j 
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AN  INTRODUCTION 

TO  THE   TRANSLATION   OF  THB   FBALHB. 
BT   rRANOIB  DAVISON. 

Cons,  Urania,  heaTenly  Mum, 

Ajid  infase 
Sacred  tlatne  to  my  inrention : 
Sing  so  loud,  that  angels  may 

Hear  thy  lay. 
Lending  to  thy  note,  attention. 

were  written Thia  curioui  Tolume  lubwquently  belonged  to 

Lady  HenrJeltA  HoUei,  daugbUirof  John  kitDukeof  Newcutle 
of  that  name,  and  bean  two  autogi^hs,  '>  Uennarietta  HoUei 
her  boakf  given  by  her  fBtber ;"  '^  Henrietta  Hollei  her  book, 
1708."  Thu  Udy  mBTTiml  Edward  Btriey,  lectHid  EaH  of  Ox- 
ford, which  aocoanM  for  the  book  forming  part  of  the  Harlelan 
Collection. 

Though  tba  tramlatiooa  of  the  43rd,  123rd,  and  128th  Pnlmi 
arp  on  the  authority  of  thii  MB.  now  introduced,  it  mu*t  be 
observed,  that  the  internal  evidence  if  strongly  igainit  their 
having  been  written  by  Fiancii  Daviion,  for  they  are  very  in. 
ferior  in  merit  to  hii  other  tranilaiioni  of  the  Hdy  Pwlmiit. 
The  ugnatnret  In  Harl,  BISS.  6930,  are  not  In  the  ume  anto- 
grapb  ai  the  mannacript  iuelf,  but  appear  to  have  been  added 

The  library  of  the  Hanjueai  of  Slaflbrd  alao  contalDB  a  copy 
of  Daviaon'i  Trmulatim  tf  Om  Pmlnu. 


nxS  INTUOOIilTIOH. 

Oil !  m;  *«ul,  b-.-ar  thou  s  port 

And  mf  fa<aart, 
^\'ilii  glad  leaps,  beat  thou  tha 
E'owpTB  of  Boid  and  body  m«t. 

To  make  aweet, 
Knrct  and  full  this  mudc'v  plmure! 

Hut  t<>  wlinm,  Muse,  shall  w«  sing? 

To  tlic  King  ^ 
Or  Priuce  CTittrk-s,  otir  hope  and  glory  f  * 
T»  liny  grent  Mipccnui"  fame  ? 

Or  some  Dame, 
Pniud  nf  beauty  transitaTf  i 

\o,  Jluse;  tu  JeliovaL  now. 

We  do  Yow 
Hyiiuis  of  priiiae,  psalms  of  th&nkiigiviii||  J 
By  whose  only  grace  and  power. 

At  this  hour, 
I  do  breathe  among  the  living  I 

Hyiniis,  which  in  the  Hebrew  tongue. 

First  were  sung. 
By  Israel's  sweet  and  niyal  singer; 
Whosi'  rich  liHT])  the  henrenly  quire 

Did  desire 
Til  lieitr  toucb'd  irith  bis  sweet  finger : 

*  Ai  Prinoe  Cbarivs  ii  tpukaii  of  M  EngTuiil't  ■ 
evident  that  thia  IntrwhieHtm  whs  written  nfcer  be  b 
u|i|ian!nc  tn  the  thninc.  nhith  took  )ilaiv  on   ibe  de« 
tintUier  Henry,  I'riiice  of  Wales,  iu  Noveuilwi  IHIS. 
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To  which  the  orbs  celestial. 

Joining  all. 
Made  all  pcuts  so  fuUy  sounding, 
As  no  thought,  'till  earth  we  leave. 

Can  Qonceive 
Aught  with  plensnre  so-abonnding. 

Sacred  triple  Majesty, 

One  in  Three! 
Grant,  oh  grant  me  Chis  desire. 
When  my  soul,  of  body  frail 

Leaves  the  gaol. 
Let  it  sing  in  this  blest  quire  I 


AN  INTRODUCTION 

TO  SO  HANY   OP   TBB   PSALMS  AB   ARE   OP 
UB.  PBANOie  davison'b  COMPOSUBX. 

Thbbh  Fsalms,  so  fiiU  of  holy  meditation. 
Which  David  sung  by  heavenly  inspiration. 
Our  souls,  by  as  divine  an  imitation. 
Ravish,  and  bless  anew  in  this  translation. 

Cease  not  this  holy  work ;  but,  one  by  one, 
Chaunt  o'er  these  heav'nly  hymns,  which  may  be  done 
In  divine  measures,  as  they  are  b^pin 
Only  by  David's  self,  or  David't  ton. 

W.  Baunall. 


BT  PKAMOis  OAnmat. 


But  malraa  Ood'i  Uw  bla  nnrt  d«U^> 
Hia  Kdace,  and  hia  cUetet  plMMin ; 

And  thereon  thjnUng  day  and  nigbt. 
Accounts  thoae  thou^tB  Iiia  dearest  traai 
III. 

Like  as  a  tree  that  hatk  hk  teat 
Near  where  some  duTstal  river  ilidetli. 

Still  green  in  snnuner'i  parching  beat. 
And  winter's  pinching  cold  atndeth, 

IT. 

And  never  mocks  hia  hopefnl  Lord 

With  frnitleas  blcnoma,  fitirly  blowing; 

But  bonnteously  doth  still  afford 
Rich  crops  of  fruit,  in  due  time  g 


So,  whereunto  this  man  doth  bend 
His  hearen-bleei'd  hand  and  cogitation. 

It  still  sucoeedt  with  happy  end. 
Beyond  his  wish  or  expectation. 


PSALM  VI. 

SY  VRANCIS    OAVIBOtr. 
Domina  ne  in  furore,  &c. 

Lord,  while  thy  jilst  rage  is  biding, 
Do  not,  do  not  fell  to  chiding. 

With  poor  faulty  me : 
Nor  let  me,  while  my  sins'  fnel 
More  inflames  thy  fury  cmel. 

Lord,  corrected  be ! 
II. 
But  for  pity,  pity  lend  me. 
Predous  balm  of  health  oh  aend  me, 

Restless,  healthleaa  wight ; 
Sickness,  my  youth's  blossom  plucking, 
And  my  blood  and  marrow  sucking, 

Leaves  me  strengthless  quite. 
III. 
Neither  are  my  pains  so  bounded. 
But  my  soul  is  worse  confounded. 

And  more  deadly  ill. 
How  long  shall  I  be  neglected  ? 
How  long  from  thy  sight  rejected  ? 

Still,  Jehovah,  stiU? 
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IV. 

Lord^  serene  thine  eyes  o'erclouded ; 
Let  my  trembling  soul  be  shrouded 

From  eternal  death : 
Into  mirth  change  thou  my  passion ; 
Let  me  yet  of  thy  compassion 

Draw  this  vital  breath  ! 

V. 

Draw  this  breath ;  for  they  do  never 
Think  on  thee,  when  Death  doth  sever 

From  this  too  lov'd  light ! 
In  the  silent  grave,  who  raises 
Voice,  or  harp  to  sound  thy  praises. 

Sleeping  in  Death's  night  ? 

VI. 

I  with  sighs  and  sobs  am  tired. 
Spending  not  in  sleep  desired 

Black  night's  hours  of  rest ; 
But  mine  eyes,  my  life's  juice  spending. 
Drown  with  showers  of  tears,  ne'er  ending. 

My  oft-tumbled  nest. 

VII. 

Grown  a  stranger  to  all  gladness, 
Aly  face  with  consuming  sadness. 

Withered  is,  and  dried : 
In  my  youth  I  am  grown  aged ; 
Mjf  foes,  with  wrongs  ne'er  assuaged. 

My  head  grey  have  made. 


1 
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VIII. 

But  hence,  workers  of  my  evils. 
Men  in  show,  in  practice  devils. 

Hence,  away,  depart : 
For  the  Lord  hath  heard  with  pity 
The  sigh-broken^  tear-steep'd  ditty 

Of  my  vexed  heart ! 

IX. 

Heard  ?  yea  heard  with  acceptation 
My  most  humble  deprecation. 

And  hath  view'd  my  tears ; 
He  heard  me,  when  I  complained 
Unto  him  with  heart  unfeigned ; 

And  hath  cheer'd  my  fears. 

X. 

Oh,  my  foes,  for  fear  then  tremble; 
Blood  in  your  pale  cheeks  assemble. 

Pale  ^vith  guiltiness ; 
Turn  your  coward  backs,  faint-hearted, 
With  deserved  shame  subverted. 

In  all  wretchedness. 


rSAI.M  XIII. 


BV    FKAKCtS   I 


I'sqiip  quo  Poinine,  Stc- 


LoRD,  how  long,  how  long  «'ilt  thtnt 
Quite  fu^^et,  and  quite  aeglcct  me  ? 
How  long,  with  a  frowning  brow. 
Wilt  thou  from  thy  sight  reject  me  ? 


How  long  flhnU  I  seek  n  wnv 

Porth  tbia  inane  iif  thoughts  perplexed. 

Where  my  griev'd  mind,  night  uiid  day. 

Is  witli  thinking  tired  nnd  vexed  i 

How  lung  shall  my  seoruful  foe. 

On  my  fall  his  greatiieiu  placing. 

Build  upon  my  overthrow. 

And  be  grac'd  by  my  disgracingf 


Hear,  oh  Lord  and  God,  my  cries; 
Mark  my  foes'  unjust  abutting ; 
.^iid  illuminate  mine  eyes. 
Heavenly  beams  in  them  infusing : 
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Lest  my  woes,  too  great  to  bear, 
And  too  infinite  to  number, 
Rock  me  soon,  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 
Into  Death's  eternal  slumber. 

IV. 

Lest  my  foes  their  boasting  make. 
Spite  of  right,  on  him  we  trample ; 
And  a  pride  in  mischief  take, 
Hearten'd  by  my  sad  example. 

V. 

As  for  me,  I  'U  ride  secure 
At  thy  mercy's  sacred  anchor : 
And  undaunted,  will  endure 
Fiercest  storms  of  wrong  and  ranc(9Ur. 

VI. 

These  black  clouds  will  overblow; 
Sunshine  shall  have  his  returning ; 
And  my  grief-dull'd  heart,  I  know^ 
Into  mirth  shall  change  his  mourning. 
Therefore  I  'U  rejoice,  and  sing 
Hymns  to  God,  in  sacred  measure. 
Who  to  happy  pass  will  bring 
My  just  hopes,  at  his  good  pleasure. 
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PSALM  XV. 

BT   CHRISTOraSR   DAVISON. 

Domiiie,  quis  habiubit  ? 

I. 
Lord,  in  thy  house  who  shall  for  ever  'bide  ? 
To  whom  shall  rest  in  sacred  mount  betide  ? 

II. 
Ev'n  unto  him,  that  leads  a  life  unstained. 
Doth  good,  and  speaks  the  truth  from  heart  unfeigned; 

III. 
Who  with  his  tongue  deceit  hath  never  used. 
Nor  neighbour  hurt,  nor  slander'd,  nor  accused : 

Who,  loving  good  men,  is  from  bad  estranged ; 
Who  keeps  his  word,  though  to  his  loss,  unchanged  : 

V. 

To  usury  who  hath  no  money  lent ; 
Nor  taken  bribes  against  the  innocent. 
Who  in  this  course  doth  constantly  persever, 
In  holy  hill,  unmov'd,  shall  dwell  for  ever. 


i 
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PSALM  XXIII. 


BY    FRANCIS   DAVISON. 


I. 

God,  who  the  universe  doth  hold 

In  his  fold. 
Is  my  shepherd,  kind  and  heedful ; 
Is  my  shepherd,  and  doth  keep 

Me,  his  sheep. 
Still  supplied  with  all  things  needful. 

II. 
He  feeds  me  in  fields,  which  been 

Fresh  and  green, 
Mottled  with  spring's  flow'ry  painting. 
Through  which  creep,  with  murmuring  crooks, 

Chrystal  brooks. 
To  refresh  my  spirits  fainting. 

III. 
When  my  soul  from  Heaven's  way 

Went  astray. 
With  earth's  vanities  seduced. 
For  his  name's  sake,  kindly  He, 

Wand'ring  me. 
To  his  holy  fold  reduced. 


Yea,  thoagh  I  stray  throngh  Deadi'a  rale, 

Wberehif  pale 
Shades  did  on  each  side  enfold  me, 
Dreadless,  baring  thee  for  guide. 

Should  I  bide; 
For  thy  rod  and  staff  uphold  me< 

ThoD  my  board  with  messes  large 

Dost  surcharge; 
My  bowk  full  of  wine  thou  pourest ; 
And  before  ir 


nnviouu  eyes, 
Baltn  upon  tny  head  thou  showerest- 

Neither  durea  thy  bounteous  grace 

For  a 
But  it  knows  n 
So  my  days  to  my  life's  end 

I  shall  spend 
In  thy  courts  with  hear'nly  pleasure. 


^%r\ 
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PSALM  XXIII. 

(alUer,) 
BY   FRANCIS   DAVISON. 

I. 

Orbat  Jehovah  deigns^ 
With  a  shepherd's  pains^ 
Carefully  to  keep 
Me,  his  silly  sheep ; 
And  if  he  do  tend  me. 
How  can  want  offend  me  ? 
II. 
He  a-feeding  leads 
Me,  through  flow'ry  meads, 
Where  a  silver  spring. 
Gently  murmuring. 

Doth  refresh  mine  anguish. 
When  with  thii^t  I  languish. 
III. 
When  I  roamed  in 
Blind  by-paths  of  sin. 
My  good  Shepherd  then 
Brought  me  back  again. 
For  his  name's  sake  solely. 
To  his  aheepfold  holy. 


Yen,  Uirnagli  Dmth'«  mA  vul^. 

Full  of  slmdawK  |mle. 

If  my  walk  dliould  lie  ; 

So  tny  guide  werr  by, 

Horror  ulinulil  uut  fnj  me. 
Death  jJioulJ  nut  dismay  me  : 

For  my  guidv,  my  God, 

Tliy  shee]>-li(H>k  and  rod, 

Do  my  falling  stay. 

And  direct  my  way. 

Thou  doBt  charge  my  table 

With  meats  delectable ; 

Thou  a  hulmy  shower 

On  my  head  do«t  pour  ; 

Thou  my  cup  dost  fill 

With  ]iurc  nectur  still: 
While  such  ns  envy  it, 
Ent  their  hearts  to  spy  it. 

I  shall  1,  I  know. 

E'er  this  bliss  forego ; 

F(ir,  oh  Lord,  I  find 

Tliee  so  good,  so  kind. 
Thy  love  so  well  grounded. 
Thy  grnce  so  unbounded. 
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As  I  shall  always 
Spend  my  mortal  days^ 
Tasting  joys  divine 
In  this  House  of  thine; 

Heaven's  true  joys  attending. 

Free  from  change^  or  ending. 


PSALM  XXIII. 

BT   FRANCIS  DAVISON. 
To  St.  Bernard's,  ^^  Cur  miuidiu  miliut,**  &c 

I. 
Thb  Lord  my  pastor  is ;  he  tends  me  heedfiilly  ; 
He  still  supplies  my  wants  with  all  things  needfully. 

II. 
In  fields  he  pastures  me,  clad  with  amenity; 
Through  which  a  silver  brook  slidcfth  with  lenity. 

III. 
Through  bushy  labjrrinths  roaming  audaciously, 
Ready  to  lose  myself,  my  Shepherd  graciously. 
For  his  name's  glory's  sake  eftsoons  reduced  me 
Unto  his  holy  fold,  whence  sin  seduced  me. 


Yat,  through  DmUi'i  nllisa, «  bi^itfiil  obwaritr. 
If  I  ihonld  wilk,  I  ihanld  walk  in  Mcnrity, 
If  than  doM  gnud  me ;  fiir  in  tribulation 
Thy  rod  and  ■hee]>-lMKik  are  m;  oaosolation. 

V. 

Bdbra  mine  enemiei,  ennotialy  vidou, 

ThoQ  boat  prepared  my  board,  with  meata  delicioiis ; 

With  awMtly-amflUiiig  balma  my  Itead  thou  diowne 

halt. 
With  aweetly'tarting  wine  my  bowla  tbon  crowned  haa 

vr. 
Thy  love  I  need  not  doubt,  aod  thy  gratuity 
Shall  me  accomptuiy  to  perpetuity : 
Su  in  this  Hotue  1  shall,  oh  blem'd  condition ! 
Of  Heaven's  endless  joys  here  taste  fruition. 


PSALM  XXX. 


BY    FBANCI8    DAVISON. 


LoBD,  to  thee,  while  I  am  living. 

Will  I  sing  hymns  of  thanksgiving  ; 

Fur  tliuu  host  drawn  me  frum  u  gulph  uf  vi 

iiii  llwl  my  foes 
Do  not  deride  me. 
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II* 

When  thine  aid.  Lord,  I  implored. 
Then  by  thee  was  I  restored ; 
My  mournful  heart  with^  joy  thon  i|raight  didst  fill. 
So  that  none  ill 
Doth  now  betide  me. 

III. 
l^Iy  soul,  grievously  distressed, 
And  with  death  well  nigh  oppressed. 
From  death's  devouring  jaws.  Lord,  thou  didst  save. 
And  from  the  grave 
My  soul  deliver. 

IV, 

Oh,  all  ye  that  e'er  had  savour 
Of  Grod's  everlasting  favour. 
Come,  come  and  help  me  grateful  praises  sing 

To  the  world's  King, 

And  my  life's  giver. 

V. 

For  his  anger  never  lasteth. 
And  his  favour  never  wasteth. 
Though  sadness  be  thy  guest  in  sullen  ni^t. 

The  cheerful  light 

Will  cheerful  make  thee. 

VI. 

Lull'd  asleep  with  charming  pleasures. 
And  base  earthly  feiding  treasures. 
Rest,  peaceful  soul,  said  I,  in  happy  state, 

z 


No  storma  nf  hie 
Shall  ever  shuke'  tliee. 

VII. 

Fur  JeliovaliH  fruit!  nnlHiiinded 
Hath  my  );reatueHS  surely  founded; 
And  hath  my  Htatc  as  struagly  fortified 

On  evory  side. 

As  ntcky  iiiimntiiins. 
But  away  his  fuce  UimI  tiirnMl 
I  was  troubted  then,  and  mutinied. 

Then  thus  I  pour'd  forth  prayure  and  doleful  c 
With  wpeping  i-y*s. 
Like  wat'ry  fauntaias. 
I 

Li  my  hhN>d  there  is  no  profit ; 
If  I  die,  what  good  comes  of  it? 
Shall  rotten  bones,  or  semelesa  dust  express 
Thy  thankiiilneKS, 
And  works  of  wonder  ? 

X. 

Oh,  then,  hear  me.  prayers  forth  pouriog, 
Druwn'J  in  tea»,  from  nioiBt  eyes  show'ring 
Have  merey.  Lord,  on  ue ;  my  bnrthen  ease. 
If  tliee  it  please. 
Which  I  groan  under. 

>  *uki> Marginal  nofr  to  iht  copy  in  Hnrl.  .MSS.  OSS 


w 


Thus  prayed  I,  and  God  aoan  after 
Changed  my  moamiDg  into  laughter ; 
Mine  ashy  sackcloth,  mark  of  min*  annoy. 
To  rob«B  of  joy 
Eftsoons  he  tomed. 
xn. 
Therefore  harp  and  voice,  cease  never. 
But  sing  sacred  lays  for  ever 
To  great  Jehovah,  mounted  on  the  skies. 
Who  dried  mine  eyes 
When  as  I  mourned. 


PSALM   XLIII.* 


I  APPEAL,  oh  0«d,  to  thee ; 
Oh^  give  sentence,  Lrard,  with  me. 
And  defend  my  helpless  cause 
'Gainst  such  men  as  hate  thy  laws ; 
Oh  deliver  me  from  those 
That  deceitfully  can  gloze. 

to  No  lignstore  in  HsrL  HSS.  0930,  bat  sttribuled  to  Fnndt 
DstUod  tn  Uari  MSS.  S367> 


Pnr  thoa  ait  the  God  of  vkon 
AU  my  Htrengtli  aad  help  doth  oome ; 
Why.  oh  whj  hast  thoo  from  tbee 
80  estran|;'(l,  and  parted  laef 
And  why  dotb  my  pace,  m  bIow 
Me  ilejtx;ted,  heartless,  >haw. 
While  insulting  enemies 
Preog'd  me  with  their  injuries? 


Oh  send  out  thy  truth  and  U^t 
To  instruct  and  lead  me  right. 
To  conduct  me  to  thy  hill 
And  thy  dwelling,  holy  Aill. 

Then  unto  thine  altar,  I 
With  oblations  will  hie, 
OfTnog  these  to  thee,  who  art 
Joy  and  gladness  to  my  heart. 
And  upon  my  harp  will  sing 
Praise  to  thee,  oh  God  my  King  1  4 


Oh,  my  soul,  oh  why  art  thou 
80  cast  down  ?  tto  heavy  now  ? 
why  art  thou  in  my  breast 

disturlied  of  thy  rest  ? 

tit  on  Gud,  he  patient. 
Ant)  In  him  he  confident. 
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Yet  I  will  remain  the  same^ 
To  give  thanks  to  his  great  name ; 
For  he  is  my  God  of  mighty 
Who  my  countenance  sets  right. 


PSALM  LXXIII. 

BY  FBAN0I8  DAVISON. 
I. 

Calm  thy  tempestuous  thoughts,  my  mind ! 
Leave  mutinying,  and  rest  secure. 
That  Qod,  being  goodness-self,  is  kind. 

And  kind  will  still  endure. 

To  them  whose  hearts  are  pure. 

II. 
Without  the  staff  of  heavenly  grace. 
How  prone  to  fall  is  feeble  man  ! 
My  feet  tript  in  my  heedless  race. 

And  so  to  slide  began. 

As  I  could  hardly  stand. 

III. 
When  I  saw  fools  advanced  so  high. 
As  dazzling  height  did  make  them  mad. 
And  grieving  saw  with  envious  eye. 

That  they  who  were  most  bad. 

Most  happy  fortunes  had. 


r  thnr  SvM-Arad  M  well  sn 

■  life'B  Mid  (Mtww'a  web  doA  i 
PkwB  hmI  to  end  «>  aonad, 
Aa  kant,  anr  bndc  ia  ftmd. 

T. 

Vnn  sweating  tail,  and  ta$3ag  can, 
e  wrtdc  of  bodv,  rock  «f  miad. 
If  other  mortalk,  fr«v  tbef  an; 
A  ivirUrfEe  tbpv  find. 
Of  wne,  to  iwtc  no  kind. 


PSALM  LXXIX. 

or   FRAKCIS   DAVIMN. 
I. 

Ob  God,  into  thine  unce  d«ar  faeritage 

The  heathen  have  broke,aDd  there  their  barbarous  j 

Have  executed. 
Rude  heaps  tli'  have  made  great  Salem's  banK:  j 
The  sacred  temple  uf  thr  gloriuiu  i 

They  hare  puUuted. 
II. 
To  raveaous  fuwU  and  savage  beaata  le  • 
Those  men,  most  inhumane  have  throwB  J 

Meat  execrable. 
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The  reverend  bodies  of  thy  servants  dead. 
And  mangled  saints,  in  numbers  butchered 

Innumerable. 

III. 
Their  swords,  whose  thirst  cannot  be  quench'd  with 

blood. 
So  much  have  shed,  that  many  a  crimson  flood 

Flows  through  the  city : 
And  to  give  turfy  tombs  unto  the  slain. 
Our  friends  for  fear,  our  foes  for  spite  refrain. 

Devoid  of  pity. 

IV. 

Our  neighbours,  who  behold,  with  envious  eyes 
Our  happiness,  now  in  our  miseries 

Triumph,  and  flout  us ; 
And  on  our  burthen  of  heart-breaking  woes, 
The  heavy  weight  of  scorn  is  laid,  by  those 

That  dwell  about  us. 

V. 

Lord,  shall  no  time  give  limits  to  thine  ire  ? 
Shall  thy  fierce  rage,  like  all«devouring  fire. 

Still  bum,  enraged  ? 
Can  streams  of  blood  ?  Can  our  eyes'  briny  show'rs  ? 
Can  low-laid  ruins  of  our  lofty  tow'rs 

No  whit  assuage  it  ? 

VI, 

Lord,  let  the  heathen  of  thy  cup  of  wrath. 
Whereof  too  deeply  Sion  tasted  hath. 
Now  drink  like  measure ; 
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Iliofie  impioas  men-beasto,  that  did  never 
On  thy  great  name  for  grace ;  nor  fear  at  all 
Thy  just  displeasure. 

VII. 

Let  us  now  end  oor  doleful  tragedy. 

Let  them  act  scenes^  while  we  spectaton  be. 

Like  lamentable. 
Them,  them  that  ruin'd  Judah,  Judah  late 
So  rich,  80  peopled,  now  so  desolate. 

So  miserable. 

VIII. 

The  roll  of  all  our  now  repented  crimes. 
Raze  out  of  thy  records :  haste,  haste  betimes. 

Oh  haste  to  aid  us ; 
Uphold  us  by  thy  grace,  else  down  we  go. 
So  huge  a  weight  of  misery  and  woe 

Hath  over-laid  us. 

IX. 

Help  us,  oh  God  of  help,  though  we  deserve 
Much  worse,  yet  for  thy  glory,  us  preserve 

From  these  oppressions ; 
Cure  our  sin-wounded  souls  with  balm  of  grace. 
For  thy  name's-sake,  and  utterly  deface 

All  our  transgressions. 

X. 

Why  should  these  scorning  pride-stuft  infidels. 
Ask  where 's  their  God,  their  God,  that  all  Gods  t 
Is  far  surmounting. 


Rmnge,  rerenge  ibf  servuita'  deathB,  that  we 
May  for  their  blcNxl,  these  bloody  monstera  Bee 
CoU'd  to  accounting. 

Lord,  hear  the  captives'  heaven-tearing  cries. 
And  quickly  from  their  heavy  miseries 

And  chains,  dischat^  them. 
To  their  condemned  mates,  like  grace  afford. 
Whose  throats  each  hour  expect  the  hangman's  aword. 

And  soon  enlarge  them. 

As  for  our  neighbours,  most  unnei|;hbour-)ike. 
Who,  to  iby  shame,  oh  Lord,  onr  shame  did  seek, 

And  endless  trouble, 
In  their  sin-harden'd  bosom  all  the  shame, 
Wherevith  they  sou|^t  to  black  thy  glorious  name. 

Seven  times  redouble. 

So  we  thy  cha«en  people,  we  thy  sheep, 
Whom  thou  from  wolvish  foes  dost  safiely  keep. 

Though  often  straying. 
Deserved  thanks  will  give  to  thy  great  name. 
To  all  the  earth,  and  ages  all,  thy  lame^ 

And  praise  displaying. 

k  »  To  all  the  cartli,  and  ah-,  all  thy  fkme," 
In  the  t*t  Priory  fdlHon,  but  comctsd  in  tha  text  from  th« 
maonscript  before  dted. 
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PSALM  LXXXVI. 

BY   FRANCIS  DAVISON. 
I. 

To  mine  humble  supplication^ 
Lord^  give  ear^  and  acceptation : 
Hear  me  now,  so  weak,  so  poor. 
That,  ah  !  I  can  bear  no  more. 

II. 
Save  my  soul  which  thou  didst  cherish 
Until  now ;  now  like  to  perish  ; 
Save  thy  servant,  that  hath  none 
Help,  nor  hope,  but  thee  alone. 

III. 
After  thy  sweet  wonted  fashion. 
Shower  down  mercy,  and  compassion 
On  me,  sinful  wretch,  that  cry 
Unto  thee  uncessahtly. 

IV. 

Send,  oh  send  relieving  gladness 
To  my  soul,  opprest  with  sadness  ; 
Which  from  clog  of  earth,  set  free, 
Wing'd  with  zeal  flies  up  to  thee. 


■^ 
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V. 

To  thee^  rich  in  mercy's  treasure. 
And  in  goodness  without  measure. 
Never-failing  help  to  those 
Who  on  thy  sure  help  repose. 

VI. 

Let  thine  ears,  which  long  have  tarried. 
Barred  up,  be  now  "unbarred. 
That  my  cries  may  entrance  gain. 
And  being  enter'd,  grace  obtain. 

VII. 

As  I  have,  so  will  I  ever. 
In  my  stormy  times  persever 
Unto  thee,  to  pray,  and  cry. 
For  thou  hear'st  me  instantly. 

VIII. 

No  Ood  else  is  comparable 
Unto  thee ;  none  else  is  able 
Once  to  counterfeit  but  one 
Of  the  v^iirks  w)iich  thou  hast  done. 

IX. 

Nations  all,  thy  hands  did  fiashion ; 
And  of  this  round  globe,  each  nation 
With  boVd  knees  shall  come  before 
Thee,  and  thy  great  name  adore. 

X. 

For  thou,  darter  of  dread  thunders. 
Thou  art  great,  and  workest  wonders : 


r,«ftfcy 


TWt  BTUcpstikf 


IakMt»,tobe 

Kflit  Mj  best  to  dwe  iar 

TWt  I,  to  til  J 

Fcsrlol  lopve,  and  Wmg  fear. 

Xil. 

Lord,  mr  Gud,  tboa  »halt  be  pnised. 
With  mv  heart  to  Hearen  raised. 
And  whiUt  I  hare  breath  to  lire, 
Thanlu  to  thee  my  breath  shall  give. 

Xllf. 

For  when  justice  I  deserred. 
Thy  sweet  mercy  me  preserved, 
Rescuing  me  from  death's  sharp  daws. 
And  the  grave's  all-swallowing  jaws. 

m 

XIV. 

Mighty  men,  with  malice  endless. 
Band  against  me,  helpless,  friendless; 
Uning,  without  fear  of  thee. 
Force  and  fraud  to  ruin  me. 

XV. 

But  thy  might,  their  malice  passes. 
And  thy  grace,  thy  might  surpasses : 


^^ 
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Swift  to  mercy^  alow  to  wraths 
Bounds  nor  end^  thy  goodness  hath. 

XVI. 

Thy  kind  look  no  more  deny  me^ 
But  with  eyes  of  mercy  eye  me ; 
Oh  give  me^  thy  slave^  at  length 
Easing  aid^  or  bearing  strength. 

XVII. 

And  some  gracious  token  show  me> 
That  my  foes^  that  watch  t'  o'erthrow  me, 
May  be  sham'd^  and  vex'd  to  see 
Thee,  to  help^  and  comfort  me. 


PSALM  CXXIII.* 

I. 

With  misery  endos'd. 

By  all  the  world  oppos'd^ 
To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye. 
Oh  thou,  that  dwell'st  on  high ; 

Assor'd  that  thou  wilt  hear. 

And  me^  dejected,  cheer. 

*  No  tignatare  in  HarL  M8S.  6930,  but  attrilmted  to  Francis 
DaTiaon  in  HarL  MSS.  3957- 


Lo,  H  a  Movant's  eye 
Still  looks  n^vdAdly 
IFpoD  Ids  muteKs  luad, 
Pur  i^eas  mora  than  ooi 
Aud  &s  a  hmnimftid  stUI 
Attends  hvr  miitrew'  will, 
Su  we  witb  HUTTow  ^re^it 
Ne'er  xtmk.  ujwn  ibce  nit: 
Uur  bopefnl  eye  «nd  hou) 
Fix'd  on  UitH.-.  nerer  ttart 
Till  tituu.  fiir  thine  own  vk 
Some  pity  im  us  lulte. 


Oh  Lunl.  «->;  (In  resort 

To  thee,  tnir  safest  port ; 
With  help  cuui[iasMoiiat« 
Our  henJlUli-ss,  hnpelen  state : 

Fur  we,  tuid  we  nlooe. 

Are  scunt'd  anil  trampled  en. 


Our  souls  are  All'd  with  Taunts, 

And  with  ri-prnachFul  taunts, 
Frum  ihetn  ihnl  wealthy  be, 
jViid  huie  bnth  us  and  tfcn; 

And  with  dtiriuaos, 

Frwm  pruuil  iiod  raightf  inm. 


PSALM  CXXV. 

BT  CHRISTOPHER   DATIBON. 

Thet  thst  their  ^th's  fonndation  lay 
On  God  the  Lord,  unmov'd  shall  stand. 
Like  Sion's  hill,  which  by  time's  hand 
Can  never  be  brought  to  decay. 


8  great  on  every  side 
Engirdle  fair  Jerusalem, 
So  will  the  Lord  be  unto  them, 
That  pure  and  upright  do  abide. 

III. 
For  though  it  sometimes  pleaseth  God 
T*  afflict  the  righteous :  he  will  not 
Let  it  be  evermore  their  lot 
To  be  scourg'd  with  th"  ungodly's  rod. 
Lest  they  should  to  iniquity 
Their  own  unguilty  bands  extend. 

IV. 

Lord,  upon  them  thy  blessings  send, 
That  love  truth  in  integrity; 
But  such  as  crooked  t^-paths  tread, 
Leaving  the  straight,  to  go  astray. 
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With  wicked  men  shall  go  the  way^ 
Whose  tract  shall  to  destruction  lead. 
But  happy  peace,  joy  bringing  peace 
And  plenty,  shall  for  ever  dwell 
With  Qod's  own  chosen  Israel, 
Whose  joys,  I  pray,  may  never  cease. 


PSALM  CXXVIIL* 

I. 
Howsob'br  the  world  doth  deem  thee. 
Or  the  God-less  rout  esteem  thee. 

Thou  secure  and  sure,  niay'st  rest. 

That  thou  fearing  God,  art  blest- 

II. 
Thou  shalt  eat  and  be  sustained. 
With  thy  food  thy  hand  hath  gained : 

Oh  then  happy  shalt  thou  be. 

And  it  shall  go  well  with  thee. 

III. 
Tliy  kind  ^vife,  a  chaste  life  leading. 
Shall  be  like  a  fair  vine  spreading 

On  thy  house's  southward  wall. 

Fraught  with  fruit  celestial ; 

*  No  si^ature  in  HarL  MSS.  6930,  bat  attribnted  to  Francii 
Davison  iu  Ilarl.  MSS.  3357. 
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And  about  thy  heav'n  stor'd  table. 

Shall  thy  children  amiable^ 
Stand  like  olive-plants  around^ 
Fat  and  green  in  thriving  ground. 

IV. 

Thus,  behold,  the  Lord  hath  spoke  it. 
He,  who  never  will  revoke  it. 
Shall  the  man  be  blessed  still. 
That  fears  God,  and  doth  his  will. 

v. 
God  shall  bless  thee  out  of  Sion, 
And  thou  still  shalt  feast  thine  eye  on 
Salem's  joy,  and  Salem's  wealth, 
Salem's  good  and  saving  health. 

VI. 

Thou  shalt  view,  and  joy  in  viewing 
Thy  sons'  sons  thy  name  renewing. 

And  calm  peace  to  rest  and  dwell 

Still  on  God's  own  Israel. 


PSALM  CXXX. 

BY   FBANGI8  DAVISON. 
I. 

From  deep  gulphs  of  misfortune, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  miseries. 
Lord,  I  thine  aid  importune 
With  never-ceasing  cries. 

2    A 


tu. 
Mjr  maioliDU  mbiuea 
Iftbonbeboldmire, 
Lord,  I  have  do  excmtw 
To  'acape  eternal  6  re. 

But  since  with  true  cootritiom. 
My  dug  1  irail  aod  blame. 
Lord,  save  me  iioiD  perditjon. 
To  fear  and  praise  thy  name- 
Lord,  thou  art  all  my  comfort. 
My  sours  sure  prop  and  shield; 
My  hopes  in  my  discomfort. 
Still  on  thy  nord  I  build. 

My  soul  base  earth  despising. 
More  longs  with  Ood  to  be. 
Than  rosy  morning's  riung 
Tir'd  watchmen  watch  to  see. 

vu. 
Lay  thy  hope's  sure  foundation 
On  God,  oh  Israel ; 
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On  Qod,  in  whom  salyation 
And  boundless  mercy  dwelL 

vni. 
The  leprous  spots  that  stain  thee> 
He  then  will  purify  ; 
Sin's  fetters  that  enchain  thee, 
He  gently  will  untie. 


PSALM  CXXXI. 


BY  FRANCIS   DAVISON. 


I. 

Oh  Lord^  my  mind>  pufTd  up  with  pride> 
No  vast  designs  hath  e'er  affected ; 
Mine  eyes  have  no  great  man  envied. 
Nor  poor  men  soomfuUy  neglected. 
My  wary  actions  ne'er  have  stray'd 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  my  condition ; 
I  have  no  plots^  nor  projects  laid. 
That  tend  t'  aspiring,  or  ambition. 

2  A  2 
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II. 

But  as  an  infuit  late  dhnorc'd 
By  womiwood  from  hia  mSkj  diel« 
Lookit  on  the  teat,  bat  yet  ia  fbic^d 
By  motlier^a  awe,  to  keep  in  qniet: 
Such  pow'r  thine  awe  oo  me  hath  goty 
It  hath  my  childish  thon^ta  reatnined ; 
I  greatness  new,  but  wish  it  not. 
And  from  ambition's  breast  am  weaned. 

in. 
Oh,  Israel,  tread  thy  humble  path, 
CKkI's  pleasure  meekly  shall  attend  you ; 
So  shall  you  find,  as  me  he  hath. 
In  innocence  he  '11  still  defend  you. 


PSALM  CXXXII. 


BY   FRANCIS  DATISON. 


What  is  so  sweet,  so  amiable. 
As  brothers'  love  unfeign'd  ? 
Whose  hearts  in  bands  inviolable 
Of  concord  are  enchain'd  ? 


■j 
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II. 
It's  like  unto  that  precious  ointment^ 
Whose  odour  far  did  spread^ 
Us'd  to  embalm,  by  Clod's  appointment. 
The  high  priest,  Aaron's  head  : 
Whence,  in  a  fragrant  shower  descending. 
It  dew'd  his  beard  and  fiace. 
Then  to  his  robes,  his  sweetness  lending. 
About  his  skirts  did  trace. 

III. 
Or  to  the  dew  wherewith  grey  morning 
Empearls  Mount  Hermon's  head. 
His  greens  with  peckled  flowers  adorning. 
Artlessly  diap'red. 

From  Hermon  to  Mount  Sion  pouring 
His  fertile  rivulets. 
And  all  engreening  and  enflowering 
Those  pleasant  mountainets. 

IV. 

Where  this  love-knot  remains  unbroken, 
Gk>d,  heaps  of  bliss  doth  send ; 
Yea^  heavenly  bliss  it  doth  betoken. 
Exempt  from  change,  or  end. 
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PSALM  CXXXVII. 


BY  FRAKCia  BATUOir. 


"L 


1. 

By  Euj^irates'  flowerj  side 

We  did  hide. 
From  dear  Jadah  far  absented^ 
Tearing  th'  air  with  moamfiil  cries, 

And  our  eyes 
With  their  streams  the  stream  augmented 
When  poor  Sion's  doleful  state^ 

Desolate^ 
Sacked,  burned,  and  enthralled. 
And  thy  temple  spoil'd,  which  we 

Ne'er  should  see. 
To  our  mirthless  minds  we  called. 

II. 
Our  mute  harps,  untun'd,  unstrung 

Up  we  hung 
On  green  willows  near  beside  us. 

III. 
When  we  sitting  so  forlorn, 

Thus  in  scorn 
Our  proud  spoilers  'gan  deride  us : 
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Come^  sad  captive^^  leave  your  groans^ 

And  your  moans 
Under  Sion's  ruins  bury ; 
To  your  harps^  sing  us  some  lays 

In  the  praise 
Of  your  God^  and  kt's  be  merry. 

Can^  ah !  can  we  leave  our  groans^ 

And  our  moans 
Under  Sion's  ruins  bury  ? 
Can  we  in  this  land  sing  lays 

To  the  praise 
Of  our  Godj  and  here  be  merry  ? 

V. 

No^  dear  Salem,  if  I  fedl 

To  bewail 
Thine  affliction  miserable. 
Let  my  nimble  joints  become 

Stiff  and  numb. 
To  touch  warbling  harp  unable. 

VI. 

Let  my  tongue  lose  singing  skill. 

Let  it  still 
To  my  parched  roof  be  glued. 
If  in  either  harp,  or  voice 

I  rejoice. 
Till  thy  joys  shall  be  renewed. 


Lord,  pbgue  Bdom'a  tnitarau  luad  : 

Besr  IB  niiMl, 
In  oar  ruin,  how  ihvy  n-rrll'd  ; 
Kill,  uick,  bam,  tliev  cried  nut  Ktill, 


f^.  btirn,  kill, 
aFbe 


Dnivn  whti  all,  let  aff  be  Well'd, 

And  thou,  Babel,  n-hen  the  tide 
Of  thr  pridf. 

Now  a  flawing,  iitlls  tn  tnnung, 

Victor  iwrw,  «hiilt  then  be  thndl. 
And  lAiak  (all 

To  a»  low  nn  ebb  nf  mourning. 

Happy  man,  who  iihidl  tbee  waste. 

As  that)  host 
Ug.  without  nil  mercy,  wanted. 
And  shall  make  thee  taste  and  sec, 

Wbat  by  thee. 
We,  poor  we.  have  seen  and  tasted. 
Happy,  whn  thy  tender  bames 

From  the  arms 
Of  their  wailing  mother  tearing. 
'Gainst  the  whUb  shall  dash  their  bones, 

RDthles!*  stones 
With  their  brains  and  blood  betmenring. 
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PSALM  CXLII. 

BY    FRAN^   DAVISON. 
I. 

With  sobbing  voice,  %vith  drowned  eyes. 
With  joined  hands,  raised  to  the  skies. 
With  humble  soul,  apd  bended  knee, 
I  cry,  oh  Lord,  I  pray  to  thee. 

II. 
As  my  dim  eyes  a  briny  shower 
Of  tears  into  my  bosom  pour. 
So  I  into  thy  sacred  ears 
Pour  out  my  heart,  unload  my  fears. 

III. 
Though  dangers,  me  besi^ing  round. 
My  mazed  senses  quite  confound. 
Thou  canst  give  me  a  thread,  whereby 
I  from  this  labyrinth  may  fly. 
My  harmless  feet  can  walk  no  way. 
But  privy  snares  my  foes  fore-lay. 

IV. 

And  looking  round  about  for  aid. 
My  friends  to  know  me,  are  afraid. 


To  mt,  of  help  and  hope  benA : 
Mf  life  H  aun^it  bj  naoj  *  «ae, 
Bnt,  ah  !  pratecwd  u  hj  n—r 

To  tbee,  oh  Lord,  mj-  oira  I  tend. 
My  certain  bupe,  m;  sm«t  frienil: 
I  have,  in  thU  (vUe  world'*  wide  scope. 
None  utlier  help,  iinne  other  hops. 


Oh  hear  mj  cries,  for  bint  I  grow, 
Opprew'd  with  endleM  weight  of  woe. 
Me  iroiQ  my  penuxutan  free, 
Too  great,  too  ctroiig,  tor  poor  weak  me. 

Til. 

Bring  me  from  out  thia  bell  black  cave. 
My  prison ;  nay,  my  liring  grsre ; 
Whose  rocks,  and  rocky-hearted  fiM*, 
Hy  flight  on  every  »ide  enclose. 
So  shall  my  thankfai  mouth  always 
Pour  forth  a  fountain  of  thy  praise ; 
And  this,  thine  aid,  ihaU  teach  the  just. 
On  thee,  their  rock,  to  build  their  trust. 
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ESQUIRE. 

Proteus^  it  seems  you  lead  a  merry  life ; 
Your  music  follows  you  wnere'er  you  go. 
I  thought  you  sea-gods,  as  in  your  abode. 
So  in  your  nature,  had  not  been  unlike 
To  fishes  ;  who,  as  say  philosophers. 
Have  so  small  sense  of  music's  sweet  delight, 
As  'tis  a  doubt,  not  fiilly  yet  resolv'd, 
Whether  of  hearing  they  have  sense  or  no. 

PROTEUS. 

'Twas  great  discourse  of  reason,  to  regard 
The  dreaming  guess  of  a  philosopher. 
That  never  held  his  idle  buzzing  head 
Under  the  water  half  an  hour's  space, 
More  than  that  famous  old  received  history 
Of  good  Arion,  by  a  dolphin  saved. 

ESQUIRE. 

Well,  let  that  pass,  and  to  the  purpose  now : 
I  thought  that  you,  that  are  a  demi-god^ 
Would  not  have  fiul'd  my  expectation  thus. 

PROTEUS. 

Why  so,  fair  'Squire  ?  Is  not  my  promise  kept, 
And  duly  the  appointed  time  observ'd  ? 
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BSQUIRR. 

Yes ;  tutd  'tin  thut  in  which  I  rent  ilecPirM : 
I  rather  deem'd,  untl  nut  without  gixfd  cause. 
That  those  still  floQtiiig  rc^ons  where  you  hide, 
And  th'  ever  chnn^ing  nature  that  yuu  hnve. 
Nought  eko  hut  breach  of  promise,  pronuBed. 

PHOTKIIS. 

'TwHre  strange  if  that  my  word,  which  credit  Ic 
In  future  things,  and  hidden  secredes, 
Shi)uld  fondly  fail  in  keeping  promise  made : 
Fondly  indeed,  when  'tis  {i>r  my  avail. 
Here  are  the  roi-ka :  your  person,  or  yonr  prij». 
But  tell  me,  'Squire,  where  'b  th*  appointed 
In  which  wb  ebali  these  vaimted  wonders  se«? 

KSQUIRB. 

Well  may  you  wonders  term  them,  Protetu  ; 
For  these  are  wonders  that  pass  human  wit: 
These  shall  surpass  thy  wil,  though  half  divine. 
This  is  the  place,  where  all  those  promises. 
Agreed  upon  betwixt  the  Prince  and  you. 
Shall  he  perform'd  ;  sud  shall  be  so  perfomi'd. 
So  iar  beyond  your  doubting  expectation. 
So  far  beyond  his  mtidest  declaration. 
And  yiiu  will  say.  Thrice  happy  Proteus ! 
Whose  ears  unblessed  were  to  bless  mane  eyes. 

'  In  the  copy  in  SiehaWi  Progrftte*.,  ibe  follairtnfr  line  ii, 
"  But,  for  10  put  you  nul  of  ftirther  dfBihi 
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AMPHITBITB. 

Your  hji  set  speeches  make  us  two  amazed. 
But  tell  us^  'Squire^  what  be  those  promises^ 
And  those  agreed  covenants  ?  And  whereon 
Did  they  arise  'twixt  Proteus  and  your  Prinoe  ? 

BSQUIBE. 

Fair  Amphitrite,  I  will  tell  you  all. 
After  the  victory  at  Astracan 
Had  made  an  end  of  the  Tartarian  war. 
And  quite  dispersed  our  vanquish'd  enemies 
Unto  their  hordes,  and  huge  vast  wilderness ; 
Our  noble  Prince,  and  his  courageous  Knights, 
(WhoK  untried  valour,  in  the  battle  fought. 
Was  rather  warm'd  than  fully  exercis'd,) 
Finding  no  enterprise  that  did  deserve 
Th'  employment  of  their  brave  united  force, 
After  assignment  of  a  day  and  place. 
Where  both  himself  and  all  his  Knights  should  meet. 
Dispersed  themselves  into  many  sundry  quests. 
To  seek  adventures  as  they  should  befaL 
The  Prince  himself,  who  only  was  attended 
By  me  his  'Squire,  had  many  strange  exploits ; 
Which,  since  they  shortly  shall  be  put  in  print, 
Join'd  with  Prince  Arthur's  famous  chronicle, 
I  shall  not  now  need  to  repeat  at  large. 
Amongst  the  rest,  when  as  the  time  approach'd. 
That,  as  it  was  assign'd,  we  should  all  meet. 
It  thus  fell  out :  the  Prince,  one  sun-shine  day, 
himself  within  a  goodly  tuft 


Had  lalflv  sent  hini  a  commoditv 
Of  j)i;jii'i«'N,  takL-n  in  lii>  |)rivate  que>t, 
Ht'>tiii;^'  and  Tv  idiiiL'  :   >uddL'nlv  he  sjiied 
Of  porjKiises  a  jircat  unuMiid  riuck, 
Playinj5  and  skipping  on  the  calmed  waves. 
Dran'n  with  this  sight  still  nearer  unto  the 
Mounting  a  little  clifT,  he  soon  discem'd 
A  cave,  whose  frame  seem'd  more  than  nail 
And  viewing  near  nith  u'ary  heedful  eyes. 
At  length  he  spied  this  fisheard  there  aslee 
Whom,  by  his  heard  and  haviour,  he  suspe^ 
To  be  this  Proteus ;  as  it  was  indeed. 
Our  Prince  straight,  ready  at  his  Fortune*8 
With  easy  stealing  steps  drew  near  to  him  j 
And,  being  near,  with  great  agility 
Seized  suddenly  upon  this  demi-god. 
He,  thus  surpris'd,  resorted  presently 
To  his  familiar  arts  and  turning  tricks. 
My  Lord,  like  to  a  skilful  fedconer. 
Continued  still  to  keep  his  fasten'd  hold. 

THAMESI8. 
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ESQUIRE. 

And  shall,  fair  Thamesis.   Know  then,  that  Proteus, 
Viewing  the  gallant  shape  and  budding  youth 
Of  my  brave  Lord,  the  form  that  first  he  took,  I 
Was  of  a  goodly  Lady,  passing  fair ;  , 

Hoping,  belike,  that  whilst  he  used  respect 
Due  to  her  matchless  beauty,  and  her  sex. 
Himself  being  now  unloosed,  might  slide  away ; 
But,  finding  him,  that  knew  his  wily  shifts. 
Embrace  him  straighter  in  that  feigned  shape. 
Next,  to  a  Serpent  he  transformed  himself. 
With  fiery  eyes,  and  dreadful  blackish  scales,' 
And  three-fork'd  hissing  tongue,  that  might  affright 
Th'  undaunted  master  of  dread  Cerberus;^ 
Wherewith  the  Prince,  rather  enrag'd  than  fear'd, 
Made  him  betake  him  to  another  form ; 
Which  was,  a  sumptuous  Casket,  richly  wrought,  f 
Whereout,  when  it  open'd,  many  diamonds. 
And  rubies  of  inestimable  worth. 
Seemed  by  chance  to  drop  into  the  sea. 
This  working  nought  but  scorn  and  high  disdain. 
He  lastly  shewed  him  a  sad  spectacle. 
Which  was,  the  worthiest  of  his  valiant  Knights, 
And  best  beloved  of  my  Lord  the  Prince, 
Mangled  and  pierc'd  with  many  a  grissly  wound, 

«  In  the  copy  in  Nichol^t  Progresses  the  foUowiiig  line  ia, 
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Welt'ring  his  valiant  limbs  in  purple  gore, 

Oasping,  and  closing  their  faint  dying  eyes. 

This  with  the  Prince,  now  us'd  to  his  delusiaiis, 

Prevail'd  no  more  than  did  the  rest  before. 

When  Proteus  then  had  dumg^d  his  changing  wee 

And  fix'd  himself  in  his  own  wonted  shape. 

Seeing  no  other  means  could  aught  prevail, 

He  ransom  proffer'd  for  his  liberty. 

And  first  of  all  he  offered  to  aread 

To  him  and  all  his  Knights  their  fortune's  spelL 

But  when  my  Lord  replied  that  that  was  fit 

For  unresolved  cowards  to  obtain. 

And  how  his  fortune's  often  changing  play. 

Would  lose  the  pleasure  and  his  chief  delight. 

If  the  catastrophe  should  be  foreknown  : 

Then  offer'd  he  huge  treasures,  ladies*  loves. 

Honour  and  fame,  and  famous  victories. 

My  Lord  made  answer,  "  That  he  never  would 

Offer  his  honour  so  great  WTong,  to  take. 

By  gift  or  magic,  without  sweat  or  pain. 

Labour  or  danger.  Virtue's  truest  prize. 

That  which  by  mortal  hand  might  be  achiev'd  ; 

And  therefore  willed  him,  as  a  demi-god. 

To  offer  somewhat  that  might  be  above 

The  lowly  compass  of  a  human  power." 

When  Proteus  saw  the  Prince  could  make  his  mal 

He  told  him  then,  that  under  th'  Arctic  Pole 

The  Adamantine  Hock,  the  sea's  true  star. 
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Was  situate ;  which^  by  bis  power  divine. 

He,  for  bis  ransom,  would  remove,  and  plant 

Wbereas  be  sbouid  appoint :  assuring  bim,     j 

Tbat  tbe  ^\'ide  empire  of  tbe  ocean  l 

(If  bis  foretelling  spirit  fail'd  bim  not)  {j 

Sbouid  follow  tbat,  wbere'er  it  sbouid  be  set  J' 

But  tben  again,  be  added  tbis  condition, 

Whicb,  as  he  tbougbt,  would  no  way  be  perform'd; 

Tbat  first  tbe  Prince  sbouid  bring  bim  to  a  power, 

Wbicb  in  attractive  virtue  sbouid  surpass 

Tbe  wondrous  force  of  tbis  ir'n-drawing  rock.  r 

My  Lord,  tbat  knew  bimself  as  well  assured. 

As  Proteus  tbougbt  bis  own  matcb  surely  ma^e. 

Easily  yielded  to  bis  covenant ; 

And  promised  further,  on  his  princely  word. 

That  he  bimself,  and  seven  of  bis  Knights, 

Would  enter  hostages  into  his  rock,  i 

When  *t  sbouid  be  brought  to  the  appointed  place      ; 

Till  this  great  covenant  should  be  perform'd,  j 

Which  now  rests  to  be  done.     Now,  Proteus, 

Since,  'tis  a  question  of  comparison. 

Blazon  you  forth  the  virtue  of  your  rock. 

PROTEUS. 

What  needeth  words,  where  great  effects  proclaim 
Tb*  attractive  virtue  of  th*  Adamantine  Rock, 
Wbicb  forcetb  iron, which  all  things  else  commands?  ) 
Iron,  of  metals  prince  by  ancient  right ; 
Though  factious  men  in  vain  conspire  to  seat 
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Rebellious  Qold  in  his  usurped  throne. 
This^  sturdy  metal,  of  such  strength  and  use 
(Disjoin'd  by  distance  of  th'  whole  hemisphere) 
Continually^  with  trembling  aspect. 
True  subject-like,  eyes  his  dread  sovereign. 
Thus  hath  this  load-stone,  by  his  powerful  toudi. 
Made  the  iron-needle,  load-star  of  the  world, 
A  Mercury,  to  point  the  gainest  way 
In  wafry  wilderness,  and  desert  sands; 
In  confidence  whereof,  the  assured  mariner 
Doth  not  importune  Jove  for  sun  or  stars. 
By  this  attractive  force,  was  drawn  to  light. 
From  depth  of  ignorance,  that  new-found  world. 
Whose  golden  mines  iron  found  and  conquered. 

.    These  be  the  virtues,  and  extend  so  far. 
Which  you  do  take  to  counterpraise. 

ESQUIRE. 

Proteus,  the  seas  have  taught  your  speech  to  stil 
Where  work  of  winds  doth  wat'ry  castles  build  ;  \ 
But  calni  awhile  your  over-weening  vaunts  : 
Prepare  belief,  and  do  not  use  your  eyes. 

Excellent  Quekn,  true  Adamant  of  Hearts  ;   ^ 
Out  of  that  sacred  garland  ever  green, 
Garlands  of  virtues,  beauties,  and  perfections. 
That  crowns  your  crown,  and  dims  your  fortoi 
beams,  * 
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Vouchsafe  some  branch,  some  precious  flower,  or  leaf,       ^'^ 
Which,  though  it  wither  in  my  barren  verse,  .        ♦' 

May  yet  suffice  to  overshade  and  drown 
The  rocks  admired  of  this  demi-god. 


Proteus,  stout  iron-homager  of  your  rock. 
In  praise  of  forcft,  and  instrument  of  wars. 
Hath  praise  indeed :  yet  place  our  praises  right ; 
(For  force  to  will,  and  wars  to  peace  doth  yield).  - 
But  that  I  *11  give  you,  this  I  would  fain  know. 
What  can  your  iron  do  without  arms  of  men  ? 
And  arms  of  men  from  hearts  of  men  do  move : 
The  hearts  of  men,  that 's  it  thence  motion  springs. 
Lo,  Proteus,  then,  th'  attractive  Rock  of  Hearts  : 
Hearts,  which  once  truly  touched  with  her  beams. 
Inspiring  purest  zeal  and  reverence. 
As  well  unto  the  person  as  the  power. 
Do  straight  put  off  all  temper  that  is  false. 
All  hollow  fear,  and  schooled  flattery. 
Turn  Fortune's  wheel,  they  ever  keep  their  course. 
And  stand  direct  upon  the  loyal  line. 


« f . 


Your  rock  claims  kindred  of  the  Polar  Star, 
Because  it  draws  the  needle  to  the  North; 
,  Yet  even  that  star  gives  place  to  Cynthia's  rays. 
Whose  drawing  virtues  governs  and  directs 
The  floats  and  re-floats  of  the  ocean. 
But  Cynthia,  praised  be  your  wat'ry  reign. 


^x 
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Your  influence  in  spirits  hath  no  place. 

This  Cynthia  high  doth  rule  those  heavenly  tides. 

Whose  sovereign  grace^  as  it  doth  wax  or  wane^ 

Affections  so,  and  fortune's  ebb  and  flow: 

Sometimes  their  waves  applauding  on  the  shore> 

Sometimes  retiring  to  their  narrow  deeps^ 

The  holy  shrines  draw  pilgrims  fr9m  all  parts. 

To  pass  the  mountains^  seas,  and  desert  sands. 

Unto  this  living  saint  have  princes  high^ 

Of  foreign  lands,  made  vowed  pilgrimage. 

What  excellencies  are  there  in  this  frame 

Of  all  things,  which  her  virtue  doth  not  draw  ? 

The  quintessence  of  wits,  the  fire  of  loves. 

The  art  of  fame,  metal  of  courages ; 

And  by  her  virtue  long  may  fixed  be 

The  wheel  of  Fortune,  and  the  car  of  Time. 

In  the  protection  of  this  mighty  rock, 

Have  sceptres  strain'd,  recovered  would  scope. 

People  oi)pressed  have  preserved  breath 

Under  the  shadow  of  this  blessed  rock ; 

In  Britons'  land,  while  tempests  beat  abroad. 

The  lordly  and  the  lowly  shepherd  both. 

In  plenteous  ])eace  have  fed  their  happy  flocks. 

Upon  the  force  of  this  inviolate  rock. 

The  giant-like  attempts  of  Power  unjust 

Have  suffer 'd  wreck.     And,  Proteus,  for  the  seas. 

Whose  empire  large  your  praised  rock  assures. 

Your  gift  is  void,  it  is  already  here ; 
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As  Rustua^  China^  and  Magellan's  straits 

Can  witness  bear^  well  may  your  presence  be 

Imj^reso-SL^t  thereof;  but  sure,  no  cause. 

Fisheard  divine,  congratulate  yourself. 

Your  eyes  hath  won  more  than  your  State  hath  lost ; 

Yield  victory,  and  liberty,  and  thanks* 

PROTEUS. 

Against  the  truth,  that  lands  and  seas  avow. 
It  fits  not  Proteus  make  a  vain  reply. 
The  shallop  may  not  with  tall  ships  contend. 
Nor  windy  bubble  with  a  billow  strive. 
Nor  earthly  thing  compare  with  greatest  Queen 
That  hath  or  shall  a  regal  sceptre  sway. 
Bless'd  be  that  Prince  that  forc'd  me  see  this  grace. 
Which  worldly  monarchs,  and  sea-powers  adore. 
Take  thanks  of  gift,  and  liberty  of  due. 


THE   END  OF   THE   DIALOOUE. 


FRAGMENTS  OF  POEMS,  &c. 


BY 


FRANCIS  DAVISON. 


The  following  Sonnet  and  Fiagmeuts  of  Poemt,  &c.  in  the 

auto^n^ph  of  Francis  Davison',  exist  in  two  of  the  Harleian 
Manuscripts,  and  are  inserted  in  this  volume  with  the  view 
of  forming  a  ]H>rfect  collectitm  of  every  thing  which  is  known 
to  l)e  extant  from  his  pen. 


FRAGMENTS. 


TO   DIOK   BAK£R/ 

Could  I  mouldy  file^  and  tune  my  lines  as  well 
As  thou  canst  mould  and  file  and  tune  thy  Bell> 
My  Muse  should  higher  tow'r  than  Latham'^  Falcon^ 
And  make  all  Falc'ners  and  Bell-makers  baulk  on 
This  Book ;  and  thy  will  wrought  both  Bell  and  Varvell, 
And  hearing  th'  one,  and  viewing  th'  other,  marvell. 
Thence  she  should  mount  more  high  thanvap'rous  cloudy 
And  ring  thy  praise  in  y®  vast  air  more  loud 
Than  silver  bells :  so  stooping  to  the  ground^ 
At  sowse  she  should  dull  ignorance  confound. 

OR, 

So  stooping  swift  as  lead. 
She  should  at  sowse  strike  ignorance  stark  dead.  ^ 

P.  D. 

•  Harl.  MSS.  347.  f*  166.  in  Francis  Davison's  own  writing. 
^  The  last  two  lines  are  partly  erased,  and  appear  to  have  been 
added  as  a  variation  in  the  conclusion. 
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FRAGMENTS. 


la  HarL  MS8.  3^7,  f.  103,  on  what  appears  to  have  beea  put  of 
a  letter,  are  written  the  following  Fragments. 


So  tliat  I  was  •  • 

Yet  could  not  my  heart 

From  this  faith  depart 

One  thought  removing 

For  I  knew  she  did  deserve  of  all  true  hearts  all  honour. 

And  should  have  by  right 

All  their  faith  and  might 

Bestow 'd  upon  hor. 

From  hor  eves 

Awiy  riies 

All  wishes  <»f  error. 

They  have  clear'd 

All  i  fear'd 

My  only  mirror. 

Where  I  do  behold  myself  and  see  what  state  I  am  in. 

Aly  love  I  did  find 

Was  all  in  her  mind  ; 

None  other  eanie  in. 

Across  the  pajn-r  is  written, 

.  . .  hast  tliou  now  to  do  but  Ut  run  mad  with  pleasure; 
.  . .  grown  a  king. 
. . .  learn  to  sing 
. . .  leisure. 


\ 
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On  the  other  side  are  scrawled  the  f(»llowing  Anagrams  on  the 
names  of  his  relations  or  friends.  John  Davis  was  prohably  the 
contributor  to  the  Rhapsody;  and  Mason  and  Spelman  are 
noticed  in  the  Memoir. 

John  Davis. 

•    •••         •     •••• 

I  do  vanish. 


John  Bois. 
Ibi  honos. 


Thomas  Spelman. 

•  •    •    •    •    • 

lamet. 


This,  however,  is  erased,  as  if  the 
attempt  had  failed. 

Jeane  Mason. 

Frances  Bois.      Davis.      Jeane  Mason.^ 

Frances  Bois.      Judas.  I  am  no.        C 

......  f 

J  .  .  .  eis  rob. 


Spelman. 


On  another  slip,  but  whicff  seems  to  have  belonged  to  the 
same  letter.  It  probably  alVtdes  to  the  Earl  of  Essex^s  return 
from  his  expedition  against  Spain  in  1697. 

Can  I  chuse  but  refuse  all  thought  of  mouming^ 

close 
Now  I  see  thus  by  me,  my  Lord  returning. 

If  I  should  not  joy  when  I  behold  such  glory  shining, 

Sith  her  time  of  stay  made  me  to  decay  with  sorrow 

pining. 
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Then  follows. 

Silly  birds  might  seem  to  laugh  at  me,  which  at  day 
peering. 

With  a  merry  voice. 
Sing  and  do  rejoice 
Themselves  with  cheering. 
Absence  dark 
Thou  dost  mark 
No  cause  but  fearing ; 
And  like  nighty 
Turn'st  thy  sight 
All  into  hearing. 


The  remainder  is  torn  off. 

On  another  part  of  the  same  paper,  the  following  line  occurs 
twice,  once  in  a  lan^,  and  then  in  a  smaller  hand : 

Are  those  cletf^  fires. 
Are  those  cleere  tiers. 

Across  the  paper  these  fragments  are  written,  part  of  the  first 
>)eing  torn  off ;  and  tlio  other  is  unfinished. 

Joy  what  •  •  •  • 
Sorrow's    •  •  •  • 
And  doth  •  •  •  • 
To  care  no  •  •  •  • 

If  love  and  service  may  obtain  you. 
Sweet,  I  will  both  love  and  serve  vou  : 
But,  if  nought  but  gold  can  gain  you. 


FRAGHEMTS. 
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On  the  back  of  this  paper  part  of  the  following  address  occurs : 

To  the  Right  •  •  •  • 
and  fair  M^  Je  •  •  • 
in  St.  Martin's  •  •  • 
of  the  hand  •  •  •  •  • 

Over  are  scribbled  the  words  Street^  and  lower  down,  Thomas ; 
and  these  anagrams : 

Frerk  Jaques  Clement. 

C'est  Tenfer  qui  m'a  Cree, 
Together  with  this  attempt  at  an  anagram  on  his  own  name : 

Francis  Davison, 


•  •  •  • 


One  Fancy  is  don. 

On  another  part,  as  if  the  subscription  to  a  letter, 

I  am  officiaci  do  manus  sapientiie. 
Most  harty  commendatioiis. 

In  one  comer  are  the  names  of  his  cousins, 

Anthony  Shirley, 
Thomas  Shirley. 


A   CKNSURB    UPON   SCACHUVKL'S  ^ 

KLORENTI.NK  HLSTOBV. 
BV  FBANCM  DAVkH)N> 


CoiUtANDXU    tu    vrit«    it 

wn  Pofw,  and  vrinvn  "  cdh  tulta  Is  d 
dtf  mi  r  lUtii  li&Udi  nutim  it  dsU*  C 
ttta,"  uitk  lie,  Ef^.  Dtd. 

Witlwat  flatmy  to  t^  Uooh  of  J 
by  himwir,  Ep.  D.  ud  il«cland  ia  d 
ckllj  in  the  ftpeecba  «ad  ondioM  and  i 
dug  alvsvB  t&«  >|i«ak«n  witlmiit  r 

Tlie    Mibjed    Bwuwr   tban    OBkcwmUiira, 
greater  Ktiacu  MMcMdiag  oftef  ihe  itmthit  I 
M.  nd  warthf  a  hifilkcT  Intk  Myte  and  ( 
mXUk  tbnn.     £;•■  D. 

Writtf  n   with  intvatmi   (nlva  b  rerha 
and  Mtiify  all  jnutiwf   which  rM  be  teure  h^cd  | 
"  ]>erc}te  io  pudJcu,  (aalth  be,  Ep-  D.)  che  sia  uns  tf 
impuuibile,  iiciua  uftfodviv  aolti,  deacriTcre  le  t> 
ttmpi  auoi." 

•  /Tdf  J.  MSS.  390.  (.  Sas,  la  U)  ova  teii. 
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The  four  first  books  are  bare,  as  containing  either  the 
state  of  Italy  barely,  or  else  only  the  civil  dissensions 
of  Florence.  The  other  four  are  fuller,  as  mingling 
with  the  private  matters  of  Florence  all  the  great  and 
worthy  actions,  both  of  peace  and  war>  of  all  the  other 
States  and  Potentates  of  Italy.     Vide  Proemio, 

For  the  leaders  of  armies,  the  Captains,  and  the 
whole  Militia  of  those  times,  what  opinion  he  had  him- 
self may  be  seen  in  divers  places  of  that  History. 
1st.  Having  generally  described  the  state  of  Italy,  and 
reckoned  up  all  the  chief  commanders,  he  says,  "  they 
had  reduced  war  into  an  art;  temporizing  in  such  sort, 
'  che  il  pill  delle  Volte  di  quelli  che  faceriano  la  guerra. 
Tuna  parte  e  1' altera  perdeva;'  and  after  both  of  the 
Princes  and  Captains — '  Di  questi  otiosi  Principi  e  di 
queste  vilissime  Armi  sara  ripiena  la  mia  Historia.' 
At  the  end  of  the  1st  B.  and  in  the  beginning  of  the 
5th  B.  they  had  neither  wars  nor  peace ;  the  Princes 
invading  one  another,  and  the  wars  being  no  wars 
but  may-games :  '  Nelle  quali  gli  uomini  non  s'  a- 
mazzarano,  le  Citta  non  si  vantaggiarano,  I  Principati 
*aon  si  distruggirano ;'  finally  such  '  che  cominciarano 
senza  paura,  trattavansi  senza  pericolo  &  finivansi 
senza  danno ;'  such  as  in  the  end  was  the  cause  of 
drawing  in  strangers,  and  so  consequently  the  hazard- 
ing the  servitude  of  all  Italy,  and  the  subjection  of  the 
best  parts  to  strangers.     Their  Capt:  such  as  plainly 

2  c 
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deolan  the  minry  of  tlMM  Stetit  ttid  PiiBM^ 
pend  upon  mereenaiiM  (as  by  many  Ex.  is  dedared, 
flqpeefaJly  of  Q.  Joae  of  Naples,  and  the  Hfflanesi ; 
the  one  betrayed  by  the  fiither « the  other  oooquered  by 
the  son,  Fr.  I^brwg,)  where  the  Priaees,  '  N^  per  U 
gjoerra  aequistamiD  (^kiria»  nh  per  b  peoe  qniete.'  " 

Fior  ezense  he  briagelh  tUs,  L  <•  p.  1986.     '^  8e 
le  ease  fatte  dlU"  * 


•  IMomi,  is  FhyMis  DMiMm'k  hand,  «<  Cflonie  of  MaocUa. 
Hfkflloryof  Flonnoa.    F.  D.    Imp*feot."    ThmhatvnudtnA 

the  initialf  appear  to  hare  been  added  afterwtidi. 


ANSWER 

TO    MRS.   MARY    C0RNWALLI8    PRETENDED    COUNTE89 

OF  bath's   libel   against  the   GOUNTE88 

OF  CUMBERLAND; 

BEING  A    DEFENCE    OF    THE    MARRIAGE   OF   WILLIAM 

BOURCHIER,   THIRD  EARL   OF  BATH, 
WITH   ELIZABETH    RUSSELL,  DAUGHTER   OF  FRANCIS 

EARL   OF  BEDFORD. 

BY  FRANCIS  DAVISON. 


2c  2 
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Tmk  feUowiiig  wtide  emme  under  the  Editor**  ofaMnraiMQ  fay 
aoddciu.  HftTUig  a  few  weeki  dnoe  again  perused,  widi 
Aet  gratificatiom  which  its  pages  cannot  fail  to  impart,  the 
MiUtorf  mmd  Aniiqmtist  ^f  Hem^ravi,  his  curiosity  was  excited 
by  the  aooount  there  given  by  Sir  Thomas  Kytson  of  the  ciivum-, 
stancss  attending  the  pretended  marriage  of  WiUiam  Bourchier, 
Earl  of  Bath,  with  Mary,  daughter  oi  Sir  Thomas  ComwaQis, 
Knt^  and  he  was  induced  to  refer  to  lome  pi^terB  on  the  subject 
among  the  Harleian  Manuscripts.  His  surprise  was  coniidera* 
ble  OB  discorering  that  the  principal  of  them  was  in  the  hand- 
writing of  Fbakcis  Datison,  and  was  indoned  as  hairing  hife^^ 
written  by  him  in  the  year  1600.  As  it  was  the  object  to  reD» 
der  these  volumes  a  perfect  collection  of  every  production  of  that 
writer's  pen  which  is  positively  known  to  be  extant,  this  curious 
document  was  of  course  transcrilffHi  for  insertiou ;  tior,  it  is  con- 
fidently presumed,  will  it  he  deemed  void  of  interest  when  it  is 
observed,  on  the  hypothesis  of  a  literary  frieud,  that  our  immor- 
tal bard  appears  to  allude  to  the  tranMiction  related  by  Francit 
Davison  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,*  Independently  of 
this  consideration,  the  illustrations  which  it  presents  in  one  or 
two  points,  of  the  manners  of  the  times,  as  well  as  the  singu- 
larity of  the  transaction  itself,  render  it  deserving  of  attention. 

That  the  subject  may  be  fully  understood,  a  short  account  of 
the  parties  involved  in  the  affair  seems  to  be  necessary;  and  fcM- 
the  particulars  here  offered,  the  writer  is  wholly  indebted  either 
to  the  History  of  Ilengrave,  or  to  its  accomplished  author's  per- 
sonal communications. 

Sir  Thomas  Kytson,  the  proprietor  of  Hengrave  in  the  reign 
of  Queen  Elizabeth,  was  the  son  of  Sir  Thomas  Kytson,  who 
built  that  ma^piificent  mansion,  by  his  second  wife,  Margaret, 
only  child  of  John  Donnington,  of  Stoke  Newington,  in  Mid- 

•  Act  I.  Scene  I.  The  speeches  uttered  by  Slender,  when  he 
is  asked  if  he  will  marry  Mrs  Ann  Page. 
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dletex,   Eiquire.     After  Sir  Thomai*!  death  the  married  Sir 
Richard  Long,  Knt.  and  on  hii  demiie,  John  fiourdiier,  leoond 
Earl  of  Bath,  to  whom  she  was  third  wife.     The  Earl,  by  hit 
■eoond  wife,  Eleanor,  daughter  of  (George  Manners,  Lord  Root, 
had  an  only  son,  John  Bourchier,  Lord  Fits  Warine,  who  died 
in  his  father*8  lifetime,  leaving  by  Frances  Kytson  (who  married, 
secondly,    William   Bamaby,  of   Great  Sexham,    in    Suffolk) 
daughter  of  his  mother-in-law  by  her  first  husband.  Sir  Thomas 
Kytson,  William  Bourchier,  who  in  1560  succeeded  his  grand- 
father in  the  earldom  of  Bath,  and  was  the  individual  who  per- 
formed so  conspicuous  a  part  in  this  extraordinary  transaction. 
^Sir  Thomas  Kytson,  his  uncle,  married,   secondly,  Elisabeth, 
daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Comwallis,  of  Brome,  and  sbter  of  the 
Mary  Comwallis  so  celebrated  on  this  occasion  *    In  December 
1578,  at  which  time  the  Earl  of  Bath  must  have  been  at  least 
twenty-one  or  twenty-two  years  of  age,  he  was,  as  would  appear 
from  Davison^K  statement,  teduced,  or,  from  Sir  Thomas  Kyt- 
son*s  narrative,  pertuaded^  to  marry  Mary  Ck>mwaUis  just  men* 
tioned.    The  character  of  this  lady  seems  to  have  been  extremely 
bad ;  for,  not  only  does  Davison  expressly  diarge  her  with  having 
had  a  child  by  Francis  Southwell,  but  in  the  trial  of  the  canse 
instituted  by  her  to  substantiate  her  marriage  with  the  Earl, 
she  is  said  to  have  *^  lived  a  very  incontinent  lewd  life.**    The 
truth  appears  to  have  been,  that,  either  for  this  reason,  or  from 
the  EarPs  rank  and  possessions,  it  was  highly  desirable  that  he 
should  by  some  means  be  induced  to  marry  her;  and,  from  the 
natural  weakness  of  his  understanding,  or  from  ^^  his  youth  and 
straight  bringing  up,**  in  conse({uence  of  which  he  was  ^^  not  so 
experienced    in  worldly  affairs,**  nor  sufficiently  ^*  subtle  and 
cunning,"  he  seemed  an  easy  victim  to  the  machinations  of  his 
uncle  and  aunt,  Sir  Thomas  and  Lady  Kytson,  and  their  family. 
The  affair  is  of  course  related  by  Davison  in  the  moet  unfiu 

*  The  connexion  between  these  parties  is  beet  shown  by  the 
table  inserted  in  page  304. 
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Tounble  mBimer,  with  impact  to  the  part  tikan  in  it  by  the 
Kytions,  and  it  it  therefore  bat  hdr  to  give  the  subetBiioe  of  Sir 
Thomas*!  own  narrative. 

He  informs  us,  that  the  Earl  sent  for  him  to  Cambridge  to 
gire  bonds  for  payment  of  his  wardship  and  Hving,  md  that  he 
then  told  Sir  Thomas  of  sereral  proposals  of  marriage  whi(^  had 
been  made  to  him ;  to  which  he  replied,  that  if  he  came  Into  Su^ 
lelk,  he  thought  he  could  find  ^'  some  gentlewoman  there  to  his 
oontentation  :**  that  the  Earl  came  to  Hengrave  accordingly  on 
the  9th  of  December,  when  he  pressed  the  Knight  v]pry  earaectly 
to  tell  him  who  it  was  to  whom  he  had  alluded ;  and  upon  pro- 
mise that  if  the  Earl  did  not  like  the  party,  he  would  not  reveal 
it  to  his  mother  *•*'  before  he  had  broken  it  to  her,**  he  mentioned 
his  wife*A  sister,  Mary  Comwallis,  when  the  Earl  ol^ected  that 
her  father  was  a  devoted  adherent  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church :  that  some  hours  after,  the  Earl  came  to  Sir  Thomas 
Kytson,  and  informed  him,  tliat  on  consideration,  his  opinion  of 
Sir  Thomas  Cornwallis  was  altered,  and  that  he  thought  very 
favourably  of  his  daughter,  whom  he  said  ^^  he  had  long  known, 
and  liked  very  well :"  that  two  daj'S  afterwards,  Thursday  the 
11th  of  Decemher,  the  Earl,  after  dinner,  told  Kytson  tliat  his 
"  good  will  towards  the  j^ntlewoman  was  very  much  increased,** 
and  asked  him  if  he  had  spoken  to  her  on  his  behalf;  but  hearing 
that  he  had  not,  he  I»egged  him  to  do  so:  that  he  acquainted  her 
with  his  Lordships  wishes,  when  she  replied  that  ••*  his  love  was 
very  green,  and  not  knowinf^  how  her  friends  would  approve  there* 
of,  for  that  time  would  make  in  effect  no  other  answer:*'  that  the 
next  day  the  Earl's  love  had  much  increased,  and  he  discussed 
with  Kytson  the  best  means  of  acquainting  his  mother  with 
his  views :  that  on  the  Saturday  Mary  Comwallis  ooiistented  U 
his' Lordship's  suit:  that  the  Earl,  fearing  his  mother's  dispiea 
sure,  persuaded  him  zealously  to  encourage  the  marriage,  ti 
which,  he  states,  he  was  prompted  by  knowing  "  that  the  sanu 
would  not  be  any  way  a  disparagement  unto  his  Lordship,  an 
doubting  also  he  might  fall  into  strangers*  hands,  which  woui 
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abuse  his  simplicity  for  their  own  gmin:'*  that  the  next  day, 
vhich  must  have  been  Sunday  the  14th  of  December,  a£ter  dinner, 
tlxe  Earl  called  Kytson  aside,  and  caused  him  to  send  for  the 
lady,  '^  when,  using  speeches  of  great  affection,*'  he  gave  her  a 
ring,  which  she  received:  that  finding  things  had  proceeded 
much  more  quickly  than  he  expected,  Kytson  begged  him 
either  to  let  the  treaty  be  broken  off,  or  that  they  should  be 
immediately  contracted,  to  which  he  not  only  consented,  but 
desired  that  it  might  be  effected  that  night,  which  was  done; 
and  he  then  requested  to  be  married  early  the  following  morn- 
ing, when  the  ceremony  took  place,  after  which  '^  they  went 
both  to  bed  together  :*'  that  the  Earl  evinced  great  anxiety  that 
nothing  which  had  occurred  should  be  known  to  his  servants, 
fearing  it  should  come  to  his  mother's  ears :  that  his  Lordship 
intended  to  go  the  next  day  to  Cambridge;  *•*'  but  being  loth  to 
depart  from  his  wife,"  he  remained,  and  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, Tuesday  the  16th,  he,  Kytson,  informed  Mr.  Bamaby,  the 
Earl's  father-inJaw,  of  what  had  occurred,  who  was  much  an- 
noyed, and  asked  his  Lordship  whether  he  was'  married  or  not ; 
to  which  he  answered,  '^  that  he  was  married  to  his  own  choice, 
which  he  liked  so  well,  that  if  it  were  to  do  again,  it  should  be 
done  i"  that  finding  Barnaby  so  displeased  with  the  match,  the 
Eari  was  very  unwilling  to  return  to  Cambridge  to  his  mother, 
and  only  consented  to  do  so  on  Kytson's  offering  to  accompany 
him:  that  on  their  road  his  Lordship  was  so  uneasy  that  he  would 
have  returned  to  Hengrave,  but  for  Kytson's  entreaties  to  him 
to  proceed :  that  on  his  arrival,  he  announced  his  marriage  and 
a|q[>n)bation  of  it  to  the  master  of  his  College;  and  on  receiving 
letters  from  his  bride  tlie  same  day,  he  shewed  them  to  several 
persons,  and  expressed  his  admiration  of  them  z  that  the  next 
morning  he  sent  his  wife  a  ring,  promising  to  return  to  her 
within  two  days ;  and  that,  **  in  this  form  of  good  liking  he 
continued  untU  his  mother  sent  for  him  into  her  chamber  i  who 
then  locking  the  door  unto  her,  used  him  in  such  sort,  that  the 
next  day  she  sent  him,  secretly^  into  the  west  parts.*' 


Thli  nsmtire  forau  ■  itiikuig  oootMit  to  Dtpritaii'i  ■Rooirt 
of  (Ml  mynerioui  Inuinai,  though  it  nnHt  be  Bdmined  tbat  tlK 
outlino*  agree  in  nu'iiy  panicuUr*,  npecuUy  ■>  to  the  rrr't' 
in  which  Eytwn  aunmenred  the  nilijerti  the  Eari'i  a)>JM:tiofD 
M  Sir  Tbomni  (JamwiUit'i  reli^an ;  and  the  timet  and  jitat 
when  the  different  eventa  occurred.  There  i>  also  a  fact  ad- 
mitted by  Kytdiii,  vhich  ii  in  Kme  degree  at  leait  currobaratiTe 
of  DavJHin's  cha^[e  ur  their  having  made  the  poor  Eari  intoxi- 
cated, fur,  un  every  ovcuion  when  he  displayed  hia  amoraua  feel- 
iogi  towards  the  lady,  it  ii  lUted  to  bare  l«en  "  a/ier  dnutrt.'' 
Two  opiniuna  <xn  Rcarcely  b«  farmed  on  the  DieBntieu  of  the 
jmoiig  Eari'a  apadly;  and  ibe  ooncludjiig  pauage  of  Kytaoo'l 
■tatement  admits  of  no  other  nonatruction  than  that  hia  Lmd- 
■hip'a  mother  inflicted  a  >evere  corporal  duulitemenl  oa  her  no- 
hle  aon  I 

In  I08O,  Mary  C.mwalJis  inititiitpd  a  suit  in  the  En-lesiastical 
CoiLTt  againtt  the  Karl;  Hndtbept'r«)nug«Hp|iuinieil  tii deride  tbr 
queition  were,  the  Aivhbiriiop  of  Viirk,  the  l)igbu|>s  of  l^ondiin. 
Lincoln,  Satisliiiry,  Cnvriiiry  aiid  Liirlilield,  and  Kucheder; 
Dr.  Ooudmun,  l>enn  of  M'etlminHter ;  Dr.  Tu'iy  Muthtwi, 
Dr.  Dale,  Muster  uf  (lie  ReHiiesiB,  Dr.  Lcwyn,  Dr.  tjkpvinfrton. 
and  Ur.  Farmtic,  Dtu'lun  uf  Law:  who  decided  that  the  mar- 
riage 9/M  void.  It  is  ti>  tlie  depiaitiuiu  madi^  on  this  <>ccauoD 
that  Duviscm  refen ;  und  there  i-anniH  be  a  >|U<~iiii>n  of  iu 
havinfc  Iwen  a  most  nefariiiii-i  [raiisactiou.  Tlie  Earl  of  Batb 
afMrwards  married  Eiiialwtii  Russell,  daughter  of  Krsncia  te- 
cond  Earl  of  Bedford;  lint  Alar)-  CoriiH'allis  aud  lier  family  coa> 
tinued  to  Hssert  (hat  >be  wa>  It^ally  Cuuniess  of  Bath  tinlil  hei 
death  io  Itiil,  for  ihe  i»  gcyled  liy  that  ap|>e1lallon  iu  a  dm 
executed  liy  her  sistt'r,  l^idy  Kylson,  in  ItiSd;  and  on  the  toml 
of  Sir  Thomaa  CcimnalliK,  in  Drome  rhiirch,  there  is  an  impale 
ment  of  aninhier  and  fortiwallis.  In  common  justice  to  Si 
Thomas  Kylson,  nbo  died  iu  June  1601,  it  shoiJd  Iv  observed 
that  by  hi*  will  he  bequeathed  Mary  Comwallis  £30n,  stating 
tbat  by  hii  "  meant  and  procurement  there  was  a  marriage  hai 
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and  iolemnized  between  her  and  the  £arl  of  Bath,  which  did 
prove  most  unfortunate,  and  to  her  great  hindrance/*  A  por- 
trait of  this  lady  is  now  at  Hengrave,  from  which  it  appears 
that  her  personal  charms  were  by  no  means  great. 

From  the  indorsement  on  Davison's  narrative,  it  seems  that 
a  libel  had  been  cirtflilated  against  the  Countess  of  Clifford,  the 
sister  of  Elizabeth  Russell,  wife  of  the  Earl ;  and,  as  he  himself 
says,  his  duty  to  the  house  of  Bedford  prompted  him  to  answer 
it.  Whether  the  ''  Lil»el  **  was  printed,  has  not  been  ascer- 
tained; but  it  may  be  inferred  from  some  parts  of  the  ^'  Answer** 
to  it,  especially  from  the  unfinished  state  of  the  ^^  Second  Part,** 
that  that  document  was  never  published,  or  indeed  completed. 
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ANSWER  TO  MRS.  MARY  CORNWALLIS. 


THE    INTRODUCTION. 

Thebe  came  to  my  hands  not  long  since  a  Libel, 
whereof  many  copies  had  been  spread  abroad,  tending 
to  prove  that  Mrs.  Mary  Cornwallis,  daughter  to  Sir 
Thomas  Comwallis^  Knt.  was  lawfully  married  to  the 
now  Earl  of  Bath  twenty-two  years  past,  and  therefore 
did  justly  assume  and  challenge  to  herself  the  title  of 
Countess  op  Bath  ;  and  by  consequence  that  the 
Lady  Elizabeth  Russell,  daughter  to  the  late  most 
noble  Lord,  Francis  Earl  of  Bedford,  and  now  wife  to 
the  said  Earl  of  Bath,  was  not,  in  truth,  his  lawful 
wife,  but  an  unjust  usurper  of  that  name  and  title,  &c. 
And  because  it  did  not  only  touch  the  honour  o£  the 
said  Earl,  his  lady^  and  their  issue,  and  of  all  that 
noble  family  whereof  she  is  descended  (to  which  my- 
self am  specially  obliged,  and  have  always  vowed  my 
poor  duty  and  service),  but  also  call  in  question  the 
justice  of  this  realm,  and  honour  of  those  worthy  and 
reverend  persons  that  had  been  employed  in  hearing 
and  determining  the  said  cause :  and  for  that,  I  have 
had  some  better  means  to  be  particularly  informed  of 
the  truth  of  the  whole  course  and  proceeding  thereof 
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than  many  others,  I  thought  myself  bound,  as  well  in 
defence  of  the  honour  of  the  said  noble  personages 
(whom  it  specially  concerns),  as  for  the  clearing  of  the 
truth,  and  satisfying  such  as  are  desirous  to  understand 
the  same,  briefly  to  set  down, 

1.  How  this  pretended  marriage  was  made. 

2.  How  and  upon  what  grounds  the  same  was  dis- 
solved, as  unlawful  and  of  no  validity. 

3.  The  lawful  and  direct  proceedings  of  the  mar- 
riage between  the  said  Lady  Elizabeth  Russell  and 
the  said  Earl  of  Bath.  All  which  the  several  plaints  to 
those  unjust  surmises,  whereby  the  Libeller  endea- 
voureth  to  justify  the  former  and  improve  the  latter 
are  achieved ;  with  a  Reply  to  some  of  his  malicious 
slanders. 


THB  FIRST  PART,  CONTAINING  THE  MANNER  AND 
CIRCUMSTANCES  HOW  THE  PRETENDED  MARRIA6B 
WAS  MADE  BETWEEN  THE  EARL  OF  BATH  AND 
MRS.  MARY    CORNWALLIS. 

The  Earl  of  Bath  being  at  Sir  Thomas  Kytson's 
house  in  Suffolk,  called  Hengrave,  the  said  Sir  Thomas, 
his  lady,  and  Mrs.  Mary  Coniwallis,  the  said  Lady 
Kytsou's  sister,  and  some  other,  finding  the  Earl  of  an 
honesf,  mild  disposition,  and,  by  reason  of  his  youth 
and  straight  bringing  up,  not  so  experienced  in  worldly 
affairs,  nor  so  subtle  or  cunning,  as  had  been  needful  to 
encounter  their  crafty  practices,  determined  either  by 
fair  words  to  win,  or  by  indirect  slights  (unworthy  to 
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be  offered  by  any  of  their  quality^  especially  to  so 
great  a  person  in  a  case  of  tbat  nature)  to  draw  the 
Earl  to  the  marriage  of  Mrs.  Mary  Comwallis.  The 
chief  motives  of  which  marriage  were^  partly  a  fond 
ambition  of  the  young  gentlewoman  to  ascend  to  so 
high  and  undeserved  a  pitch  of  honour^  she  cared  not 
by  what  means^  nor  with  how  great  blemish  and  ex- 
pense of  her  own  and  her  friends'  honesty  and  reputa- 
tion ;  but  principally  a  hope  (together  with  so  great 
advancement)  to  cover  thereby  some  private  faults 
betwixt  the  said  Mrs.  Mary  and  her  minion  Francis 
Southwell^  which,  they  feared,  might  pubb'cly  appear 
to  the  world  sooner  than  they  did,  though  they  did 
too  soon  Sot  her  own  honour,  and  the  credit  of  her 
family. 

Sir  Thomas  Kytson  first  conferred  privately  about 
the  said  marriage  with  Hindson  (the  Earl's  tutor), 
and  offered  him  £  C.  to  help  gain  the  Earl  his  pupil ; 
and  the  Lady  Kytson  also  made  him  the  like  offer,  as 
appeareth  by  his  deposition. 

The  Wednesday  after  the  Earl's  coming  thither. 
Sir  Thomas  Kytson,  as  he  rode  a-hunting  with  him, 
first  brake  with  the  said  Earl  about  a  marriage  a&r 
off,  but  would  by  no  means  nominate  the  gentlewoman 
till  the  said  Earl  had  promised  on  his  honour  not  to  re- 
veal it  to  any  (specially  to  his  servants  and  attendants) 
in  case  he  should  mislike  the  party.  •  Having  named 
Mrs.  Mary  Cornwallis,  and  commended  both  her  per- 
son, her  family,  and  her  portion,  the  Earl  tasted  the 
motion  so  ill,  as  he  presently  left  the  field,  and  retired 
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only  replied  to  Sir  ThomMi  Kytwa's  dntBd  «£  A» 
emum  of  his  to  great  dielike,  that  he  knenr  Sir  ThoSHe 
Cenwaltis  to  be  en  obatinete  pepirt,  end  thenght  Ifafcy 
to  be  eo  too ;  wheienpon  the  eaU  Sir  TheoMHi  Kjitlmt 
deeired  the  Berl  to  let  it  go  no  forthec  NdAnr.^ 
Sir  Thooiae  KytMm  enlj  did  the  Earl  eheir  Jhii  dUKk^ 
bat  complained  often  to  John  Spriag^  Ida  aerfant,  (aa 
appeareth  by  his  deposition,  in  whioli  thia  pral«Bdal 
marriage  b  supposed  to  be  made):  he  oomoumdad'liiii 
to  pnmde  his  horses,  meanings  bj  sodden  depnrtnni 
without  leare-taking,  to  make  an  abrupt  reply  to  aa 
dishonourable  and  unpleasing  a  motion. 

From  that  Wednesday  till  the  next  Sunday,  Sir 
Th.  Kytson,  finding  the  Earl  so  adverse,  never  ite- 
rated the  said  former  motion:  neither  did  the  Earl 
during  the  said  time  seem  any  whit  to  like,  affect,  er 
entertain  the  said  Mrs.  Mary. 

That  Sunday  Sir  Th.  Kytson,  his  bdy,  &e.  r». 
solving  to  bring  about  this  pretended  marriage  by  ay 
means  whatsoever^  the  poor  Earl,  under  colour  of  feaat- 
ingy  dancing,  and  revelling,  was  severed  finmi  all  his 
servants  Qand]]  followers  (which  were  13  in  number)* 
Among  the  rest,  not  so  much  as  the  gent,  that  waited 
on  his  cup,  but  was  also  removed,  and  one  of  Sir  TL 
Kytson's  ^Eunily  appointed  to  wait  thereon,  wherein 
(as  matters  following  will  manifestly  declare)  they 
gave  him  some  bad  intoxicating  confections.  After 
supper  his  Lordship  was  had  to  dancing;  and  after 
some  dancing,  befiare  the  supposed  contract,  lie  wm 
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banqueted  with  a  little  confectioned  poeset,  the  virtue 
whereof  may  appear  by  this — ^that  his  grooms  (who  were 
alao  made  partakers  thereof)  were  so  heavily  taken 
with  sleep>  that  (what  had  never  happened  to  them 
before)  they  awaked  not  in  the  morning  till  they  were 
thflroughly  called.  Of  these  grooms  there  is  one  yet 
living,  that  will  depose  on  his  'oath  that  it  was  hi 
more  than  a  natural  or  sleepy  heaviness,  the  like 
whereof  he  never  felt  in  any  sort  before  or  since. 

The  £arl>  after  this  posset,  was  drawn  into  a  gal- 
lery, where  one  Atkinson  (a  priest  answerable  to  such 
k  matrimony)  was,  by  Sir  Thomas  Kytson's  procure- 
ment, ready  attending  to  contract  the  Earl  to  Mrs. 
Mary.  This  priest,  being  not  long  before,  by  Sir  Th. 
Kytson's  presentation,  become  beneficed,  had  been  a 
bed-staff-maker  or  joiner,  and  (to  let  pass  many  other 
notorious  enormities  of  his,  which  appear  at  large  by 
divers  good  depositions  upon  record,  and  his  being 
twice  committed  to  the  jail)  had  been  publicly  perjured 
at  Norwich,  and  was  generally  accounted  by  all  that 
knew  him,  not  to  be  trusted  upon  his  oath.  Yet  this 
Atkinson,  being  otherwise  so  lewd  a  fellow,  seeing  the 
strange  untoward  plight  of  the  Earl,  and  having  (as 
it  seemed)  some  remorse  to  be  made  the  instrument  to 
abdse  and  circumvent  so  great  a  person  in  so  high  a 
point  as  the  sacred  bond  of  marriage,  uttered  a  speech 
to  the  Earl,  wishing  him  to  he  advised  what  he  did: 
the  Earl  therwhile  interrupting  Sir  Th.  Kytson  (his 
intoxicating  drink  and  posset  now  beginning  to  work 
alter  his  dancing)  with  these  qieeches — OA,  Uncle/ 
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i/ie  bravtu  books  that  ner  J  raw .'  tad  c 

his  anas,  and  using  such  otber  behaTJanr,  when  be  mu 

asked  whether  he  would  take  th«  laid  Alurf  lo  In* 

wife,  as  made  »hi;w  tliat  thouch  hiK  Twt  stood  rtill,  lu* 

senses  were  danciug,  and  that  in  that  caae  lie  tlM^^ 

of  notliing  less  than  of  a  tiiarriage.     V«l  Own  and 

there,  and  by  this  lewd   prif«l, 

plight  of  the  poor  circuun  enttd  Earl,  waa  tbe  ■ 

i-ontract  made,    (as  they  pretend)  U  after  tmf  ifac) 

went  agaJn  to  dancing.  • 

That  ni^ht.  whtn  the  Earl  WM  braogbt  to  bed.  Sir 
Th.  Kyt»on  kept  llie  keys  of  his  chantber,  and  ofder 
was  giren  to  nil  the  household  (sare  micii  as  mt* 
mode  privy  to  tlie  matter)  to  go  to  bed. 

About  two  of  the  clodc  after  midnigbl,  the  Barl 
was  awaked  by  Sir  Th.  Kytson,  and  brinigfat  Urn- 
tooted  unil  bare-legpNl  out  of  his  eliatDber.  The  aiid 
Sir  Th.  brought  the  Karl's  doublet  and  hose  after  hioi: 
the  Lady  Kvtsun,  pityinf;  his  Sony  plight,  lent  bin  Iter 
sUmtem:  and  Henrv  Huaaa.  {-vba  ww  Mie  oT  tlic>«i^ 
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tiiiumy>  liiough  in  his  own  case^  is  less  to  be  toodied 
than  either  Mrs.  Mary's  or  any  other  brought  by  her 
against  him)  deposeth  upon  his  oath  and  honour^  that 
he  never  at  that  time  heard  any  such  matrimonial 
tyall  pronounced. 

This  pageant  ended>  the  Lady  Kytson  provided  a 
new  lodging  for  the  said  married  couple^  where  the  Earl 
was  put  tA  bed  to  Mrs.  Mary,  and  before  day  conveyed 
hack  from  thence  to  his  own  chamber. 

The  next  day^  being  Monday^  the  Earl  rode  forth 
a-hunting,  and  returning^  lodged  without  Mrs.  Mary 
(as  appeareth  by  depositions  upon  record) ;  and  the 
next  day  after  went  back  to  Cambridge^  never  after 
returning  to  Mrs.  Mary^  and  protesting  against  the 
former  cunning  and  wicked  practices. 

This  is  the  plain  and  true  narration  of  the  whole 
proceeding  in  the  said  pretended  marriage^  as  it  ap- 
peareth from  point  to  point  upon  record^  by  the  depo- 
sitions and  confessions  of  divers  that  were  present 
thereat,  of  which  the  most  part  were  produced  by  Mrs. 
Mary  Cornwall  is  herself.  ^' 

Now  whereas  the  Libeller,  in  confirmation  of  the 
aaid  pretended  marriage,  allegeth,* 

1.  The  Earl's  earnestness  in  wooing,  even  to  the 
dtodding  of  tears^  finding  her  affection  so  slow-paced. 

2.  His  supposed  speech  to  lus  father-in-law^  and 


*  It  origiiudly  stood,  *'*•  An  Answer  to  three  points  in  the 
Libel  whidi  concern  this  I.  Part.*'  The  alteration,  though  is 
DanHlflon*s  hand,  was  evidently  made  long  afterwards  in  a  dif- 
Hsrentink. 
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to  Dr.  hegg^  and  Dr.  Swaile,  witne^iing  wilh  much 
contentment  the  said  pretended  marriage. 

3.  His  discreet  secrecy  in  keeping  the  marriage 
from  his  servants  till  it  was  finished,  implying  great 
affection  and  no  distemper. 

To  the  first,  I  answer  that,  to  men  of  sense  and 
judgment,  there  is  no  likelihood  that  the   Earl  that 
was  at  the  same  time  in  treaty  with  the  £ar^  of  Bed- 
ford for  the  now  Countess  his  wife;  that  never  had 
fSuicied  Mrs.  Mary,  either  for  marrii^  or  otherwise; 
that  was  so  highly  offended  with  his  uncle  Sir  Th.  ' 
Kytson  f»r  the  mere  motion  (as  appears  above) ;  that 
would  in  a  discontented  raj:^e  have  ridden  away  the 
same  morning,  should  now  so  sudden  have  the  weather- 
cock of  his  affection  turned,  and  upon  so  short  warning 
grow  so  earnest  in  his  desires:  since  love,  especially 
for  so  constant  an  end  as  marriage,  is  not   a  plant  of 
six  hours'  growth,  nor  leapeth  not  immediately  from 
great  mislike  to  so  ardent  affection  \vithout  due  cir- 
cumstances.    But  those  tears  (if  any  were)  were  some 
heat-drops  of  the  misty  vaporous   cloud  engendered 
in  his  head  by  the  bad  confections  given  him,  which 
brake  forth  more  violently  afterwards,  as  hath  already 
been  said.     How  slow-paced  oVIrs.  Mary's  affection  was 
to  the  Earl's  supposed  wooing,  I  know  not ;  but  the 
world  knows  that  her  love  hath  gcme  a  false  gallop  or  " 
hackney  pace  with  Francis  Southwell  both  before  and 
since,  as  by  the  deep  imprinted  footsteps  thereof  doth 
yet  plainly  appear. 
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To  the  secondv*  it  appeareth  not  upon  record,  but 
by  the  libellous  affirmation.  But  this  is  authentically 
upon  record,  that  the  Monday  at  dinner,  the  Lady 
Kytson  drinking  to  her  husband,  and  all  the  married 
men  present  putting  off  their  caps,  after  the  manner, 
the  Earl  only  kept  his  on,  saying,  'that  if  he  were 
married  he  would  put  his  off  too.' 

His  like  speeches  to  Dr.  Legge  and  Dr.  Swaile,  at 
his  Lordship's  coming  to  Cambridge,  were  rather  testi- 
monies of  his  disdain  of  the  wrong  offered  him,  than  of 
'^his  supposed  joy  (as  the  Libeller  affirmeth)  ;  and  so  (as 
it  should  seem)  they  were  taken  by  the  Delegates;  to 
which  sentence  of  those  reverend  judges  these  two 
Doctors  do  give  their  absolute  assent  and  approbation, 
as  a  matter  most  sound  in  itself. 

To  the  third.  His  servants  were  then  cunningly 
sequestered  from  him,  and  before  time  he  had  com- 
plained of  the  motion  to  Spring,  his  man,  ut  supra. 


THE   2    PART.t 

About  a  year  after  this  abuse  offered  to  the  Earl, 
Mary  Cornwall  is,  &ct 


*  In  the  margin,  with  a  reference  to  this  part,  DbtIboii  wrote 
Quere. 

-f  Added  afterwards  in  another  ink,  though  in  Davison*!  au- 
tograph. Thin  Part,  whieli  it  appears  was  to  contain  an  aoooont 
of  the  judicial  proceedings  adopted  on  the  suhject,  is  left  onfi^ 
nished;  probably  from  Davison  not  being  then  possessed  of  the 
necessary  documents. 

2  D  2 
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THE  THIRD  FAET^  CONTAININO  THE  XiAWFUL  ANO 
DISEOT  PSOOEBOINO  OF  THE  MAEEIAOE  BETWEEN 
THE  LAOY  ELIZABETH  RUSSELL  AND  THE  SAID 
EARL   OF   BATH. 

The  Earl  of  Bath  being  thus  judicially,  by  the  de- 
finitive sentence  of  a  courts  not  liable  to  any  appeal, 
absolutely  quitted  and  dismissed  from  the  foresaid  pre- 
tended abusive  marriage  with  Mrs.  Mary  Comwallis, 
and  at  his  own  free  choice  to  marry  where  he  thou^t 
good,  the  said  Earl  and  his  friends  returned  to  their 
former  treaty  with  the  Lord  Francis  Earl  of  Bedford, 
for  the  marriage  of  his  daughter,  the  Lady  Elizabeth, 
now  Countess  of  Bath. 

The  Earl  of  Bedford  being  (as  the  world  knows)  a 
man  of  singular  both  wisdom  and  piety,  deferred  his 
full  consent  to  the  said  marriage  of  his  daughter  till 
his  Lordship  was  no  less  fully  satisfied  in  conscience 
touching  the  said  marriugc,  than  he  and  all  men  be- 
sides were  in  law,  by  the  sentence  of  the  Court  of  De- 
legates. 

Having  demanded  the  faithful  counsel  of  many 
grave  and  reverend  divines  and  lawyers,  and  among 
divers  others,  of  Dr.  Wotton,  Bishop  of  Exeter,  Dr. 
Townsend,  Mr.  No  well,  yet  Dean  of  Paul's,  Dr.  Ham- 
mond, and  Mr.  Vaughan,  and  being  by  all  of  them  ab- 
solutely and  ^vithout  contradiction  fully  satisfied  and 
resolved,  both  of  the  nullity  of  the  former  abusive  mar- 
riage, and  of  the  apparent  lawfulness  of  the  latter,  and 
that  without  any  scruple  of  conscience  in  theology,  or 
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doubtfulness  in  law,  he  might  (if  he  thought  good) 
give  his  said  daughter  to  the  foresaid  £arl  of  Bath  as 
his  only  true  and  lawful  wife :  the  £arl  of  Bedford,  re- 
jecting aU  other  suitors  to  his  said  daughter  (among 
which  were  divers  very  honourable  and  worthy  person- 
ages), gave  his  full  and  free  consent  and  allowance  to 
the  foresaid  marriage  of  his  daughter  to  the  £arl  of 
Bath. 

There  passed  at  the  least  sixteen  months  between 
the  above-named  sentence  of  the  Judges  Delegates  and 
the  marriage  of  the  said  Earl  of  Bath  to  the  Lady  Eli- 
zabeth Russell ;  for  the  sentence  was  given  the  28th 
of  April,  1581,  and  the  said  marriage  was  not  cele- 
brated till  September,*  in  the  year  1582.  Yet  neither 
during  all  this  time,  nor  while  the  banns  between  the 
said  noble  persons  were  publicly  asked,  nor  yet  at  the 
p^orming  of  the  foresaid  marriage  (which  was  cele- 
brated with  all  honourable  and  circumstantial  rites  and 
ceremonies  in  the  Cathedral  Church  of 
so  as  thence  could  no  ignorance  thereof  be  pretended), 
did  Mrs.  Mary  Cornwallis,  or  any  of  her  friends,  put  in 
any  claim,  exception,  or  contradiction,  either  to  the 
said  sentence  of  the  Delegates,  or  to  this  second  and 
only  lawful  marriage  of  the  said  ^arl ;  which  in  all 
reason  and  probability  she  would  have  done  if  she  hac' 
had  any  that  were  justifiable. 

The  Lady   Elizabeth   Russell   being  thus  publicly 

*  The  month  was  omitted  in  the  MS.  but  wis  afterwards 
filled  up  in  pencil-mark,  and  apparently  by  Franda  Davison. 
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and  bwfiBlly  nuurried  to  tlie  foroMid  Eari,  and  aeeord- 
ing  to  costoin,  hj  the  approbation  and  lesTe  of  her 
aacred  Majesty,  to  take  her  place  as  Coiintesa  of  Bath, 
her  Higfaneiis  haring  conferred  with  the  Lord  Arcb- 
htshop  of  Canterbury,  upon  hi«  Grace's  and  other  dne 
informations,  gare  the  said  hidy  the  place,  style,  and 
dignity,  &c.  of  Countess  of  Bath ;  whidi  among  all  the 
noble  ladies  of  England  (without  any  oontradicdoB) 
both  she  and  her  children  have  ever  since  doly  and 
justly  retained. 

By  thb  which  hath  been  formerly  said,  I  leare  it 
to  the  mature  judgment  of  any  reader  that  is  not  ex- 
ceeding partial,  factious,  and  prejudicate,  whether  of 
the  two  is  the  true   and  lawful  wife  of  the   foresaid 
Earl,  and  consequently  the  right  and  only  Countess  of 
Bath,  (for  two  there  cannot  be  by  the  same  title,  no 
more  than  two  suun  in  the  firmament,  or  two  kings  in 
the    kingdom) — Mar}-   Cornwallis,    that    without    any 
liking  or  affection  preceding ;  that  without  the  consent 
or  privity   (»f  parents  on  either   side  (as  the  Libeller 
himself  confesseth)  ;  that  by  such  tricks  and  devices  as 
(how  mildly  soever  this  discourse  qualify  matters)  in 
mean    ])erKon8   would   be   termed    plain    cunny-catch- 
ing  and  cross-biti^^g ;  that,  by  so  lewd  a  priest  as  At- 
kinson, at  so  undue  an  hour,  in  a  private  gallery,  in  so 
small   and  partial   a  presence,  was  obtruded   u}>on  an 
Earl,  intoxicate  with  their  potions,  sequestered  from 
his  attendants,  and  for  the  time  bereft  l)otli  of  his  sense 
and  of  himself;  that,  for  a   supposed  consummation, 
was  not  two  hours  in  the  said  Earl's  bed,  and  that  so 
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far  from  his  witting  and  knowledge^  as  be  offered^  at  his 
iirst  perceiving  it  in  the  morning,  to  spurn  her  in  Sir 
Thomas  Kytson's  presence  out  of  his  bed ;  that^  during 
the  cause  depending,  had  (even  by  her  own  authentical 
confession)  a  bastard  by  another  man ;  that,  by  a  defi- 
nitive sentence  of  a  Court  so  reverend  and  without 
appeal,  was  adjudged  to  have  no  right  or  pretence  to 
the  said  marriage,  title^  &c. ;  that  never  put  in  claim 
or  exception  against  the  said  second  marriage  while  it 
was  unfinished^  nor  since  ;  that  never  had  the  place  as 
Countess  of  Bath  given  her  either  by  her  Majesty  or 
6|f  any  noble  ladtf  in  England,  and  that  hath  been  pub- 
licly infamed  and  never  reputed  a  countess  by  any  but 
her  own  kindred  and  friends; — or  the  Right  Honourable 
Lady  Elizabeth,  that  with  their  own  long  good  liking  , 
both  before  and  after  the  foresaid  abusive  marriage ; 
that  with  the  free  consent  and   approbation  of  both 
their  honourable  parents  and  friends;  that  with  the 
allowance  of  so  many  grave  divines  and  lawyers,  wus 
publicly  and  solemnly  asked  and  married  without  the 
contradiction  of  any  pretender  whatsoever,  and  finally 
hath  enjoyed  the  place  of  Countess  of  Bath,  &c.  both 
by  law  and  by  her  Majesty's  gracious  and  just  admis- 
sion so  many  years,  and,  having  always  lived  -in  honour- 
able fame,  hath  made  her  noble  husband  a  happy  fa- 
ther of  so  goodly  an  issue. 

Indorsed,  Francis  Davison,  *'  Answer  to  Mrs.  Mary 
Cornwallis  pretended  Countess  of  Bath  her  Libell 
against  the  Countess  of  Cumberland,  &c.  By  F.  D. 
1600.   42Eliz."' 

•  Harl.  MSS.  249,  f.  108,  et  $eq. 
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It  ii  stated  in  a  note  to  p.  24,  that  two  oopies  of  the  beaotl* 
All  poem  entitled  T%e  Lie,  are  ertant  in  the  Britiah  Museum, 
varying  materially  from  that  given  in  the  text,  and  from  each 
other.  As  perhaps  the  poem  in  question  possesses  not  only  more 
merit  than  any  in  this  collection,  but  is  highly  deserving  of  at- 
tention for  its  general  excellence  as  a  composition  of  that  or  of 
any  other  period,  correct  copies  of  both  are  here  introduced. 
The  first  is  from  HarL  MSS.  6910,  f.  141 ;  the  various  readings 
between  which  and  that  inserted  in  the  Rhapsody,  are  little 
more  than  verbal  ones,  and  apparently  arose  from  careless- 
ness; but  those  in  the  second,  taken  from  HarL  MSS.  22M, 
f.  136,  are  much  more  important.  Besides  an  alteration  in  the 
arrangement,  two  whole  stanzas  have  been  added,  but  from  its 
contents,  it  seems  to  have  been  a  wanton  interpolation,  and 
dearly  did  not  form  part  of  the  poem  as  wHtten  by  its  author. 
No  oondunon  can  be  formed,  from  the  autograph  in  which  these 
copies  exist,  as  to  the  person  by  whom  it  was  composed,  for 
they  were  evidently  made  in  each  instance  by  a  collector. 

THE   LIE. 

(From  HarL  MSS.  6910,  f.  141.) 

Oo,  soul,  thy  body's  guest. 

Upon  a  thankless  errant ; 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  best. 

The  troth  shall  be  thy  warrant : 
Qo,  since  I  needs  must  die, 

And  give  them  all  the  Ue. 
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Say  to  the  ooart,  it  gknra, 
And  shinet  like  rotien  wood ; 

Say  to  the  church,  k  ihows 
What  '■  good,  but  doth  no  good : 

If  court  or  church  rejdy. 
Do  give  them  both  the  lie. 

Tell  potentates  they  live 
Acting  by  others*  ac^jpM ; 

Not  lo\'ed,  except  they  give, 
Not  strong  but  by  affections  : 

If  potentates  reply, 
Give  potentates  the  lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition, 

Thut  in  atfairM  of  state. 
Their  imrjwse  is  ambition. 

Their  practice  only  hate  : 
And  if  they  once  reply. 

Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  them  that  braves  it  most. 
They  beg  for  more  by  spending^ 

Wlio  in  tlieir  greatest  cost 

Like  nothing  Init  commending : 

And  if  they  make  reply. 
Give  them  likewise  the  lie. 

Tell  zeal  it 's  !»lind  devotion  ; 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lust ; 
Tell  time  it 's  Imt  a  motion  ; 

Tell  flesh  it  is  but  dust : 
And  wish  them  not  reply, 

Lest  thou  give  them  the  he. 
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Tell  age  it  daily  wasteth  ; 

Tell  honour  how  it  alters; 
Tell  truth  how  that  she  blasteth ; 

Tell  favour  that  she  falters ; 
And  as  they  shall  reply, 

Give  every  one  the  lie. 

Tell  wit  how  much  she  wrangles 
In  tickle  points  of  nioeness ; 

Tell  wisdom  she  entangles 
Herself  by  much  predseness  : 

And  when  they  do  reply. 
Straight  give  them  both  the  lie. 

Tell  physic  of  her  boldness ; 

Tell  skill  it  is  prevention ; 
Tell  charity  it  is  coldness ; 

Tell  law  it  is  contention ; 
And  as  they  do  reply, 

Then  give  them  still  the  lie. 

Tell  fortune  of  her  blindness ; 

Tell  nature  of  decay; 
Tell  friendship  of  unkindness ; 

Tell  justice  of  delay : 
And  if  they  will  reply, 

Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  arts  they  have  no  soundness. 

But  vary  by  esteeming ; 
Tell  schools  they  want  profoundness. 

And  stand  too  much  on  seeming : 
If  arts  and  schools  reply. 

Give  arts  and  schoob  the  lie. 


No  iBib  tfc)-  no)  <>■  UB I 


(AcOlllaW:  JU.S.S.  22Ms  f.  136.) 

Oo,  Mul,  die  Indy'i  goeM, 
I'pon  •  liuiiikJaii  Brrant; 

Far  mil  in  tmich  Uic  Um, 
The  iruih  ibsll  W  thy  warn 

Oo,  lince  1  DDcdi  miui  die. 
And  1*11  them  ttti  ibey  lie. 

Say  to  thr  Coiin,  it  ghnra, 
And  ihiuei  like,  nitun  wood  ; 

8ft]r  to  lliH  Cliurulii  11  iliowi 
Wliat  U  good,  and  doth  no  piod  : 

If  Churdi  Bud  Court  reply. 
Then  give  diem  both  the  lie. 
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TeU  potentstet  they  lire 
Acting  bat  others'  Actiinii ; 

Not  loved  imlets  they  give, 
Not  strong  hut  hy  their  factions : 

If  Potentates  reply. 
Then  t^  all  they  lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  oooditioa, 
That  rules  affairs  of  state, 

Their  purpose  is  amhitioii. 
Their  practice  is  on  hate : 

And  if  they  once  reply, 
Then  tell  them  all  they  lie. 

Tell  those  that  brave  it  most, 
They  beg  for  more  by  spending, 

Who  in  the  greatest  cost 
Seek  nothing  but  commending : 

And  if  they  do  reply. 
Then  tell  them  all  they  He. 

Tell  zeal  it  wants  devotion ; 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lust; 
Tell  time  it  meets  but  motion ; 

Tell  flesh  it  is  but  dust ; 
And  wish  them  not  reply. 

For  thou  must  give  the  lie. 

Tell  Lond*  of  her  stews. 
And  dtixens  of  their  usury; 

And  though  it  be  no  news, 
Tdl  courtesans  of  lechery : 

And  if  they  will  needs  reply. 
Then  tell  them  all  they  lie. 
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Tell  wit  how  modi  it  wrangleg 
In  tickle  pointi  of  nloeneu ; 

Tell  wisdom  the  entangles 
Herself  in  over  wiseness : 

And  when  they  do  reply. 

Then  straight  give  them  both  the  lie. 

TeQ  age  it  daily  wasteth ; 

Tell  honour  how  it  alters; 
Tell  beauty  how  she  blastetk; 

Tell  favour  how  it  falters: 
And  as  they  shall  reply, 

Give  every  one  the  lie. 

Tell  physic  of  her  lM)ldness ; 

Tell  skill  it  is  prevention; 
Tell  charity  of  coldness ; 

Tell  law  it  is  contention : 
And  as  they  do  reply, 

So  give  them  all  tlie  lie. 

Tell  fortune  of  her  blindness; 

Tell  nature  of  decay; 
Tell  friendshi])  of  unkindness; 

Tell  justice  of  delay: 
And  if  they  i\o  reply. 

Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  arts  they  have  no  soundness, 

By  vary  hy  estrayning; 
Tell  schools  they  lack  profoundness. 

And  stand  too  much  by  seeming : 
If  arts  and  schools  reply, 

Give  arts  and  schools  the  lie. 
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Tell  faitli  *tis  fled  the  city; 

Tell  how  the  country  erreth ; 
Tell,  manhood  shaket  of  pity; 

Tell,  virtue  leant  prefeireth : 
And  if  they  do  reply. 

Spare  not  to  give  the  lie. 

So  when  thou  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing; 
Because  to  give  the  lie. 

Deserves  no  less  than  stabbing. 
Stab  at  thee  he  tliat  will. 

No  stab  the  soul  may  kill ! 

Let  cuckolds  be  rememberM, 
I  will  not  die  their  debtor ; 

Their  heads  ore  strongly  armed. 
To  bear  the  bnmt  the  better  : 

If  they  themselves  deny. 

Their  wives  do  know  thev  lie. 
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